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PART I


Taken from ‘Controlled Rage: Mapping the physical and psychological effects of the suppression of aggression responses in professional men and women, and an analysis of socially sanctioned dominance behaviours in the corporate world’, PhD thesis by Bella Murphy Fitzpatrick, City, University of London, 2010.


In the last year of his life, Sigmund Freud was asked by a student what he believed drove the human psyche, and his response was terse and immediate. He informed her that there are two unconscious drives that affect us equally, from which all other responses are derived: sex and aggression. They propel all behaviours forward, and it is from these that our personalities are forged.


You can’t get more definitive than that.


Such a declaration presents us with some problems, though.


We all know what sex is; aggression is more difficult to define.


Many class it as a feeling, but that is not entirely true. In actuality, aggression is the physical expression of a collection of feelings: anger, anxiousness, antipathy, panic, jealousy – all the negative emotions human beings encounter with shocking regularity every day. Aggression is what we do with these feelings if we do not suppress them, which, most likely, we will. Social norms encourage the suppression of aggressive acts.


We are instructed to find diplomatic solutions to conflict. As children, teachers tell us to ‘use our words’ when we are experiencing distress, to develop a vocabulary that enables us to enumerate and codify the challenging emotions that assail us every day.


If we can name these dark companions, perhaps we can control them.


The question I am asking in this thesis is twofold: can we control what Freud believed was one of our most powerful driving forces, and should we?


Because the energy this drive generates has to go somewhere.


And when it seeps out, the events can be catastrophic.









Chapter 1


James


It’s funny how everything can be going just perfectly and then, out of the blue, completely out of left field, comes a gut punch you really weren’t expecting, and everything is knocked arse over tit.


Okay, when I say things were going perfectly, that’s probably an exaggeration. I mean, I’d been working flat out for weeks, and was bloody exhausted.


I was barely sleeping, grabbing two or three hours at home before rushing back to the offices of London law firm Astley, Clifford and Kenworthy, where I was a senior associate on the Corporate and Mergers and Acquisitions team, to continue working. I’d creep in to our apartment in the small hours of the morning, anxious not to wake Bella, crash in the spare bedroom, with a 7 a.m. taxi pre-booked to take me back to the office before whatever meeting was due to begin.


Don’t get me wrong, this is not the ideal way to work, and it’s even less ideal for a marriage, but sometimes – like when you’re driving yourself hard in a bid to make partner – it’s necessary.


Partnership is so close I can smell it.


You can function pretty well on virtually no sleep for a day or so, but by the time you’re hitting the second night you’re more likely to make mistakes. This isn’t a physical job we lawyers do, so the issue with lack of sleep isn’t that you’re going to accidentally cut off a finger or drop something onto your toe or take a misstep and break your ankle. For a corporate lawyer, the problem is very much a mental one.


After a couple of nights with little to no sleep, your mind begins to get foggy. Information you can usually access instantaneously, brought to mind without thinking, seems to be a long way away, or, worst-case scenario, you can’t remember it at all. In a job where the ability to communicate is your most essential tool, you start to trip over words, and your speech can become slurred. When a person is really fucking exhausted, it can sound as if they’re drunk. And that’s not a good look for a lawyer.


I’d tried to get as much sleep as I could during the early days of the Fahlberg/Copping merger. But it all caught up on me.


In more ways than one.


I’d been there three nights in a row before the ‘incident’ occurred.


I don’t think my wife Bella even noticed I was gone, to be honest. It wouldn’t be the first time I’d headed off to work and only been back for a few hours here and there. But it was the first time I’d done so and not called to let her know. Interestingly, she hadn’t messaged me to find out where I was, either. Which says a lot, I think.


Bella and I used to be so tight, so together. In the early days, when she was a shit-hot doctoral student – a rising star in the field of psychology – and I was an up-and-coming lawyer, tipped to shake up the City, we’d make it our business to create time for one another. We would get together for lunch a few times a week, arrange date nights and book weekends away where we barely got out of bed.


It hasn’t been like that for a while. My career went stratospheric, and hers … well, her thesis research didn’t come to what she’d hoped, and she made the jump into teaching. So while she’s finished teaching the rich teenage students of Ashton Wood and at home by 5 p.m., I’m usually still at the office. It got harder and harder to find a free weekend, and I’m lucky if I even get to eat lunch at my desk these days.


I had to prioritise. Making partner would benefit us both, even if it meant we didn’t get to see one another as much as we’d like to.


I did get the impression Bella was losing patience with the whole thing, though. There had been a coldness there, a distance for a while now. I tried to tell myself it was that we were both tired – I mean, teaching teenagers can’t be easy, can it?


But I knew it was more than that.


I had been pulling a series of all-nighters on the Fahlberg/Copping merger, and it was on night four when I hit a serious bump in the road. This merger was the most significant – I would go so far as to say – the most historic deal my firm has ever handled.


And this bump threatened to derail all the work we’d done.


Let me explain.


Fahlberg Financials, a banking and investment company, and Copping International Insurance (which does exactly as their name suggests) were both large and extremely successful multinational companies who had, in a bid to widen their profit margins, decided to come together.


My firm was acting for Fahlberg Financials, which brought more headaches with it than you could imagine. While on the face of it Fahlberg was simply your standard massive banking corporation, those of us privy to the behind-the-scenes antics were aware there was a shady side to their dealings. We also had to contend with the fact that the CEO of their parent company had a rather colourful reputation – one that left a bad taste in my mouth, if I stopped to think about it.


But all of that comes with the job. Lawyers are trained to push aside their personal scruples and just do what they’re paid to do, within the confines of the law. So that is exactly what I did. I didn’t like the guy. But I didn’t have to have much to do with him.


I, and several other grey-faced associates from various other practice groups around the firm, had spent long days, and even longer nights, trawling through documentation in a data room as part of an intense due diligence process. We had to carefully examine and inspect every single aspect of Copping’s affairs – from its assets, liabilities, intellectual property right down to shareholder information and employment contracts. We had to ensure Fahlberg knew exactly what they were taking on, and also, and most importantly, to determine the price to be paid.


I had been given the responsibility of collating all the information and drafting the due diligence report. This was a big deal for me, and I had been grateful when Kenworthy had barged into my office a few weeks ago to bestow this honour upon me. I knew partnership was within my grasp and I couldn’t fuck this up. This report was critical as to whether the merger would go ahead or not. Everything could literally fall apart on the basis of this report and, if this deal didn’t go ahead, my bid to make partner would stall.


And finally, at one in the morning, after weeks of arduous work, I finished the report. It was ready to be sent to Fahlberg’s senior management. Once this document was read and accepted, a meeting would be called in which Fahlberg would formally initiate their side of the merger, and ideally things could move to the next stage.


I had uploaded the document to a secure folder in the company cloud and attached a link to the email. Everything now in order, I was about to click ‘send’, when, just to be sure, I decided to check the link to be certain it would bring me to the correct file.


And the link didn’t work.


I hit the left-side button on the mouse three times, each with increasing levels of annoyance and panic, and then right-clicked instead. The first option in the drop-down window this produced was: ‘Open link in new tab.’


With some relief I clicked on this, but rather than revealing the folder containing the report I had spent the day writing, to my horror the screen froze momentarily before showing a message window:




Error executing script _import_not found





Swearing, I forced myself to remain calm. I had uploaded everything to the system, so it had to be there, and even if it wasn’t, I still had the original file, so could go right back to square one, which would be really fucking annoying, but if I had to …


Taking a deep breath, I held the on/off button on my laptop for ten seconds, causing it to power down. I left it for a bit, getting up and pacing my small office for a couple of minutes, then switched it back on again.


‘Right, James, let’s not get over excited,’ I said to myself, and opened my email account, going directly to the Drafts folder.


The text of the email was there, but without the attached link.


Staving off panic, I logged onto the OneDrive that was the company’s little corner of the cloud.


There was no sign of the file there, either.


I’d like to say I dealt with the issue with stoic good humour, but that would be a lie. I was, in fact, beginning to freak out. This was a perfect fucking example of how working yourself into a state of exhaustion is a really bad idea. Slowly and deliberately, I went to the flash drive I use, a 30GB affair that is only for transferring large files from one computer to another. It’s purely a transport device, and as soon as I’m finished with it, I delete what’s on there.


I plugged it into the USB port, and then clicked on the respective icon that emerged on my laptop’s toolbar.


It, too, was empty. I must have, unconsciously, as a matter of routine, deleted everything as soon as the file uploaded.


This was not good.


I had somehow lost the due diligence report, which contained commercially sensitive and highly privileged information, somewhere in Astley, Clifford and Kenworthy’s company cloud.


I knew I had uploaded the files. So they were definitely there. But where exactly? That was my problem. Where? And what the fuck even is the cloud anyway? I always imagine some kind of ethereal filing cabinet floating about somewhere in space, but I have no idea if this is accurate. I’m not a tech head and won’t apologise for it.


That’s if it even was still in our cloud, of course. It might not be.


And now, the report on which the whole deal rested was lost. It would take me days to redraft it, which would make both me and the firm look hugely incompetent. We could lose not only the client, and the huge fees that were set to run into the millions, but I would lose any chance of partnership.


I was in trouble. Serious trouble.


And I knew it.









Chapter 2


For a few seconds, I just sat at my desk, gazing blankly at the screen. I didn’t know what to do.


My mind froze. It just locked.


I got up, paced the few steps it took to traverse the length of my office, and then back again, but that didn’t seem to bring any fresh solutions to mind, so I opened the door and half-ran/half-walked the long corridor outside, trying to just shake myself back into some semblance of calm. I thought the exercise might burn off some adrenaline and permit me to think.


It half worked.


I’d done maybe three laps of the space when my knees came unhinged and I sank into a heap on the floor, panting heavily. For what felt like an eternity I just lay there, gazing at the ceiling through the darkness, wondering if I was having a stroke. When enough time had passed and I could still feel both sides of my face and had full use of all my limbs, I realised I was, in fact, having a panic attack, and slowly dragged myself upright.


I took long, deep breaths and told myself that, yes, I was deeply in the shit, but I was also a smart guy, and I’d been up to my neck in it before and survived. I would this time too.


I just needed to work out what to do.


I stiffly made my way back to the office and sat down, gazing at the screen of my laptop, which seemed to be peering back at me with an accusing eye. I pulled over a legal pad and began to compile a list of options:


1.Turn my computer off and on again – which seems to be the panacea for all computer ills.


I’d already tried this, though, and it hadn’t worked. It struck me that trying a second time was unlikely to end in a different result.


2.Put the file names into the ‘Search’ facility on my computer menu. Maybe they were on my hard drive somewhere.


I did, but to no effect. Wherever they were, they weren’t on my computer.


3.Search my email folders. Maybe I had somehow, without realising it, attached the link to another email, or sent it to myself rather than the client.


I gave this a go and drew another blank.


4.Admit I know nothing about fucking computers, and ask someone who does.


I wrote that sentence on the pad, and stopped for a moment, looking at it.


The reality is that I do know very, very little about the inner workings of a computer or how the internet does what it does or what the cloud is or any of that. I have a Facebook page and an Instagram account, neither of which I really use, and Twitter scares me – why would anyone want to spend their leisure time on something so toxic?


As far as I’m concerned, computers are tools for my work, and I don’t have a lot to do with them other than that.


I was out of my depth, and I knew it.


But who could I ask?


There’s an associate on our team called William Sullivan who has a reputation for knowing a thing or two about computers, and I wondered if he might be working late. But that seemed a dim hope, and would I want to admit to a lowly junior associate that I had screwed up to this level?


I got up again and stretched, walked around my desk and leaned in the open doorway, feeling the coolness of the almost empty building. I could go and see who else was working late, I supposed. See if there was a friendly face among them. Someone might take pity on me.


I dismissed that idea almost immediately. Would I have taken pity on someone in a similar circumstance? I had to admit there was no fucking way I would. I’d see it for the opportunity it was and bide my time before feeding the poor unfortunate to the wolves, hoping I’d step into whichever part of the gap they left that benefitted me the most.


What I needed was technical support, but I had no idea which firm our company was using, and I didn’t know anyone I trusted enough to ask.


I was about to give in to despair when my eyes fell on my laptop. My gaze fixed on something stuck to the back of the screen. There, right in the middle of the laptop cover, was a sticker with red lettering on it, and below the lettering what looked to be a number, in black digits. I walked over quickly, and saw this:




For 24hr assistance, call the Tech Helpdesk at: 020 4366 7811





Could this number solve my plight, or just confirm that I had royally screwed up? I decided there was no harm in dialling it just to see who answered and if they could help. The assistance the firm offered might be only to fix hardware malfunctions, for instance, and therefore be of little benefit in my current dire straits. And who knew, with the rapid turnover of staff in phone support, there may be no one on the other end when I called anyway.


I picked up the office line and dialled. It rang once. Twice. And then a very clear, confident ‘Hello?’


‘Hello,’ I said, all business, ‘is this Tech Helpdesk?’


‘Yes, this is Tech Helpdesk,’ the voice said, and I could hear it was a young woman. And one who spoke English with a mild London accent. ‘Can you please provide me with the name of your company?’


‘I’m with Astley, Clifford and Kenworthy.’


‘Thank you. And your name is?’


‘James Fitzpatrick.’


‘Hold on, Mr Fitzpatrick. I’m Charlotte, and I’ll be on your system in just a second. Once I’m in, I’ll be able to help you.’


‘Okay.’


I could hear computer keys rattling, and her gentle breathing.


‘So what can I do for you this morning, Mr Fitzpatrick?’


‘I’ve lost a file.’


‘Could you clarify what you mean by lost?’


‘I uploaded it to the cloud, tried to attach a link to an email, and when I went to check the link was operational, it all seemed to disappear.’


‘So, you accidentally deleted it?’


‘I have no idea,’ I said, probably with more annoyance in my tone than she deserved. ‘All I know is that the folder disappeared.’


‘I understand. Could you tell me the name of the folder?’


‘FahlCoppInt,’ I said, spelling it for her.


‘Thank you,’ she said, keys clattering the whole time. ‘Now. Let me walk you through this, and let’s see if we can get your folder back.’


‘Can you?’ I asked.


‘Oh, I think so,’ she said soothingly, and in that moment I think I felt a rush of love for Charlotte on the Helpdesk.


It’s irrational, I know. But I think I did.


I would remember that, later.


‘Your company is using an IaaS system.’


‘I don’t know that that means.’


‘Astley, Clifford and Kenworthy rents the server and the storage. You’re using something called OpenStack, which is very common. Lots of companies utilise it and it has very thorough and reliable backup systems.’


‘That sounds positive,’ I said.


‘It is. I can see your firm uses something called Triliovault.’


‘Which is?’


She laughed.


‘It’s a mechanism for backing up everything that goes on to the cloud. You can think of it as a series of safety nets, one hung below the others, so even if something slips through the first, or even the second, it’ll get caught on the third. It’s virtually foolproof.’


‘How do I access the backed-up files?’


‘Okay, are you on your OneDrive?’


She talked me through it, step-by-step. Her commands were always clear and precise, and even when I fluffed things occasionally, she was patient and went right back to the point where I’d gotten confused and did it all over again, never losing her cool.


It took us two and a half hours to retrieve the folder that contained my file. The backup system involved a sequence of tiers, each of which had countless directories into which different types of data were stored. It was hugely confusing, and I realised quite quickly that I would never excel in the field of IT, but Charlotte patiently went through the process of retrieving the file, and by 4 a.m. I had located the missing file and it was ready to be uploaded again.


By this stage, Charlotte and I were chatting away as if we’d known one another for years. It’s funny – as soon as I realised she was confident in what she was doing, I relaxed. I knew I was in safe hands.


And she was funny in a nerdy kind of way. Not uproariously so, but, yeah funny, and she was clever.


At one stage, for instance, we were painstakingly scrolling through a User file, looking for the file name.


‘It feels like I’m on a cop show,’ I said to her. I was talking because I felt a bit helpless. I was there, but she was doing all the work, and that bothered me. I hated it, being so useless.


‘Hunting for clues,’ she agreed.


‘Yeah,’ I went on. ‘Except it’s not one of those glamorous shows. It’s one where the detectives have to put on surgical gloves and climb into a dumpster to look for DNA the killer might have left on a scrap of tissue paper. They have to pick through every gross piece of garbage to get what they need. This feels like the digital equivalent of picking our way through rubbish. I mean, what even is all this stuff?’


She laughed.


‘This isn’t the bin we’re in. It’s the inner workings of the drive system. We are inside the machine, looking at all the things that make it tick. Have you ever seen the movie Fantastic Voyage? It’s a nineteen sixty-six film with Donald Pleasence and Raquel Welch.’


I had to tell her I hadn’t.


‘It’s about a group of medics and soldiers who are miniaturised and injected into the body of a comatose scientist who has defected from the Soviet Union. The unconscious man has information that might stop the Cold War, and they have to remove a clot from his brain so he can live and pass on his secrets. The team encounter all kinds of wonders and obstacles on their way to complete their mission, seeing all the amazing things that make the body function.’


‘Sounds interesting,’ I said.


‘It is. It’s a wonderful film.’ She hesitated. ‘Sorry, am I boring you? I can be a bit of a nerd.’


‘The only nerdy stuff I like is comic books,’ I told her. ‘I’ve loved them since I was a kid.’


Which is true, as it happens.


‘What kind of comics?’ Charlotte wanted to know, and I could hear excitement in her voice.


As she asked the question I saw her highlighting a file named Fahlberg/Copping Due Diligence Report and dragging it to a folder she had set up, deftly dropping it in.


‘Superhero mostly,’ I said.


‘Marvel or DC or Image or Dynamite or Epic …’ she started listing publishers before I had a chance to think.


‘Oh, Marvel,’ I jumped in. ‘I don’t think I’ve even heard of most of the others you rattled off there.’


‘DC is Batman, Superman, Wonder Woman, The Flash, Green Lantern, Suicide Squad …’


‘Yes, I’ve heard of them but never read any comic books of theirs. I like X-Men, Spiderman, The Avengers – pretty mainstream stuff.’


‘Well, it’s mainstream now because of the films,’ she said to me. ‘What age are you, if you don’t mind my asking?’


I told her I was thirty-five.


‘When you were a kid, comics were far less widely accepted than they are now. And even today, I would bet that more than three-quarters of all the people who go to see movies set in the Marvel Universe have never read any of the comics they’re based on. And anyway, the worlds of the films and the world of the comics are quite different, aren’t they?’


I told her I supposed they were, though frankly, I never thought about it that deeply. I just assumed it was too hard to put the stories they tell in the comic books onto the screen, so they adapted them accordingly.


‘So if you want to look at this from the perspective of comic books,’ Charlotte said, ‘what we’re doing is like Tony Stark going into his AI system, J.A.R.V.I.S., to find a piece of information he lost there. Does that sound a bit more glamourous?’


‘Seeing as you’re the one doing the looking, doesn’t that make you Tony Stark?’ I said.


‘I suppose it does,’ she said, and I could hear the humour in her voice.


‘Who does that make me, then?’


She paused for a moment, before saying:


‘Well, Tony’s assistant is Pepper Potts, isn’t she?’


‘So I’m the girl,’ I said, ruefully.


‘You’re my attractive assistant,’ she said, laughing.


‘If it gets me my files back, I’m happy to be played by Gwyneth Paltrow in the movie,’ I said, and laughed along with her.


It was a nice moment.


When the folder was once again uploaded and the link securely attached, it was Charlotte who checked it was operational and that everything was in the folder that was supposed to be. Satisfied, she said to me:


‘I think you can press send, James.’


‘It’s safe to this time?’


‘I’m certain it is, yes.’


‘So you know what happened the last time, when I lost everything?’


‘You accidentally deleted the folder,’ she said. ‘It’s a simple mistake to make, and really not worth beating yourself up over.’


‘Charlotte, I am working on a deal right now that involves billions of pounds. I cannot afford to make that kind of mistake.’


‘I’ve seen this a lot, James. It’s a common enough thing to happen.’


‘I just can’t believe I almost lost everything.’


‘But you didn’t – the backup systems did what they’re designed to do.’


I smiled to myself at that.


‘When I say I almost lost everything, I don’t just mean the files. I’m talking about my career. A slip-up like this one could have been catastrophic. I’d have been dropped from the deal I’m working on, at best. I might have lost my job. And at worst … well, that doesn’t bear thinking about …’


I couldn’t believe I was talking like this. Maybe the exhaustion had torn down some of my emotional barriers, or maybe the fact Charlotte already knew I’d messed up made me feel less embarrassed about filling her in on the gravity of my situation. Or maybe I was just going temporarily crazy.


Whatever the truth was, I felt I could talk to her. I somehow, for some inexplicable reason, felt she would understand.


‘That doesn’t seem very fair,’ she said. ‘Aren’t there laws about unfair dismissals and that kind of thing?’


‘There are, but one of my bosses probably helped write them,’ I said drolly. ‘Which means they know exactly how to get around them. This is a high-stakes deal, Charlotte. The files I’m about to send will decide the fate of a company that will earn billions of pounds, influence global politics and will probably change the way financial business is performed for decades, maybe even centuries to come.’


She seemed to ponder that.


‘Will it change it for the better though?’ she said after a long moment had passed.


‘As a lawyer, I don’t think in those terms,’ I admitted.


‘Shouldn’t that be what the law is about?’


I sighed. Suddenly I felt more tired than I had ever been before.


‘It probably should,’ I said. ‘But it isn’t.’


The job was done, and with a little under five hours to spare.


‘Can I help you with anything else?’ Charlotte broke the silence.


‘Oh. Ummm – no, no thank you.’


‘Well, then, I’ll just say thanks for calling Tech Helpdesk, and I hope you get a couple of hours’ sleep before you’re due back in work.’


She was right, of course. I would be expected in the office an hour before a meeting with Fahlberg’s management team, which was due to start at ten. So I could grab four hours’ sleep before then.


‘Charlotte, I can’t thank you enough for helping me.’


‘You’re very welcome. I’m glad we were able to resolve the issue successfully.’


It felt as if she was reciting from a script. I reckoned everyone who worked at Tech Helpdesk finished each help session with the same sign-off.


‘Yes, well, I am too,’ I said. ‘I’m really grateful.’


‘Would you be interested in filling out a quick questionnaire about your experience with Tech Helpdesk?’


It was as if she’d switched from the person I’d been chatting with for the past two and a half hours into some kind of automaton. It was actually a bit jarring.


‘Yes,’ I said. ‘Of course I would.’


‘Thanks so much. I’ll email it to you.’


‘My email address is—’


As I said it, my laptop pinged.


‘I’m looking at your company directory,’ Charlotte said.


‘Of course you are.’ I laughed – ever since she had first logged onto the Astley, Clifford and Kenworthy network, it had felt as if this girl knew her way around better than I did.


‘I hope your meeting goes well, James,’ Charlotte said, and then she was gone.


I closed my laptop, stood up stiffly, and called a taxi to bring me home for a few hours’ sleep. Once in bed, I was unconscious before my head hit the pillow.


It would be many weeks later before I recalled I had not told Charlotte I had a meeting scheduled for later that morning.


Taken from ‘Controlled Rage: Mapping the physical and psychological effects of the suppression of aggression responses in professional men and women, and an analysis of socially sanctioned dominance behaviours in the corporate world’, PhD thesis by Bella Murphy Fitzpatrick, City, University of London, 2010.


The case that made me want to study the impact of how aggression is controlled and channelled by our CEOs and power brokers is that of Tristan Grosvenor, CEO of Isotech, a large multinational company with its head office in the City of London. Isotech, by the time it achieved notoriety through the actions of its chief, was a business behemoth. It was considered a giant of technology, and manufactured both hardware and software, mostly for the financial sector.


During the recession of 2007–2008, as so many in his position did, Grosvenor availed of the fiscal downturn to personally fire thirty-five members of his immediate staff team, taking each of them into his office and giving them the news face-to-face, and, from what I have been informed, without sugar-coating it in any way.


What made the experience even worse for his loyal (and now unemployed) colleagues was that it was written into the fine print of their contracts that they would not be receiving severance pay if they were let go when the company’s profits were below a certain level per annum.


This final indignity caused several to take their story to the media. Grosvenor himself seemed more than happy to reply to critics that this was, as far as he was concerned, standard business practice, and that he felt no guilt whatsoever about the impact his actions were having on his former employees. The fact the condition was written into all Isotech employment contracts meant that the story drifted out of news cycles relatively quickly – it was a hard-luck human interest tale, but there were so many of those during such dark times, no one was going to waste tears over a group of executives being made redundant. This was even considering the tragic fact that one employee, Julian Clarence, took his own life shortly after having his contract terminated.


A lengthy war of words erupted in the press between Grosvenor and one of his former financial controllers, Gerald Tamlyn, who accused him of gross misconduct and insisted the contracts could not be legally binding. Tamlyn also suggested there was some unethical business practices going on. He alleged that Isotech, among many other nefarious dealings, financed weapons development, and asserted that they were doing so with some nations who could be seen as enemies of Western democracy.


There was a brief hubbub about this in the more left-leaning press, but it amounted to very little, and the story died.


I think Tristan Grosvenor would have been forgotten by all but those who follow the business pages, if, five months after he was fired, Gerald Tamlyn had not decided to break into the company’s offices late one evening using an old security card that hadn’t been deactivated.


What Tamlyn’s intentions were are not fully clear. He allegedly left a note to his wife telling her where he was going and why, but it mysteriously vanished – more of which later. She maintained that he simply wanted to air his grievances with Grosvenor face to face, man to man. Grosvenor, however, insists that his former employee physically threatened him, that a tussle ensued, and in the end there was nothing he could do but defend himself. This self-defence took the form of the CEO grabbing a granite paperweight to use as a weapon, and striking his former employee repeatedly about the head with it.


By the time security arrived, Gerald Tamlyn was missing a large portion of his skull.


Tristan Grosvenor was arrested, questioned, and twelve hours later released on his own recognisance. After six months of investigation by a team of detectives from Scotland Yard and the London Metropolitan Police, Grosvenor was charged and tried for manslaughter, and it looked very much as if he was going to spend some time as a guest of Her Majesty.


This, however, was not to be.


Several important pieces of evidence – the murder weapon itself, the security tapes from the CCTV cameras outside Grosvenor’s office which would have shown the attack (Isotech’s buildings all have glass interior walls, so whatever went on inside that room would have been clearly visible) and the aforementioned handwritten note Tamlyn left his wife, purportedly stating he was going to ‘try to settle things peacefully but productively’ with his former boss – conveniently vanished.


The case was dismissed, and Tristan Grosvenor was a free man.


A free man who agreed to be interviewed for this thesis on the proviso that he would have final approval of its contents.









Chapter 3


Bella


I never planned to be a teacher. I had lofty aspirations of pursuing a successful career in academia, with a side gig as a celebrity psychologist. I had ambition, and lots of it, perhaps due to my less than idyllic upbringing.


I grew up in a working-class family in Ringsend in Dublin. My father worked on the ferries, serving drinks to passengers as they made their way from Dublin Port to Holyhead. My mother kept the house and did some cleaning at the local primary school for a bit of extra cash.


My dear old dad did not just serve alcohol; he consumed vast quantities of it too. He was never violent and he was an amicable enough drunk when he was at home; he was just never … never present. I do not believe he ever saw me.


He knew I was his daughter, of course. He knew I was bright and pretty and never gave him or my mother cause for worry. But rather than being a source of pride, he simply acted as if I didn’t exist. This puzzled me for a long time. I didn’t ask for much, just the occasional word of encouragement. A smile when I came into the room.


As I got older, I saw that my mother craved the same thing from him.


And when she didn’t get it, she shrank in upon herself. She became small.


I swore I would not follow in her footsteps.


I was going to make a difference. I was going to be noticed.


I could not understand my mother or my father. They were both closed books to me. But I thought maybe I could understand others. And, most significantly, I could understand myself.


That was my plan, anyway.


James and I met in 2006, when we were both students at Trinity College Dublin.


His family are originally from Knightsbridge in London, so you could say we came from slightly different backgrounds in terms of social class and wealth. He’d initially gone to Oxford to read Law, but he decided he wanted to specialise in corporate law so he applied to do an LLM in International Business Law at Trinity, where I was studying Psychology on a scholarship and working part time jobs to pay my rent in student accommodation.


I met him through the Literary and Historical Society, where he was, after only a few months on campus, heading up the committee and making a name as a force to be reckoned with. I always think his confidence stems from his upbringing; that he is entitled to be there and everyone should listen to him. Which is why, it is safe to say, I found him fairly obnoxious at the beginning.


I think I first encountered him in the canteen of the Humanities building. I heard him before I saw him, which is how it always is with James. That booming laugh of his. He was dressed that day in a green three-quarter-length tweed jacket over a red silk shirt, a long, narrow striped scarf loosely wrapped about his neck in a nonchalant manner, but which I knew probably took him thirty minutes to arrange.


James has never been particularly physically impressive. He has a blocky build, kind of like an out-of-shape rugby player, and even then, in his early twenties, his hairline was receding. He has soft facial features with a chin that some might say lacks character, but for all that, there is something arresting about him.


He is, without doubt, intellectually brilliant, and despite my reservations, I was drawn to him. I resisted getting to know him as much as I could. He certainly wasn’t my usual type – he appeared brash and vulgar, and so unapologetically upper class, traits that I later found out were completely accurate.


He set his sights on me almost immediately, though.


I was ordering a cappuccino at the coffee pod in the Quad one day when I spotted him making a beeline for me through the milling students. I paid for my drink quickly and forged a path back to the library, where one of my friends was holding my seat, but he moved far more swiftly than I’d have expected and was at my elbow before I’d executed five steps.


‘Hello, I’m James,’ he said.


He always introduces himself as James. I’ve heard him called Jim or Jimmy by his friends, but to me, and indeed to himself, he’s always been James.


‘I know who you are,’ I said, and immediately regretted it.


He was cocky enough without my feeding his ego.


‘I didn’t catch your name,’ he said.


‘That’s probably because you didn’t ask and because I didn’t offer it.’


He said nothing for a moment, considering his next move. It made me feel good to think I’d knocked some of the swagger out of him.


‘Can you at least tell me what you’re studying?’ he said, smiling at me, obviously recovering rapidly.


‘Psych.’


‘Psychology?’


‘Yes.’


He nodded, slowly.


‘As a psychologist, would you agree that a society requires adherence to modes of etiquette, social norms, if you will, to function smoothly? That seemingly trivial behaviours help to oil the cogs that keep our world turning?’


I knew where he was going but decided to play along and see if I was right.


‘You’re probably leaning more into the field of sociology than psychology,’ I said. ‘But yes, I’ll agree with you. Agreed norms of behaviour prevent us from descending into chaos and calamity.’


‘Well, if we follow that line of reasoning, you have just flouted one such social more.’


‘Have I indeed?’


‘I’m afraid you have,’ he said, smiling cheekily. ‘I gave you my name and you failed to offer yours. I feel myself teetering on the brink of anarchy as a result.’


I had to force myself not to laugh.


‘Well, we can’t have that,’ I said, feigning a tone of mock outrage.


‘Quite,’ he said. ‘Who knows what might follow? You should just surrender your name and we can pretend it never happened.’


‘I’m Bella,’ I told him.


‘That wasn’t hard now, was it?’


I smiled. It wasn’t what I would call full wattage, but it was a nice smile, even if I do say so myself. We’d reached the door of the library by then, so I stopped and turned to look at James properly.


‘Here is where our paths diverge,’ I said. ‘My friends are keeping my place. I need to go back in to study.’


‘Why not get your books and come with me for lunch?’


‘I ate lunch earlier.’


‘A mid-afternoon snack, then?’


‘I’m not hungry.’


He gave me a lopsided grin, shaking his head in resignation.


‘Come on, you can’t fault a chap for trying.’


‘I appreciate your effort, but as you can see, I’m busy.’


‘If you don’t have time now, how about tonight?’


‘I have plans.’


‘Tomorrow night?’


‘I’m working.’


‘Throw me a lifeline!’ he mock-pleaded.


‘Goodbye, James.’


And I left him standing there.


For a lot of guys, that would have been that, but such a rebuff did nothing to deter James Fitzpatrick.


If anything, it made him more determined.


He mounted a campaign to win me: flowers would be delivered to my classes; he would leave little cards and notes in my mailbox; he would be hanging about at different locations he knew I’d pass, to all intents and purposes there by coincidence, looking into a shop window or chatting with friends.


Of course, I knew it was no coincidence. He was trying to be noticed.


In the age of #MeToo this would be considered stalking and justifiably frowned upon, but foolish girl that I was at that point in my life, I found it all quite charming.


I have to give James this much: he didn’t ask me out again until I finally, after ten days of continued love-bombing, approached him. He was hanging about on the corner of Dame Street as I exited the main gate of the college at five o’clock on a Friday evening.


‘Alright,’ I said after I’d dodged through the slow-moving rush-hour traffic to reach him. ‘You’ve got my attention.’


‘Whatever do you mean?’ he asked, pretending to look confused.


‘You know exactly what I mean,’ I said. ‘So I’m standing right in front of you, and I am prepared to hear you out. So go on. Ask me.’


He grinned.


‘Bella Murphy, will you permit me to take you to dinner tonight?’


I looked him up and down. I’d be lying if I said I found him attractive, but there was something undeniably charismatic about him. I was drawn to him. And his determination to snare me was certainly exciting. No one could say he hadn’t made an effort.


‘Alright then,’ I said, ‘you can pick me up at eight.’


‘I’ll be there.’


‘I haven’t told you where I live.’


‘I’ll find you.’ He smiled.


I should have seen that as a warning.


But like I said, I was foolish back then.


After that, my world was James and my studies. We made a move to London, and got married in 2010. James had finished his training contract and been offered a role as an M&A associate at Astley, Clifford and Kenworthy, and my PhD studies looked as if they were going to result in a book deal and maybe a media career.


It felt like all my dreams were coming true. That nothing bad could touch us.


My heartfelt wish was to comprehend why people did what they did – to peer into the mysteries of the mind and understand its machinations, which was why I chose a degree in psychology. I wanted to see how the mind develops from early childhood, understand the building blocks that create the personality and intellect that forms who we are as adults. While I was still an undergraduate at Trinity College, I’d landed a job as a research assistant on a project that sought to map stimulant receptors in the brains of pre-school children.


It was a simple yet beautifully complex task, designed to examine how a child comes to understand and interact with the world around them.


Sitting at a desk at the back of a creche in Tallaght, I watched on a laptop screen as different parts of the brain of a three-year-old lit up and thrummed into life as she listened to my professor read her Hansel and Gretel. What I found most compelling was how the amygdala, a cluster of almond-shaped cells situated at the base of the brain, began firing ferociously as the story reached the part about the witch and her house of cake and sweets and sugar icing.
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