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THE CLIMAX

He’d had little sleep in the past week, and none at all last night.  His mind hadn’t been able to stop racing—racing through precisely what he needed to do.  There was so much.  At least now, in his office, he was doing it.  Whether it was right or not, something was being done.  It wouldn’t go on like this, not anymore.  
He was feverishly reducing to writing the sleepless thoughts of the previous night.  It was only then that the mess between his ears began transforming into something coherent, something that made sense of all that had happened since assuming his role as counsel to one of the largest investment banks in the world, Banque Franco-Suisse Internationale.  
He should have done the work last night instead of trying to sleep—a waste of time, such precious time.  At least he’d rested his eyes.  Maybe he’d even slept a little, but he was too exhausted to have noticed or remembered. 
It didn’t matter anyway.  Regardless of how, when or whether he’d slept, he was now awake, and maddeningly so.  Through a caffeine-induced veil of perspiration, his knuckles bobbed up and down.  The tips of his fingers clicked across the ivory colored keyboard.  There were dozens of thoughts to be expressed—clear, concise thoughts—all of which needed to be drafted today.  No, today was too late.  This morning.  Everything had to be done this morning.  It couldn’t wait another moment.
“I’m not sure this is right,” Renee blurted as she burst through the morning sunlight casting open the glass door to his office.
“What do you mean?” he said with his eyes fixed to the computer screen.
“I mean I don’t think this printed out properly.”
He quickly finished typing out his thought and looked to her.  She was only visible as a slender outline awash in white sunshine, her blonde hair and fair skin rendered blonder and fairer by virtue of the light.  He looked to her hand.  
“What do you have there?”
“I have what you sent me, but it doesn’t look right,” she said gesturing to the pages she held.  
“We’ll worry about that later,” he said coolly—his attention divided equally between his work on the screen and her.  “Have you found out about Larry Finch?  Is he around?
“No, I haven’t had a chance.” 
“Alright, well, please find out if he’s around and, if not, see if Jon Stack is anywhere to be found.”  
“Stack?” she blurted.  “The CEO?” 
	“Yes,” Jack replied, but his voice had grown distant.  He noticed that she glanced at him once more, possibly in the hopes of a fuller explanation, but his eyes—blue and bloodshot—had already returned to the screen. 
Resuming their pace, his fingers picked away at the keys—forward and then back, going for minutes without a stop, followed by a brief moment to collect a thought.  He worded and reworded again, first cutting and pasting into a footnote, and then back to the text, rethinking the first paragraph before adding another towards the end.  Individual ideas were constructed and then set aside, revisited and then melded into the overall work.  As the memorandum took form, each fact was revisited and each characterization of events reconsidered.  Nothing could be wrong.  That’s what he’d been told—that nothing could be wrong, no matter what.  He was removing every element of fervor, any element of personality, and ripping it down to a bare bones explanation of the facts and circumstances in an effort to inoculate the work against anything that might render it impassioned.  It could be nothing but fair-minded and of a tone equally bland and impersonal as the memo’s subject line: “Regarding Certain Considerable Transaction Irregularities.”  To extend, by even a single degree, an indication of anxiety or zeal could cause the whole of the work to lose value, to lose credibility.
Over an hour passed without a break.  Through the front wall of his office, made entirely of glass, he noticed the other attorneys in the legal department as they trudged into work.  The expressions on their faces, he thought, these sheepish grins and careful smirks—could they be real?  He avoided their glances as if he were subject to the tightest of deadlines, suspecting it was his best chance of going undisturbed by the others and, at that, undetected.  All of them are frightened, he thought.  They must be.
Renee turned the corner into his office and delivered the news that Finch was on a flight returning from Japan.  This was not good.  Everything was now riding on Stack being in town and available.   
His head dropped to his chest.  Please let Stack be here, he thought.  As he looked back to the screen, he noticed Roger’s secretary, Sharon, coming towards his office.   She stepped to the glass and, in a manner uncharacteristic of the normally subdued and respectful office mood, opened the door abruptly without knocking.
“Jack,” she chirped. 
“Yes, good morning, Sharon,” he said coolly.  He creased his brow in an effort to convey his displeasure with the interruption.  
“Roger needs to meet with you in conference room Nine at 12:30.”
Jack noticed that she seemed especially bold.  Odd, he thought.  She was only a secretary, after all.
“Did he happen to mention why?”
“No,” she said, moving to close the door and excuse herself.
“Sharon,” he said, inquiring after her.  “What’s this about?  I mean, in case I need to prepare.”
“I don’t know,” she said rather quickly.  “You’ll have to ask Roger.”
Jack continued, “Well, is he around?”
“He’s not here,” she stammered.
“Okay, so do you know where could I find him?”  
“Uhm, he’s in a meeting.”
“Where?”
“In Steve Warner’s office.”
“Steve who?”
“Warner, w-a-r,” she spelled and, without another word, quickly slipped out.
Warner.  Who’s Steve Warner?  He opened the firm intranet and pounded out the last name—W-A-R-N-E-R.  With a tap of the enter key, the computer roiled and produced Mr. Warner’s vital corporate information: a Member of the Executive Board and the Head of Fixed Income Human Resources.  Human Resources?  He didn’t need to call.  He knew he had forty minutes—forty minutes to put it all together and get it to Stack, if he could be found.
Time was short.  It should have been done this morning.  Why had he tried to sleep?  That was a mistake.  Now there would be no time to put the work aside and, with a fresh eye, review it later.  It was sure to come across as amateurish—the wild diatribe of a disgruntled employee.  
The small clock display in the corner of his screen ticked away.  He read and reread, made corrections to the text and then corrected his corrections.  His brain throbbed in rhythm with his keystrokes.  Did it happen this way?    Is this exactly true or somewhat uncertain?  It is true.  Right?  But, it’s unbelievable.  It can’t be true.  Is it?  Maybe it should be reworded so as to soften the allegation.  Wait, allegation?  No, these were observations and nothing more.
He trimmed and cut and reduced and reworked to the point where there was no more to do.  The end was near.   
“Jack,” Sharon said, giving him another start as she again poked her head into his office.
“Yes, Sharon,” he replied, his focus still upon the screen.
“It’s 12:30.  Roger is waiting for you.”
“Okay, well, I just need one more second here.”  
The scenario seemed to him quite impossible.  He was being called away at the last keystroke of the last sentence of a document he would never have imagined having to write.  He wanted more time but, then again, he could have spent forever wordsmithing the language if circumstances had not cut him short—as it now appeared they had.  His thoughts turned to what might happen next.  Would they be taking him out of the building?  Would he ever see his office again?  He decided he had to get a copy of the memo to Renee.  He saved his work and closed the screen as, all the while, Sharon idled impatiently a few feet away.  Nervous for his remaining moments of time before she became suspicious, he opened his e-mail and attached the memorandum.  “Just another thing to finish up,” he agreeably sang out in the hopes of buying himself another few seconds.  He addressed the e-mail to Renee and, as Sharon began to ebb toward a position in sight of the screen, he hit send and rose from his chair in relief.  Sharon stopped short of seeing his work.
“All done,” Jack causally announced as he looked to Sharon with a smile.  He maneuvered the mouse to close the screen.  She peered over, apparently curious about what she might have missed.  
“Glad to get that out of the way,” he added.  “Let’s go.”
She preceded him out of the office and, assuming he would follow, turned to the left in the direction of conference room Nine.  Jack, however, slid around to the right where he could see Renee at her desk some ten yards away.  She looked up at him nervously.
“Renee,” he whispered as their eyes met, “Did you get that e-mail?”  He was trying not to draw the attention of others in the secretary pool.  As was customarily the case, however, whispering in the office tended to attract attention.  He sensed that others were growing aware, intentionally so.   
She mouthed the word “yes” and nodded.
“Print it out,” he whispered.
He then spun around to find Sharon curious and waiting.  “Oh, did you mean the conference room on that side?” he quipped.  She put her hands on her hips as he concocted a look of confusion.  “Right,” he added.  “Sorry about that.”
Sharon furnished an irritated look, confirming for Jack that something serious was indeed about to happen.  Saying nothing, she turned towards conference room Nine, and this time he followed.  The room was on the other side of the building situated near the end of a long interior corridor of glass-walled conference rooms and offices, none of which had any windows to the outside.  The corridor extended throughout the entire expanse of the building, almost an entire New York City long block.  At only nine feet tall and as many feet wide, the corridor seemed more akin to a tunnel, and he had a foreboding sense as to what awaited him at its end.  
Its length gave him a few last precious moments to enjoy what he had—to enjoy the life he had come to know.  Here and now, walking along the corridor of this colossal banking enterprise, he was a part of it.  He was one of the young and ambitious.  For how much longer, he didn’t know.  He tried to garner some perspective, but his emotional energy was gone—consumed by the morning’s work.  It seemed out of his hands now.  Events, he surmised, stood poised to overtake him.
Sharon’s intention to lead him the entire length of the corridor became clear.  He tried to imagine what she might be thinking—that he posed a risk of leaping to an elevator or, God forbid, pulling the fire alarm.  She carried out her duty, however, as if it were customary, staying just a few steps ahead and occasionally glancing over her shoulder to keep her ward in check.  Upon reaching conference room Nine, yet another glass-enclosed space akin to an aquarium, she opened the door and left.
Jack’s boss, Roger Chassin, Esq., rose from his seat at the conference table.
“Hello Jack,” he said, sounding grave.  
“Hello,” Jack mumbled.  
Roger was joined by two others.  The first, Marianne Puchetti, was the office manager for the Legal Department.  She sat stonily in place across from Roger.  A woman Jack didn’t know sat at the far end of the table.  While both of the women made eye contact with Jack, it was more in the nature of observing him rather than by way of welcome.  Jack acknowledged the three and took the seat he was offered.  He suddenly noticed everyone to be dressed rather formally, everyone but him.  
As he looked at Jack, Roger’s head tilted down and to the side, heightening the effect of his most distinctive feature—a long nose that ended in a bulb.  It hung there as if having slowly oozed out of his face.  In combination with the way he carried himself, the nose had the effect of imbuing Roger with an air of permanent gloom.  Marianne, on the other hand, produced for Jack an altogether opposite reaction.  Her looks approximated those of a quintessential Italian mother.  A small mole on her cheek and her somewhat stout physique fed Jack’s notion of her, and these superficial maternal qualities, he thought, had made her especially well suited for her role—that of office manager, or caretaker, for the Legal Department.  
Roger commenced the proceedings.  “Jack, as you know, there were some concerns raised about your work here last week and, at the time, we told you that you’d have a month or so to improve.”  After a brief pause, he continued, looking directly at Jack, “At this point, we see no chance of improvement.  We have decided that it’s necessary to terminate your employment with the firm at this time.”
Jack nodded his understanding and Roger continued, “Now, we have agreed to provide you one month of severance pay and you remain entitled to the $100,000 bonus we awarded to you recently.  In addition, if you agree within two weeks to sign the firm’s confidentiality and waiver agreement, we are also willing to offer you a one-time payment of $50,000.”
“I understand,” said Jack, and that was all he said.  After all, it was no real surprise.  So much had taken place in these last few weeks, these last few days.  He entered the room feeling like the half drowned survivor of a tidal wave.  Roger’s announcement was more akin to the breaking wave that laps up against, and slathers over, the survivor as he awakens in the aftermath.  His chance to avoid the onslaught had passed.  It was enough to know that it was now over.  
After a brief pause, everyone looked to Marianne.  “Roger,” she chimed, “Wendy and I will handle it from here.” 
“Fine,” said Roger.  Roger looked to Jack, who returned his gaze, and offered his hand.  “Good luck, Jack,” he offered.  
Without saying a word, Jack stood up with Roger and took his hand.  As their handshake lingered, Roger seemed to fumble for something else to say.  He finally added a garbled, “Goodbye,” and then waited, in the apparent hope that Jack would speak.  
“Well, thanks,” Jack finally said.  After another pause he added, “I learned a lot.”
As it began to sink in, Jack was glad he had said it.  It was urbane.  It was provocative.  Most importantly, it was accurate.  Roger, however, was noticeably disappointed.  A bit of irreverence or anger on the part of Jack, in the presence of two witnesses no less, would have surely validated his decision, validated him.  Roger’s momentary disappointment gave way to the more familiar conceited look that Jack had come to identify as a rough indication of the degree to which Roger was confused—the haughtier the look, the deeper the confusion.  
For his part, Jack had only one thought—he was glad he wasn’t Roger.  Roger lacked spine, lacked conviction.  While these inadequacies served Roger well in his role at the bank, they made it impossible for Jack to admire him.  Not that Roger, even if he knew Jack’s feelings, would care or, for that matter, ever change.  
Roger finally released Jack’s hand.  With one last glance, first up at Jack and then to the others, he left the room.  
The unknown woman at long last introduced herself, “I’m Wendy Beirsturn from Human Resources.  I’m your point of contact here at the firm from now on.  We will need to go over a few things in connection with your termination.”
Even under these circumstances, Jack noticed she was a very pretty woman.  With dark features and long dark-brown hair, she had the look of a woman who would tan well in the summer sun.  In the midst of winter, however, her skin had a soft amber tone, revealing a few dark freckles on the apple of each cheek.  Regaining his sensibilities, Jack pulled his eyes from hers and, turning to Marianne, interrupted, “Can I just say a few things here?”
“Well, Jack, the decision has been made,” said Marianne.
“Yes, I realize that but, you see, I have been—” he started, but he didn’t really know where to begin.  “I have written a memo outlining some of what I have uncovered during my time here.  I am talking about some possibly illegal activity and a billion or so dollars that I can’t find and,” he stammered, looking down at his clenched his hands, “I know this seems crazy.  Believe me, I have been trying to tell myself that this hasn’t been happening for months, but it is happening.  And, you see, I’m the bank’s lawyer, your lawyer.  I think you want me to stay your lawyer because I only want to solve some of these problems.  I want to see them through, but I’ve been unable.  So, I prepared a memo in the hopes that I might be able to make some progress, but if I’m not your lawyer then I think that’s a problem.”
Seizing on a pause, Wendy interjected, “We are only here to carry out the formalities of the process.  There is nothing we can do.” 
Marianne gestured for Wendy to stop.  “A billion dollars?” she posed cautiously.
“Well,” Jack anxiously continued, “at least that much.  It’s complicated, but I think—but I was able to put it together.  I did, I put it together and I just—I finished it just now.”
Marianne looked to Wendy and then back to Jack.  “Can we get that memo?” she asked.
“Of course,” Jack said as his eyes shot back and forth between Marianne and Wendy.  “I’d intended to give it to upper management.  I mean,” Jack said as he fixed his gaze on Marianne in the hopes of appealing to her humanity.  “I’m not making this up.  This is serious.”
“Can you give it to us now?” she asked.
“Well, yes.  It’s on my computer.  We can go print it out.” Jack said as he gestured in the direction of his office.
A moment passed.  “No,” Marianne finally said.  She appeared to overcome her curiosity.  She centered herself and looked to Wendy.  “No, we need to finish this first and we can take care of that.”  
“Fine, but I think this is a mistake.”  He leaned back in his chair, his arms crossed about his chest.  “I think firing me is a mistake,” he reiterated.
Seemingly unfazed, Wendy took over the conversation and continued, “As Roger mentioned, you remain entitled to your bonus and you will receive one month’s severance pay.  You will also be entitled to the additional amount discussed upon your execution of the confidentiality and waiver agreement.  In the event that you fail to execute the two original copies of the confidentiality and waiver agreement and return one to us within two weeks of today’s date, BFSI’s offer to you will be automatically revoked.  You are advised that all documents in your possession, whether here or at your residence or elsewhere in your possession, relating in any way to your work here at BFSI are the sole and exclusive property of BFSI and are to be returned immediately.  Continued possession of such documentation by you is wrongful and in violation of company policy.  As regards your healthcare benefits—”
Wendy continued on in this manner for what seemed like an eternity, breaking only occasionally to ask Jack if he understood.  She rarely glanced down at her notes, and Jack found it remarkable that she would have committed, virtually to memory, such an exacting description of his post-termination rights and obligations relative to the firm and suspected, rightfully so, that this was her job—her only job.  She fired people.  Jack had always found it difficult to separate work from the rest of his life.  His job, now his former job, practically required that they be one in the same.  How, he wondered, could someone’s job be to fire people?  What pleasure or satisfaction in the world could be derived from such a task—not an occasional unpleasant task that necessarily accompanied her larger professional life—but the whole of her work?  He thought she must otherwise be one of the happier persons in the world, living a life rich with good family, great friends and pleasant diversions.  If not, the daily ritual of performing individual executions would have to eventually drive her mad.  
But, there was no evidence that it might.  Despite the nature of her work, she seemed completely unaffected.  She was polished and professional.  She dressed better than most of the female attorneys and bankers with whom he worked.  While she was naturally very pretty, she also took excellent care of herself.  She was fit and well groomed.   She had especially good posture.  She exuded nothing but confidence and strength.  By comparison, he thought he must have looked a fright.  He was shaking somewhat—hopefully unnoticeably—and he was afraid his eyes were red and replete with raw bulky veins contrasting starkly with a complexion that had gone, no doubt, ghost white.  He’d been running his hands nervously through his hair all morning, and he suspected it was either slicked back greasily to his head or sticking straight up—he couldn’t tell.  He bristled at Wendy’s varnished performance of an unseemly task in light of his dishevelment.  He wished that what he knew to be true could also be packaged and presented in a vessel equal to that truth.  
“I will need your corporate identification card and your pass codes,” Wendy said.
“Huh?” replied Jack, lost in thought.
“Your corporate I.D. and your pass codes.  I’ll need them now.”
“Oh.”  Jack reached into his pocket, first the right and then the left, pulled out money and loose change, a credit card and then finally his corporate identification card.
“And the pass codes?” Wendy said as she reached for the identification card and cut it in two.  Besides a pen, the scissors were the only tool in her possession, and Jack was glad to finally learn their intended purpose, regardless of how disquieting it was to watch his likeness being chopped in two, at the neck no less.
“I don’t have the pass codes on me.  I don’t keep them on me.”  Jack felt as if he were almost apologizing.  He looked up from the severed photograph sheepishly.
“Where are they?” asked Burstein.
“Well, I have them memorized, but I suppose they are written down somewhere—in my office,” he suggested.
“Did you not receive a document including your pass codes at the time you were hired?” she asked.
“Yes, I did.  I am sure it’s somewhere, but I don’t know where.”  He leaned back in his chair and, seizing on an opportunity to be critical of her, continued somewhat incredulously, “Remember, I didn’t exactly prepare for this beforehand, so I am sure it’s somewhere but, I must admit, I cannot be certain of its whereabouts at this time.”
Wendy was utterly nonplussed.  Clearly she could not be mocked, and so she continued, “We will need to get those pass codes returned to us as soon as possible and they are to be considered, along with all other documentation of BFSI, to be the sole and exclusive property of BFSI.  You should understand that continued possession of the pass codes by you shall be wrongful and in violation of BFSI corporate policy.  Do you understand?”
“Yes, fine,” said Jack.
And, with that, Wendy was done.  She didn’t say so; she was simply done.  She gathered her things together and rose from her chair.  
“You’ll have to come with us now, Jack,” said Marianne as she stood.
Jack obeyed and, now being led by two women, walked the length of the same corridor in the opposite direction.  Jack noticed that others, from inside their glass offices, had started to take notice of what was happening.  Back in his office, he reached for his medium-length wool scarf and put it around his neck.  The two women stood just inside his door.
“What now?”  Jack asked, turning back to them.
“You were going to give us something,” Marianne suggested.
“Right.  Am I permitted to—?” Jack gestured to the computer.  The two women looked to one another and then nodded for him to continue.
Jack clicked the mouse several times and then walked past the women, out of his office and towards the printer.  Turning the corner, he could see that Renee had a copy of the memo.  With his back to Marianne and Wendy, Jack caught Renee’s eye and nonchalantly put his finger to his lips.  Renee smartly slid the memo under her desk, onto her lap and out of sight.  Jack retrieved a copy of the document from the printer and walked back into his office.  He handed the memo to Marianne.
“You are not permitted to remove anything from the building,” Wendy said.
“You mean, I’m not permitted to take BFSI’s property—that’s what I heard you say, right?” asked Jack.
“That’s right,” said Wendy gruffly.  She was used to mockery, but didn’t have the same tolerance for being corrected.
“So, my coat and my cell phone?”  Jack asked.
“That will be fine,” she said, “of course.”
“Of course,” Jack agreed.  “And my briefcase?” he said, picking it up from the floor and holding it open for their inspection.
“That’s okay,” Wendy said after both she and Marianne had examined its sparse contents to their satisfaction.
He put on his black cashmere overcoat, leaving it open at the front.  Wendy and Marianne shuffled to the side of the door so that he could pass and, this time from the rear, escorted him down the corridor again.  In addition to sleep, Jack noticed he’d lost some weight—obvious to him now by the fit of his clothes.  He pulled up his pants at the waist as he trudged along.  His brain, rolling slowly side-to-side like a large boulder, seemed to be loose within his skull.   
At the glass-enclosed elevator bank, Wendy and Marianne silently handed him off to two armed security guards.  As he passed through the glass doors, Jack looked to the two women standing wordlessly one beside the other at the entryway.  They did not say goodbye, nor did they respond when Jack did so.  
He’d lost this round.  He realized that now, but there would be more.  This was not the end.  It simply couldn’t end like this.
One of the guards, providing Jack with ample personal space, gestured towards the waiting elevator while the other held it open.  They both rode with Jack silently down to the lobby and then led him out of the building, across Madison Avenue and into Madison Square Park.  Deciding he was safely off the premises, the guards left him in the park alone, again without speaking a word or otherwise bidding him adieu.  
Jack looked around for a moment and then plopped himself down on a nearby park bench.  He put his head in his hands and wondered what to do.  He figured he had to call Renee.  He picked up his cell phone and, not knowing her direct dial, called his own office.
“Mr. McTiff’s office.”  It was Renee.
“I’m not sure you have to say that anymore.  It’s not my office.”  Jack said.
“What happened?  Where are you?” she asked.
“I’m in the park.  You don’t have to do this since you’re no longer my secretary, but would you mind bringing that document down to me?”
“Do you want me to give it to Stack?  Apparently, he’s here in the building.  I checked with his secretary.”  
“No, that won’t be necessary.  I have a feeling I’ll be better off with a copy for myself.”
Several minutes passed altogether unnoticed by Jack.  In the midst of his foggy thoughts, he reminded himself that there were no other alternatives.  He had done what he had to do.  He had done it after exhausting all options.  He had checked and rechecked his work.  It was correct.  He was correct.  It was they who were wrong.  In the fullness of time, surely he would be borne out.
Looking up from the ground, he saw Renee coming out of One Madison Avenue’s front door.  She clasped the fuzzy collar of a short black winter coat tightly around her neck.  Her slender legs, clad in a pair of tight black slacks and matching boots, moved her gingerly across the street and then crisply through the park towards Jack.
“Here it is,” she said, handing him the document as he rose to his feet.
“Thanks,” he said.  “I appreciate it.”
“Don’t mention it.”  She looked up Madison Avenue towards Midtown in the distance.  “What are you going to do now?” she asked.
“I don’t know.  I have no idea.”
“You know, they are all going crazy in there.  They pulled the fax machines off of the floor—all of them—and there are, like, three of them in your office.”
“Jeez.”  He looked around pensively.  “Who is they?  Who are they?”
“I don’t know.  I don’t know who they are.  I’ve never seen them before.”  
Jack simply shook his head.  Several moments passed without a word. 
“I guess I’ll have to find a job,” he said finally.
“Well, if you find one, let me know if they need a good secretary, okay?”
He smiled.  “Okay, Renee.  Hey, by the way, you did a great job and I hope none of this comes down on you.”
“Don’t worry about me, worry about yourself,” she said cheerfully.  “And you should button up that coat, it’s freezing out here.”
“Right,” he said, looking down.  Renee reached in, crossed his scarf, pulled up the coat’s collar and fastened one of the double-breasted assortment of buttons.  “Thanks,” he said, feeling like a child.  He noticed that she had confused the buttons on his coat.
“No problem.  Hey, I think I got it wrong,” she said as she reached back towards him.
“No.  I mean, don’t worry.  It’s okay,” Jack insisted as he pulled away.  “I’ll take care of it.”  After another pause, he looked up to her for what he thought might be the last time, “Well, I guess I’ll see you later.”
“Yeah.  I’ll see you later,” she said.  She blew out a puff of chilly air and patted Jack on the forearm.  She turned, and Jack watched her as she briskly walked away in much the same fashion as she had arrived.  It struck him—a new feeling, he thought—that he was not permitted within the building she was about to reenter.  
He went back to the empty bench, sat down and looked around the park.  There were no leaves on the trees.  Though it had been a sunny morning, it was now a cold, gray day.  It was a lonely day, and it was lonely in the park.  The few people scattered here and there seemed to have no place to go, mostly beggars and street tramps.  
He looked behind him and up to the tower of Banque Franco-Suisse Internationale, a classical spire rising thirty stories into the air, the symbol of a long-standing and most venerable financial enterprise.  As small wisps of dark clouds passed over the gold needle atop the spire, he leaned back further and wondered, “How did this happen?”






