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Chapter 1
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Dan Ryder was walking with a young secretary on State Street in Manhattan when he saw an elderly woman slowly sink to the pavement.  Her clothes were dirty but not tattered and her face was smooth.  He walked towards her as the foot traffic, well-dressed men and women hurrying to appointments in the Financial District, skirted the fallen woman and hurried away.

“Oh, don’t touch her.  These homeless people are all over,” the short brunette told Dan.  “Mr. DuPont is waiting for you.”

Ryder bent down just as the woman opened her eyes.  They were light, blue-grey, almost translucent, and had a disturbing effect on Dan.  She smiled weakly.

“You remind me of my son,” she said in a barely audible voice.

Dan hurriedly took off his suit coat, folded it and placed it under the woman’s head.  He took out his cell phone and dialed 911.  After giving the information and location of the downed woman, he knelt down on one knee to talk with her.

“Do you have a relative I could call?”

“No.  My husband is dead and so is my son,” she answered in a very soft voice.  “I really don’t know where I am.  You seem like such a nice young man.”

“What is your name?” he asked.

“Elizabeth Wagner.”

“Do you know your address?”

Tears welled up in her mesmerizing eyes.  “Yes, but I was evicted.”

Dan was surprised by her response.  “I’m a lawyer.  Perhaps I can help you.”

“That would be nice.  People haven’t been very good to me lately.”

Her eyes closed, and for a moment Dan thought she might have passed on.  The secretary walked up to Ryder. 

“We’re late.  Mr. DuPont expects people to be on time.”

“Tell him I’ll be there as quickly as I can.”

“I can’t just leave without you,” she said in an alarmed voice.

“Go,” Dan said in a firm voice. The secretary scurried away.

Within five minutes an ambulance arrived.  Mrs. Wagner was put on a stretcher and loaded into the vehicle.

“Where will you take her?”

“The old St. Mary’s Hospital.  We’re ordered to take all the indigents there.  She’ll be placed in a long line of sick and hurt homeless people waiting for medical attention.”  

“Oh, no,” Dan said loudly.  “What’s the address?”

He wrote it down and watched as the ambulance departed.  Across the street, a pretty young woman with light brown shoulder length hair and large green eyes watched everything that occurred through the big picture window in front of her.  

Laura Anderson watched as men and woman hurried around the elderly woman like ants in long lines.  Only the tall, dark-haired young man stopped to help.  When the episode concluded, Dan ran his hand through his curly hair, put his hands on his hips and stared across the street, not really seeing anything.  Then his eyes focused on Laura Anderson, the woman in the window of Manhattan Mutual Bank.  She raised her hand and smiled her approval.  He raised his hand in return as if to say hello.  A bank employee came up to Laura and asked her a question.  The spell was broken.  

Dan walked through glass doors into the two-story lobby containing marble floors, white stone walls and multi-colored, modern art pieces on the walls.  The elevator shot upwards to the fortieth floor.  He got out facing huge signage with the name, New York Department of Financial Supervision and Investigations, in gold letterings behind the receptionist’s desk.  Dan had dusted off his suit coat as best he could and brushed off his trousers, but the suit was destined for the dry cleaners.  

A receptionist took his name and he was quickly shown into the private office of the new Superintendent of Financial Services and Investigations.  Alexander Royal DuPont had been appointed to the post by New York Governor Tate Springfield and had just been confirmed by the New York State Senate.

“Hiya, fella.  Good to see ya again,” DuPont said in a loud voice.  The broad shouldered, stocky built heir to a portion of the DuPont chemical-based empire came out quickly from behind his desk and grabbed Dan’s hand.  They had conferred numerous times when both were with the U. S. Department of Justice going after money laundering banks.  Dan had developed a reputation for being the best bank investigator at Justice.  DuPont now was on a mission to yank Dan out of the Justice Department and put him in charge of all New York money laundering and illicit bank cases. 

They sat in overstuffed leather chairs and chatted and laughed for a few minutes about banks and their crazy ploys to avoid detection, before the two men got down to business.

“I want you to join me here.  You’ll carry the title of Chief Investigator of all criminal activities in New York’s financial services domain.  In effect, you’ll be the top man, answering only to me.  You can pick and choose among the men and women who are here and bring in as many outsiders as you would like.  I want you to hit the banks like a sledge hammer.”

“Interesting.  I assumed you had something like this in mind when you invited me here.”

“I’ll increase your salary by fifty percent.”

Dan’s eyes opened wide.  “That’s very generous.”

“You’re very good and I only hire the best people.”

DuPont’s folksy good-natured demeanor had disappeared along with his affable hospitality.  His eyes bore into Dan Ryder as he carefully constructed a sales pitch that revealed his ambitious, thoroughly political nature.

“Wouldn’t we be in competition with the Treasury and Justice Departments?” Dan asked.

“This new Republican President is up to his ears in debt to the major banks.  He owes them hundreds of millions of dollars.  I think he intends to pay them back not in money, but by promising not to fine them hundreds of millions of dollars and sometimes billions when they’re caught red-handed.” 

“Are you sure?”

“Yes.  Those were the orders given to the top Treasury and Justice people just before I left.  Governor Springfield and I concur that this is a huge opportunity for New York to nail these global banks that have offices all over Manhattan’s Financial District.  And, you’re just the man to do it,” DuPont said and smiled.

Dan was intrigued by DuPont’s well-thought-out plans for the future.  He grinned, indicating that he’d been hooked but the fish had not yet been landed.  “You’ve given this a lot of thought, I can tell.”

“Damn right.  And, we hold the wild card that the feds do not.  We can revoke a bank’s license to operate in New York, but the feds can’t.  It’s a death penalty if we decide to use it.  If a global bank can’t operate in the Financial District here, it could lose billions of dollars.”

Dan nodded his head in agreement.  “The opportunity here appeals to me.”

DuPont had what he thought would be the key point in closing the deal and he charged ahead.

“I have a condo in the Tribeca district not far from here.  I’ll rent it to you for a nominal fee, virtually nothing.  My private company will pick up the HOA fee, taxes and monthly maintenance totals.  It’ll make the transition from Washington to New York comparatively easy for you and your wife.”

Ryder frowned.  “I’ll level with you, Alex.  My wife and I are talking divorce.  If she doesn’t file this week, I will.  I don’t want any more of these continual, non-stop fights.”

“It sounds as if you need a change of scenery.  When can you start?”  

Dan chuckled, and he knew he would take the job.  “I’ll have to give two weeks’ notice to the Justice Department.  That was a hell of a sales presentation you just made.”

Alex thrust his hand forward.  Dan took it, and the deal was sealed.  They chatted for a few minutes about Dan’s transition.  Ryder was beginning to feel more and more comfortable about his coming job change, and the fact he could make a quick break from his wife.  The men began a leisurely walk to the front office.

“What did the EMTs say about that woman you gave assistance to?”  DuPont asked.

“They said her pulse was very weak.  Based upon her age, they thought she has a heart problem.  I’m on my way now to old St. Mary’s Hospital where they take all the indigents.  I don’t think she’s a homeless person.  God, she has the most beautiful eyes, almost translucent.  She said she’d been evicted, but had no idea how she ended up here.”

“What’s her name?”

“Elizabeth Wagner.”

Alex raised his hand and beckoned with his fingers.  A young secretary came rushing over to him.

“A woman named Elizabeth Wagner was taken to old St. Mary’s Hospital.  She collapsed in front of our building this morning.  Send an ambulance to pick her up and transport her to New York Presbyterian in Lower Manhattan.  Put her in a private room.  Have Peggy take care of all the costs involving both hospitals.  Got it?”

“Yes, Mr. DuPont,” she said and hurried away.

“Thanks, Alex.  I just feel the need to help her.  I don’t know why.”

“You’ve got a soft spot in your heart for grandmothers.”

Both men began laughing.  Alex reached into his pocket, took out a key ring and handed it to Dan.

“The address is on the key ring.  See how you like your new condo.”

“I’ll do that since I’ve got no place to call home,” Dan said and smiled.

“And, get your suit dry cleaned, will ya?”

The men laughed, and shook hands again. He entered the elevator and it plummeted to the ground floor.

***
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Dan got out of his Lexus SUV in front of the elegant, soaring, sculpted glass building and handed his keys to the parking attendant.  The doorman opened heavy glass doors as Dan neared them, carrying his suitcase.  Dan entered a two-story lobby with floor to ceiling glass walls and marble floors.  He walked to the concierge’s desk and introduced himself to a small, well-dressed man named Pierre. 

“Ah, Mr. Ryder, we’ve been expecting you for the past two days.  I hope your trip from Washington was enjoyable,” Pierre said in a pleasant tone of voice.

Dan was surprised and then started to laugh.  Alexander Royal DuPont knew he’d get his man, days before Dan arrived, and Alex was prepared.  Next, Dan was introduced to the resident manager, Howard, who went over some of the unique features that Park Place offered its residents:  a keyed elevator, health club, underground garage, basement storage, Olympic-sized swimming pool, doorman and live-in superintendent to handle all problems day and night.

Ryder took the private key-locked elevator to the thirty-fifth floor that held three condos.  His condo displayed floor to ceiling windows on two sides with large balconies overlooking all of Manhattan.  The open-concept great room was drenched in natural light.  The highest-quality materials and designer touches were everywhere and gave the residents sophisticated modern living.  A floor-to-ceiling marble gas fireplace could be activated with the touch of a button.

Dan walked slowly throughout the fifteen-hundred square foot condo.  A large secondary bedroom contained a private bathroom.  The master suite was situated in a far corner of the condo and had a massive walk-in closet.  The master bathroom featured a large freestanding tub, separate glass shower as well as a private balcony that captured the morning sunrises.  The custom kitchen contained many built-in cabinets, top of the line appliances, and a unique black granite island reminiscent in size to a small piano.  All of the window treatments throughout were remotely controlled.

Ryder shook his head from side to side, marveling at the opulence of the small condo.  It was completely furnished and included food in the refrigerator.   He laughed to himself as he ate a bunch of grapes from the refrigerator and gazed out at the Manhattan skyline.  

“Linda, you’d hate this small condo, but it works for me,” he said and smiled at the thought of his wife turning up her nose at fifteen-hundred square feet.

Dan showered, dressed in brown slacks, a cream-colored polo shirt and brown penny loafers.  He took the elevator to the lobby and handed his soiled suit to Pierre at the concierge station.

“I’ll have it back cleaned in an hour,” Pierre promised.  “By the way, you have free Uber service to and from your office, courtesy of Mr. DuPont.”

“I’ll need an Uber ride to the New York Presbyterian Hospital in Lower Manhattan.”

“I’ll have your ride here in five minutes.”

As promised, the driver pulled up in front of the condo complex in four minutes.  The ride was less than ten minutes to the newer, modern-looking hospital.  Dan was directed to the fourth floor, Suite 425.  He entered and saw that Elizabeth Wagner was sleeping peacefully.

Dan sat down in a comfortable chair and stared at the elderly woman who looked almost angelic with pink cheeks framed by silver-grey hair.  The door opened and a doctor beckoned him.  He got up and walked out to the corridor.

“I’m Dr. William Franklin.  Alexander DuPont asked me to examine Mrs. Wagner.  She has a very weak heart and is malnourished.  We should be able to stabilize her within a few days, and then she can leave the hospital.  Do you know where she will go?”

“No.  She told me she’d been evicted.”  Dan exhaled sharply and glanced at the floor.  “I suppose she can move in with me temporarily.  I don’t think she has any close relatives.”

Dr. Franklin’s eyes narrowed, and he stared at Dan as if he was out of his mind.
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CHAPTER 2
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Dan Ryder returned to Elizabeth Wagner’s room just as she opened her light-colored, blue-grey eyes.  Elizabeth smiled as she remembered Dan.

“You’ve come back.  How nice of you,” she said in her soft voice.

“I was concerned about you,” he said and smiled in return.

“Everyone here has been so very nice.”

“Elizabeth, you told me some disturbing information.  I’d like to ask you some questions about what happened to your home and to you.  I should be able to help you.  I’m a lawyer with a lot of connections.”

“It hurts just to think about it,” she said, and her eyes teared up.

“I guess maybe this isn’t the best time.”

“I’m sorry, I’ve forgotten your name.” 

“Dan Ryder.  I helped you after you’d fallen on the street.”

“I remember that,” she said slowly.   “I’ll tell you all I know.  People from the bank came and told me that no payments had been made on a quarter of a million-dollar refinance loan that I’d taken out, and they were foreclosing on the home.  I never refinanced the house.  It was free and clear.”

“Did they show you any paperwork concerning the refi?

“Yes.  And, my signature was on the paperwork.  I tried to reach my financial advisor, but he suddenly disappeared.  I became worried and went to the bank where my late husband had most of our money invested.  That money was gone, too.  I found out that even our stocks had been cashed in.”

“Was this the same bank that did the refi?”

“Yes.  New York Financial Savings Bank.”

“What is your guess about the monetary total in savings, stock and other assets that disappeared?”

Tears streamed down Elizabeth’s cheeks and she closed her eyes momentarily.

“About a million and a half dollars.  My husband was a very successful contractor before he retired.”

Dan tried to maintain a normal expression, but it was difficult as his guts began to churn, and he wanted to strike out at anything within reach.

“What was your financial advisor’s name, and did he have your power of attorney?”

Elizabeth appeared sad and looked at Dan with an embarrassed expression on her face.

“Roscoe DeMarco.  After Jerry died, he said it would be best if he handled all money matters for me.  Yes, I signed a power of attorney affidavit.”

Dan exhaled sharply.  He was quiet while he thought about a plan of action.

Elizabeth studied the young man sitting next to her bed.  He had almost perfect features, a high forehead, strong nose, broad chin and a perfectly shaped head.  His dark brown eyes and dark eyebrows completed a nearly unmatched physical appearance.  He looked at her and smiled, and her doom and gloom feeling began to leave.

“First of all, I want you to come and live with me in my condo when you leave the hospital in a few days.  Meanwhile, I’ll go to work trying to find Roscoe DeMarco, and I’ll deal with your bank,” Dan said in upbeat voice.  “I’m very good at what I do.  Don’t feel like you’re alone anymore.”

“Why are you doing this?” she asked in a barely audible voice as she dried her eyes on a sheet and studied Dan.  “You hardly know me.”

Dan smiled, wanting to keep the conversation upbeat.  His natural charm and gracious manner were thrust to the forefront.

“It just seems like the right thing to do.  You’re a very nice lady,” he said and grinned.  “My job is to investigate money laundering by major banks. It’s seldom that I have the opportunity to do a good deed.”

“You’re very good at making me feel comfortable and hopeful for the future.  You have style and grace, as we used to say when I was young.”

Dan could see that she was tiring and needed to sleep.

“One last question before I leave.  What was the name of the banker you dealt with at New York Financial Savings Bank?”

“Dennis Fairchild, the bank manager.”

***
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The following day, Dan stopped at his new place of employment and reviewed the file on New York Financial Savings Bank.  Files were there on every bank in New York, some good and some bad.  He took notes and then returned the file.  Alex DuPont was not in.  From there he took an Uber ride to New York Financial Savings Bank in the Financial District on Lower Manhattan Island.

Dan smiled as he shook Dennis Fairchild’s hand.  The hand was sweaty, denoting fear, and Fairchild’s eyes darted bank and forth.  Ryder’s perfectly tailored light grey suit had come back from the dry cleaners, and he was once again the epitome of a New York gentleman.

“Thank you for seeing me on such short notice,” Dan said as he sat down in front of Fairchild’s desk.

“How can I help you?” Fairchild replied.

“Elizabeth Wagner is the reason I’m here.  She had a million and a half dollars fraudulently taken from her by a financial advisor named Roscoe DeMarco.  Much of the money came out of this bank branch.”

“He had her power of attorney, all perfectly documented,” the bald, overweight banker said as his eyes began blinking rapidly.

“Here’s a Motor Vehicle Division photo of Roscoe DeMarco.”  He handed the blown-up picture to Fairchild.

“That’s him,” Fairchild said quickly and handed it back to Ryder.

“Did you ever meet Mrs. Wagner?”

“No.  I met her husband on many occasions when he was alive, and I talked with her on the phone.  The banker’s eyes darted back and forth between the photo and Ryder.  Sweat had popped out on his forehead, and he pulled a white handkerchief from his pocket and wiped his face.

“As DeMarco began withdrawing large sums of money from her accounts, did it ever occur to you that you should talk with her or meet with her?”

“Not my concern.  DeMarco had full authority.  He said she was giving money to charities before she died.”

“What about when DeMarco brought in the signed refi papers that resulted in a two-hundred-and fifty-thousand-dollar loan being placed on the home?  Shouldn’t someone from your bank at least have talked with her?”

Fairchild squirmed in his chair and rubbed his cheek.

“I’m not going to say anymore.  If you want further information, you’ll have to talk with our attorneys.  We did everything by the book.”

“No, you didn’t,” Dan said in a loud voice.  “You let an elderly woman in her late eighties be swindled out of nearly $1,750,000.  Then you foreclosed on her house.  She was thrown out in the street.  This is banking at its worst and you are right at the forefront of this fraud,” Dan said in a loud voice.

Fairchild jumped up from his chair.  “I want you to leave my office right now.”

“Sit down, Dennis, we’re just getting started.  You and your bank are guilty of fraud, collusion and being a partner to a crime.  Either we reach a meeting of the minds now, today, or I’ll recommend that we close down this branch.”

Fairchild’s eyes were wide and his mouth was open.  

A security guard opened the door and stuck his head in.  “Is everything alright in here?”

He asked loudly.

“Get out!” Fairchild yelled at the guard.  

The door quickly shut.

Fairchild almost fell as he sat back down in his chair.

“What do you want from me?” the banker croaked.

“Tell me everything you know about DeMarco?”

Fairchild’s eyes closed for a couple of seconds and he groaned.

“He regularly withdrew cash.  One of the tellers said he overheard a cell phone conversation between DeMarco and someone else about the British Virgin Islands, but that was the only odd thing.”

“Let’s get back to Mrs. Wagner’s house.  What’s the status on it right now?”

“It’s set to go to a foreclosure auction in two days.”

“Cancel it.  Right now, I want you to give me a total owed on the property including back taxes and your costs.  Tomorrow I’ll have a cashier’s check for you for the full amount including the $250,000 that was refinanced.”

“That’s highly irregular,” Fairchild said in a garbled voice.

“Do it now,” Dan said sharply.  “Let’s get this over with, or I’ll begin taking your bank apart.”

The banker quickly picked up his phone and gave instructions.

“Just so you know.  The address on DeMarco’s driver’s license is a postal box rental store filled with several hundred mail box units.  His was empty,” Dan noted.

***
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Dan sat in front of Alex DuPont’s desk.  He had returned to the Department of Financial Supervision and Investigations when he learned that the new Superintendent had arrived at work.  Dan took his time updating DuPont about Mrs. Wagner.

“I need to take out a personal loan totaling $310,000 to be paid to the bank so that the home will be returned to her free and clear.  Do you have a bank in mind that I could contact?”

“Sure.  That’s not a problem.  I’ll make a call and the money is yours,” DuPont said and smiled.

“Thanks, Alex.  I appreciate your help.”

“However, there’s a problem with title.  I’ll have my real estate people come up with the right documents later today, and you can take them over to her to be signed.  If she were to die tomorrow, the home would go to some distant relative.  And, you would be stuck with a $310,000 personal loan.  Not a good position to be in.”

“I had thought about that and I was going to talk with Elizabeth about it.”

“I don’t know if it should be joint tenancy or tenants in common.  In any event, you need to be on the deed to protect your loan,” DuPont pointed out.

“Here’s the driver’s license photo of the crooked financial advisor, Roscoe DeMarco.  The bank manager said someone overheard DeMarco talking on his cell phone about the 

British Virgin Islands.”

“I’ll give this information to a couple of private detectives we use, and see what they come up with.”

“I’d sure appreciate it.”

“What’s the latest concerning your resignation from the Justice Department?”

“After I accepted the job with you, I phoned my boss and formerly resigned.  I then emailed him a typed letter of resignation.  He was gracious and said he understood.  It’ll take me about a week to finish up and transfer what I’ve been working on at the Justice Department.”

“Super.  I’ve got things for you to start on.”

“I’ll bet you do.”

Both men laughed.

“I’ll drive back to Washington, probably tomorrow night.  My wife, most likely, is staying at her parents’ home.  She does that every time I leave town.  I’ll pack up my clothing in the SUV, and try to meet with her.  Either she files for divorce or I will.”  
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CHAPTER 3
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Dan drove his Lexus SUV into the circular driveway in front of his Arlington, Virginia, home.  He had always liked the front portico with its white colonial pillars.  A twinge of regret hit him as he walked through the thirty-five hundred square foot house and up the stairs to the master bedroom.  He loved the gleaming hardwood floors, nine-foot ceilings and crown molding throughout.  He began loading his clothing in cardboard boxes, and two hours later the SUV was filled with his personal belongings.

He took a shower in the stunning bathroom with every conceivable modern convenience including a heated floor.  He dressed in a white dress shirt, brown paisley tie, brown slacks and a honey-colored camel-hair sport coat.  Dan phoned his wife again and left another message that he was home, and it was very important that he talk with her.  He walked out on to the upstairs patio overlooking the greenery of the backyards along the block.  It was his favorite place, and he’d spent many mornings watching the sunrise and drinking coffee there.  He had a twinge of nostalgia as he thought about the early days of their marriage.  

Dan knew his wife would be with her mother.  She stayed with her mother as often as she slept with him during the past year.  He wrote a letter to her, basically indicating he had taken the job in New York, and he wanted a divorce.  He would file for divorce in a week if she had not done so, he said.  Dan hated to terminate their marriage in this manner, but if she had entered another one of her non-communication, angry fits, she left him no choice.

He left the letter on the foyer table with her name on the envelope and walked out to his vehicle.  As if on cue, Linda Ryder drove up behind his car and parked her black Mercedes sports car.  He watched her mouth drop open as she saw that every square inch of the massive SUV was filled with his clothing and personal items.  She turned her head, an incredulous look on her face.  Dan turned and walked back into the home not wanting the coming scene to play out in front of the neighbors’ homes.

Linda was not yet thirty and was a gorgeous black-haired beauty.  Her facial features fit the prototype of a very desirable American woman.  She had a narrow facial shape, dark narrow eyebrows over large brown eyes, high cheek bones and a narrow, slightly upturned nose.  Linda wore a white, silk dress that ended well above her knees.  

Dan continued on into the living room and turned just as she rushed up to him.

“What’s the meaning of this?” she shouted.

“I’ve taken the job in New York, and I want a divorce.”

“Are you crazy?” she yelled.

“No.  Our marriage is at an end, and I want out.”

“We have a great marriage.  There’s no reason to talk divorce.  Be serious,” she admonished him in a lower tone of voice.

“I’m sorry, Linda, but I reached the breaking point.  This is the last time you and I will ever fight.  I never want to hear you scream at me again.”

“Well, if you weren’t such an arrogant dummy, we’d have a terrific marriage.  My mother’s always been right about you.  I should never have married you.”

“You can file for divorce this week, or I’ll do so next week.  It’s time that we get on with our lives and stop hurting one another.”

Linda started to shake and tears came to her eyes.  

“For God’s sake, Dan, don’t do this,” she said, and her voice broke.

“For me, there’s no turning back.  A divorce is the only solution.”

Her eyes suddenly mirrored hatred, as if she despised him.

“You rotten no-good.  I’ve wasted five years of my life with you.”

Dan promised himself that he wouldn’t get into a shouting match with her.

“It’s over.  We had good times and those are the ones we should try to remember.  During the first year, I was very much in love with you.  Then, your mother began to slowly destroy our marriage,” he said in a calm voice.

She was crying now.  “Please, Dan, tell me what I need to do.  I’ll change.  I’ll stop spending so much time with mother.  I know she constantly criticizes you, but I’ll put a stop to it.”

Dan suddenly felt sorry for her, but he wouldn’t back pedal.

“Nothing you can say will change my mind.  But I’ll always remember the good times we had.”

“You rotten bum.  You’ll be a lowly bureaucrat all of your life.  My parents arranged for you to become an associate with one of the largest law firms in the nation.  And, you cancelled the interview.  Do you realize how embarrassing that was for them?”

Her anger was boiling over again, and the accusations were coming at a fast and furious rate.  He decided to end it.

“I don’t love you anymore,” he said in a cool, composed voice.  “File for divorce, or I will.”

Dan turned and walked towards the front door.  Linda grabbed a large vase from a corner table and hurled it at him.  The vase shot by his shoulder and shattered against the wall, just as she began screaming.

***
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Dan drove to the Justice Department headquarters building in Washington D. C. and spent several hours saying good-bye to his fellow workers and shifting his work load to other employees.  He met privately with Carl Steiner, the smartest, most competent and most productive investigator at Justice.  Steiner was also his best friend.  Dan explained why he was switching to the New York bank investigations group.

“We’ve been told there won’t be any more huge money laundering fines involving the big banks.” Steiner said.  “I’d heard rumors that the new President owes hundreds of millions to the big banks.”

“I’ve heard the same rumors,” Dan said.

Carl was sipping a cup of coffee and made a face.

“This coffee is bitter and it’s tepid.  I don’t know where the secretaries bought it, but its garbage.  I keep telling them that Forgers’ breakfast blend is the one to buy, but they never listen,” Carl lamented.

Dan smiled.  Carl liked a mild tasting coffee, but it had to be hot.  As soon as a pot of coffee cooled off, he would dump it and ask the secretaries to brew a new pot.  Hot and black was a fetish with Carl.

“I want you to come and work for me in New York.  I can increase your starting salary to a hundred and seventy-five thousand,” Dan said.

Steiner whistled and forgot all about the luke warm coffee.   “That’s a hefty raise.”  He took a deep breath and exhaled slowly as he thought about the proposition.  

Steiner’s great-grandfather had come to the United States from Germany at the close of World War II.  He started a small tool manufacturing company and within five years the company had increased tenfold in size.  It was now one of the largest on the East Coast.  But Carl had no interest in that profession and thoroughly enjoyed the cat and mouse games played at the Justice Department.

“Would we be working out of the Financial District in Lower Manhattan?” Steiner asked.

“That’s right.  We’ll both be working for the new Superintendent, Alexander DuPont.  I like the guy, or I wouldn’t have taken the job.  He wants to nail the banks with huge fines.”

“He sounds like our kind of boss.” Carl said.

The men laughed.  Dan told Carl about his meeting with Linda, and his demand for a divorce.

“She damn near hit me with that big vase.  I think her mother paid several thousand for it.  Every time I turned around there were new wall hangings, furniture, rugs and other additions to the home.  They never even asked me if I liked them or even wanted them.  They just magically appeared.”

“Sort of like a pimple on your behind,” Carl said.  

The room was filled with raucous laughter for the next few minutes as the best friends joked back and forth.  Carl asked a secretary to brew some fresh, hot coffee, but it never came.

“Linda is just totally dominated by her mother.  Marrying me was the only time she went against her mother’s wishes.  It’s taken dear, old Mom, four years to destroy our relationship.  But she succeeded.”

“Well, this is the perfect time to end it,” Carl pointed out.

“That’s what I thought.”

Steiner got up from his chair and began pacing around the large conference room.  

“I’m thinking about joining you in New York.  My Dad owns an apartment building between China Town and the Financial District, so I’d have a place to live immediately.  I don’t have a girlfriend at the moment, so that’s not a problem.”

Carl walked and talked as he thought about making the change.  Steiner was two inches above six feet, solidly built and had a large head and light brown, almost blond hair.  Bright blue eyes, a strong nose and solid chin gave the handsome young man a charismatic style and Germanic look.

“Do you realize that neither one of us has ever worked for a law firm.  We’ve always been in government service,” Steiner pointed out.

“Yes.  And yet we face the best lawyers the banks can hire, and we win most of the time.  I’m sure they research the two of us.  It must irritate them that neither of us graduated from an Ivy League school,” Dan said and smiled.

“OK.  You’ve talked me into it.  When do I start?”

“That’s terrific.  As soon as you can wind it up here and move your things to New York, I’ll put you on the payroll.”

“Let’s go get ‘em,” Carl said and grinned.  He looked around for the secretary who was to supply the hot coffee, but she was missing in action.  

***
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“Elizabeth, I have good news for you.  I was able to pay off the refinancing debt on your home.  It’s back in your name again, free and clear.  I even found where they sent your furniture and had it all returned to your home, courtesy of the bank.  You’ll be able to move back home when you are released from the hospital tomorrow.”

The elderly woman was stunned.  It took several minutes for Dan to explain all the details to her so that she understood.  Elizabeth still found it difficult to comprehend, even though she believed Dan.  He also explained that he needed to be on the deed in case she passed on.  She was only too happy to sign the paperwork.  

“I would want you to have the home if I passed away.  It’s hard to put into words how grateful I am.  You’re such a nice person,” she said in a soft voice.

Dan smiled, feeling genuinely proud about what he had been able to accomplish for this nice, elderly lady.

“Thanks.  I also reactivated your checking account and added money so you won’t have any monetary problems.  I’ll pick you up tomorrow and take you home.”

Elizabeth shook her head from side to side.  Her nearly translucent eyes were fixed on Dan.  “I prayed for help and you arrived.  The Lord works in wonderful ways.”  
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CHAPTER 4
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“Where’s Alex DuPont?  This meeting is for top level administrators involved with Washington and New York investigations,” said Brooks Schneider, Under Secretary in the Treasury Department.

Dan Ryder ignored the veiled insult.  “He couldn’t make it,” he replied.

Five men representing the Treasury Department, Justice Department, The Federal Reserve, Manhattan District Attorney’s office and the New York Attorney General sat around a large conference table in the Treasury Department to discuss the latest developments in the Standard Chartered Bank investigation that had dragged on for several years.  

Kent Blumenthal from Justice, recommended that they seek additional information from United Kingdom’s Standard Chartered Bank involving numerous suspect transactions.  Ryder listened as the men once again declined to take any aggressive action.

“If I may,” Dan said.  “The New York Department of Financial Supervision and Investigations has hundreds of documents outlining Standard’s involvement in money laundering on behalf of Iran and other black listed countries.  You have much of the same material.  We don’t need any more information.”

“You’re a new-comer to our consortium of federal and New York agencies.  You need to sit back, listen and learn,” Douglas Cohen, Manhattan Assistant District Attorney, told Ryder in an abrasive manner.

“I realize our new agency was formed only about a year ago, but we are quite familiar with this case as are the rest of you here today,” Dan said in a business-like voice.  “Why continue to hash over old business?”

Christopher Stark from The Federal Reserve angrily slapped the table with his hand.  “Who do you think you are?”

“Wait a minute, Chris.  Dan was the best investigator we had at Justice.  He made a lot of cases,” Kent Blumenthal said.  “He knows how to deal with money laundering bankers.”

“Perhaps he should confine his activities to New York.  It’s really not necessary that he be here,” said Schneider from Treasury

Dan looked around the table and saw that he was facing a group of scowling, angry bureaucrats who did not like an upstart newcomer.  Ryder leaned forward and placed his arms on the table.

“Alex DuPont and I have the same philosophy.  Move forward quickly and aggressively to counteract money laundering.  I’m here to tell you that’s what he intends to do in this case,” Dan emphasized.  “You can either come along or be left behind.”

“Alex isn’t going to do anything to screw up this case, is he?” Stark said loudly.

“Gentlemen, it’s been a pleasure,” Dan told the Washington and New York lawyers.  “We intend to take the bank down and quickly.”

He got up from his chair and headed for the door.  The lawyers all began talking excitedly as he exited the room.

***
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Dan sat down in a comfortable leather chair in front of Alexander DuPont’s desk.  He had flown back to New York and now recounted the morning’s meeting with officials from the other enforcement agencies.

“So, they’re not going to take any action.  Then, we will.  Go over some of the basic details again about Standard Chartered,” Alex said.

Dan pulled several sheets of paper from his briefcase.  

“Standard Chartered has twelve hundred branches in seventy countries and employs about 87,000 people.  Ninety percent of its profits come from Asia, Africa and the Middle East, although its headquarters is in London, and it’s considered to be a UK bank.  It’s licensed as a foreign bank branch in New York.  Globally, its primary business is acting as a U. S. dollar clearing business.  It clears nearly $190 billion per day across the globe,” Dan said.

“What will our main charges against them entail?”

“Essentially, they’ve laundered $250 billion for Iran in thousands of transactions over the past ten years through their New York branch.  Iran is using some of this money to finance nuclear weapons and missile programs, as well as terrorists,” Dan noted.  

“I know we have thousands internal Standard Chartered emails describing the violations and how to cover them up,” DuPont said.  “How do you want to move forward?”

Dan smiled.  “I would suggest that we prepare an Order Pursuant to Banking Law.  We will outline the offenses and the flagrantly deceptive actions taken by Standard Chartered in order to cover up their forging of books, accounts and records.  We’d set a hearing date, at which time they would be required to explain why we should not revoke their license.”

“How soon before you’ll be ready to hit them with the order?”

“I should have it prepared in three days and reviewed by our corporate lawyers in two or three more days.  Then, it’ll be ready for your signature.”

“Dan, use a lot of really nasty language.  I want these scumbag banking officials to realize that they’re on the brink of losing their license in New York, and their ability to convert foreign money into US dollars.”

“Will do.”

Dan returned to his office and began to savagely attack Standard Chartered in the order to appear.  He blamed the bank for engaging in deceptive and fraudulent misconduct, and then covering up its transgressions.  The bank’s zeal to make hundreds of millions of dollars at almost no cost, indisputably helped sustain a global threat to peace and stability, Dan emphasized in the document.  He called Standard a rogue institution involved in a massive money laundering scheme.

In conclusion, Ryder said Standard made staggering piles of money by laundering $250 billion for Iranian entities.  Motivated by greed, Standard acted for ten years without any regard for the legal, reputational and national security consequences of its flagrantly deceptive actions, Dan pointed out.

The bulk of the twenty-seven-page order to appear dealt with a wide range of bank violations, proof that they were deliberate, and signaled a total failure by Standard’s management to make available true and accurate books, accounts and records.

Ryder set the hearing date nine days from the date of the issuance of The Order Pursuant to Banking Law being sent to Standard Chartered.  Alexander DuPont signed the damning document and it was electronically sent to London.

***
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The response was like a bomb going off on both sides of the Atlantic Ocean.  Standard’s finance director, Richard Nelson, in a memo to the New York office, said: “You Americans.  Who are you to tell us, the rest of the world, that we’re not going to deal with Iranians?”  Somehow the memo found its way to the press and it was splashed across the pages of newspapers in the US and UK.

Standard’s official response was that it was innocent because it had gone through the proper loopholes in the rules and regulations, and therefore Standard should not be overly punished.  Besides, mistakes were made only to the tune of fourteen million, not $250 billion that New York officials claimed.

The action unnerved Wall Street firms and rankled Alex’s regulatory and procedural counterparts at the Justice and Treasury Departments in Washington.

***
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“Alex, you’ve made us look like bumbling idiots.  Our bosses are all over us to figure out how we can get involved in the case.  It makes us look like we’re not doing our jobs,” said Kent Blumenthal as he sat in front of DuPont’s desk.

“You guys have been conducting these long, meandering investigations that end with polite fines and no admission of wrongdoing.  That’s over with.  You’d better start hitting these crooks with large fines and forced firing of top executives involved in the conspiracies,” DuPont emphasized.  “Because that’s what I’m going to do.”

“Are you saying you won’t partner with the other agencies?” the Justice Department Under Secretary asked.

“Not at all.  I’ll be happy to work with Justice, Treasury and other New York entities in actions against the banks.  But you’ll have to open your files to us so that we can put together all the necessary facts and move forward quickly,” DuPont said.

“I don’t know how many agencies would be agreeable to a partnership of that type,” Blumenthal complained.

“It’s not a partnership.  They’d have to come to us and ask to work with Dan Ryder.”

Blumenthal exhaled sharply.  “I don’t know.  He’s stepped on a lot of toes.  Can’t we work with you?”

DuPont smiled, then laughed.  “My department investigates all banking and insurance fraud, money laundering and terrorism financing relating to New York banks.  I’m the primary overseer of banks and trusts, insurance companies, lenders, mortgage brokers, and crypto currency businesses in our state.  We have fourteen hundred employees in six offices supervising 4,400 different entities relating to the financial sector.  Our annual budget in $450 million.  I have to captain this ship, delegate authority and not get involved in individual cases.  So, you either work with Dan Ryder or we don’t work together,” Alex said in a strong voice. 
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CHAPTER 5
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Dan was about to enter the glass tower on State Street that held the main office of the New York Department of Financial Supervision and Investigations when he stopped and looked at the spot where he had seen Elizabeth Wagner fall to the sidewalk.  He smiled as he thought back to that day and how he had helped the elderly woman.  Ryder looked across the street at the Manhattan Mutual Bank branch.

His eyes opened wide as he recognized the young lady who had waved to him on that day.  She was standing in front of the same window, looking up the street.  Suddenly her eyes moved to Dan and she appeared startled.  He smiled and waved to her.  She waved back.  Ryder made a decision, and walked across the street and into the bank.

Laura Anderson had watched him enter the bank and moved to greet him.  They introduced themselves.

“So, we meet at last,” Dan said and grinned.

“I’ve seen you walk into that office on several occasions and wanted to ask about the elderly woman,” Laura said and blushed.

Dan stared at the young lady.  She had puppy-dog eyes, large, soft and expression-filled.   Her hair was a combination of dark blonde and light brown, the result of spending a great deal of time in the sun.  Parted in the middle, her hair hung down to her shoulders where it curled up.  She had a narrow facial shape, high cheek bones, full lips, narrow nose and long, dark lashes.  Laura was the epitome of a California beach girl, but on the wrong side of the country. 
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