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To my mother








CHAPTER 1

“I Don’t Know, but I’ll Find Out”



It was June 12, 2000, and I was sitting in a conference room at 125 Broad Street, thirty stories above Lower Manhattan. I was twenty-one years old, and it was the first day of my summer internship at Goldman Sachs. An intern named Josh was standing at the front of the room, red-faced, getting absolutely grilled. He was trying to explain risk arbitrage, but was floundering badly. What I didn’t know at the time was that his dad was a billionaire and one of the most powerful financiers in the world. But this was Goldman Sachs, and it didn’t matter who your dad was. You had to prove yourself like everyone else.

Welcome to Open Meeting: a form of boot camp for the seventy-five summer interns in the sales and trading program and a venerable tradition at the firm. A partner would stand at the front of the room with a list of names and call on people at will with questions on the firm’s storied culture, its history, on the stock markets. Rapid fire. You had to be alive, awake, informed. Two people cried that summer under the interrogation. But there was no way around it: if you wanted a full time job at Goldman Sachs—less than 40 percent of the class would make it—this was a test you had to pass, over and over and over again.

An intern’s performance in the Open Meeting was one of the three criteria the firm used to determine who would receive offers after graduation to come work at the world’s most prestigious investment bank. During this ten-week internship, you also needed to find and cultivate a “rabbi” who would want to hire you. And you’d have to shine in the meetings and get your rabbi while walking the fine line between being competitive and being nice. Partners were always looking to see whether an intern had the makings of a “culture carrier,” Goldman-speak for someone who is able to deal with clients and colleagues in a way that preserves the firm’s reputation—one that has made it an incubator for senators, treasury secretaries, and central bank governors.

Interrogation and humiliation were not things this meticulously selected group had tasted very often. I was surrounded by the sort of superachievers that people whispered about and pointed at in Ivy League dining halls—the ones who got perfect scores on their SATs, graduated from high school at age fifteen, swam in the Olympics, played chess at the master level for relaxation, and, oh, yeah, Mark Mulroney, whose dad had been prime minister of Canada. But even for these superachievers, this was a tough room. Do well here, and you would be on the path to a career where even the average middle manager makes $250,000 a year and exerts some power and influence.

I was a pharmacist’s son from Johannesburg, South Africa, and had never heard about investment banking until I got a scholarship to Stanford University and came to America for the first time.

Also flanking the whiteboard with Josh at the front of the room was another intern presenter named Adam, who would later become one of my best friends and go on to manage billions of dollars at a hedge fund. But at this moment, at the height of the Internet bubble on Wall Street, these two interns were under severe fire. Adam was flushed, too, but maybe it was just the thrill of the moment. An applied math major, he was crushing it; he knew his stuff cold. Josh, on the other hand, was an English major, and completely out of his depth.

There were two Open Meetings a week, held after the day’s work on the trading floor was finished, usually on Tuesdays and Thursdays. The ninety-minute meetings were usually run by (in order of rank) a partner, a managing director, or a tribunal of three angry vice presidents, sitting imperiously at a table at the front of the room. Depending on the personal style of the people in charge, the meetings could be brutal. They were always intense.

Open Meetings started at 6:00 P.M. on the dot—not 6:01 or 6:02. There were always three or four interns who got there at 6:03 or 6:05; they were almost always made to wait outside. If too many people arrived late, we would all have to come in at five the next morning for a makeup meeting; the partner would also show up at 5:00 A.M. Once again, if you arrived at 5:05, you were made to wait outside. This rule was strictly enforced. There were people who just couldn’t get there on time, and it reflected poorly on them.

The interns sat behind long tables arranged in rows. On the tabletop in front of you, you’d place a pad of paper containing your preparatory notes. At the head of the room, the person in charge, armed with a list of all the interns’ names, would kick off the meeting by cold-calling people—just picking names at random. Out at the rows of tables, every intern was praying, Please, don’t let it be me.

I was nervous but ready. My strategy was to volunteer, very quickly, whenever I knew the answer to a question—then those running the meeting would be less likely to pick on me later, for an answer I didn’t know. Some people seemed totally unfazed by being called on; but several, male and female, seemed undone by the experience:


VP (pointing): Okay, third row, second seat over. Stand up and state your name.

INTERN (standing slowly): Brynn Thomas, Brown University.

VP (firmly): Tell me about Microsoft stock. What is our house view? What does our research analyst think?

INTERN (caught off guard): Um, I think we like it. Uhhh…

VP (now angry): Come on, you should know these answers cold. Microsoft is one of the biggest and most important companies in the world. How can you not know this stuff?

INTERN (uncertain and scared): I’m sorry. I’m thinking…We have a buy rating?

VP (with voice raised): What is our price target? What are the catalysts coming up? How has the stock been trading? Come on.

[The Intern can’t take the heat, and nothing comes out of her mouth. She starts to tear up and runs out of the room.]



The Open Meeting was an interrogation chamber where the meeting chairs tried to push you to the limit, to test your knowledge on a number of fronts. First and most basic was your market knowledge. You might be asked, “Where is the S&P 500 trading?” or “Why was crude oil down three percent today?” or “Why did Alan Greenspan lower interest rates?” There was no cut-and-dried way to prep for what they were going to ask.

The second category was Goldman Sachs history. I was relieved when they asked questions like “When was the firm founded? By whom? Who were all the senior partners from 1960 until today? Who is the current CFO of the firm?” I knew it all. I’d learned that Goldman had had some iconic leaders—such as Sidney Weinberg, the man who engineered the initial public offering of Ford Motors; and John Whitehead, who, after retiring as co–senior partner, served in the State Department and was the chairman of the New York Federal Reserve. I knew about its many admirable policies. For example, for many years, the firm never advised on hostile takeovers because it believed this to be bad business that would significantly detract from its clients’ trust.

The third category of questions at the Open Meetings aimed to test our knowledge of current management and our understanding of the business. The meeting leaders would fire out the questions: “How does a trader quantify risk? What does a derivatives salesperson do? Who are the two managing directors who run the Credit Derivatives Trading group? What’s the difference between market making on the NASDAQ and the NYSE? Which partner runs the Emerging Markets group globally?”

The point of the meetings, we gradually found out, was to teach us how to behave when we were on the phone being grilled by a tough client—and Goldman had a lot of very tough clients. The biggest mistake you could make in an Open Meeting was to fluff an answer and then try to wing it. The people who did that were often the people who ended up crying.

The most intimidating meeting leader was a senior VP named Valentino Carlotti. Val was a walking contradiction: very harsh in the Open Meetings—some of the moderators would joke around, but not Val—yet, one on one, a terrific guy. At times during the summer, he even went out with groups of interns. One evening, he came to a nightclub with us. What this showed me was that he wasn’t being a dick just to be a dick. He was acting that way because management felt that by being tough on the interns, they could train us to be truthful, resourceful, collaborative—all the qualities they wanted in people who made the cut and became first-year analysts. These were also the qualities that clients appreciated—truthfulness being at the top of the list. Clients do not appreciate your making things up. They want to know the truth.

What Val hated most during the Open Meeting was any sort of fudging. The best thing to say if you didn’t have an answer was “I don’t know, but I’ll find out.” The point was to teach us that when we were on the phone with an angry client, that person didn’t want us to make up an answer—he wanted us to know how to get the answer and to call him back within five minutes. If you didn’t have the answer in an Open Meeting, you had to bolt out of the room, take the elevator downstairs, run across Broad Street, race up to the trading floor, and hustle back with a response before the end of the meeting. Since the main part of the internship was trying out on different desks on the floor, this was where our skills in relationship building were tested. You needed allies, people you could run to in a pinch: the “rabbis” I mentioned earlier. You couldn’t just ambush some senior VP who was in the middle of something. “Get away from me!” might be the most polite thing you’d hear from him.

At the end of every Open Meeting, the moderator would assess how it had gone. Had he heard some good answers? Had he seen some good initiative from people who’d had to go find the answers? There were a few times that summer when the leaders thought a meeting had gone terribly, and it was the same as if too many of us had shown up late: they would bring us back the next morning at 5:00—or sometimes in the evening, making us cancel a social event—to teach us a lesson.

The meetings were hard, but there was something about them I enjoyed. I liked the fact that the firm took its culture so seriously; I liked that we were learning to be so serious about giving clients correct information. This is what the Open Meeting instilled in us: Don’t make things up; don’t exaggerate. Just be up-front. If you don’t know something, be very skillful at finding it out, and that’s good enough. And if you make a mistake, admit it—immediately. (This is something Goldman still tells its analysts: if you make an error, especially when you’re trading, the worst thing you can do is not admit it. Failure to come clean will always turn the mistake into a much bigger monetary loss, and it will also ruin your credibility with clients.)

Two days before each Open Meeting, the whole intern class would get together to study. Each person would tackle a different area of the markets; then we’d prep one another and come up with various possible questions. Getting grilled like this, twice a week for ten weeks, brought us all together as a team. And teamwork was a value highly prized at Goldman Sachs.

I knew that we were being indoctrinated, handed a full cup of delicious Kool-Aid, but it was fine with me. I’d been a true believer before I ever set foot in the building. I might not have been dressed for the part, but I felt I had as much a right as anyone to compete for a job at Goldman Sachs.


———



During the summer of 2000, if you had asked me who the Brooks Brothers were, I would have answered, “The ugly kids who used to live down the street.” The day before my junior year at Stanford had ended, I’d gone to Macy’s in Palo Alto and bought a new wardrobe: eight shirts, three pairs of pants, and one blue blazer with gold buttons. I still had a couple of business suits from the previous summer, when I’d interned at the Chicago office of the brokerage house Paine Webber. My favorite was a light gray Miami Vice–style one with a shiny finish, almost like sharkskin. It had worked just fine for Chicago, but I had just enough sense to know that it wouldn’t fly at Goldman Sachs.

Still, I cringe now at the memory of some of the dress shirts I bought that day: two were dark brown, one was black, and one was dark green; almost all had stripes in a different shade. Not exactly Goldman Sachs style. Wall Street, like so much of what I’d experienced since coming to America, was literally a new world. I had arrived at Stanford in August of 1997 from Johannesburg with a great love for the United States, developed from American movies and TV shows. Tony Danza and Who’s the Boss had found their way to South Africa in the 1980s, and had taught me much of what I needed to know.

I grew up in Edenvale, a middle-class suburb of Jo’burg, the eldest of three siblings: my brother, Mark, was a year and a half younger than me; my baby sister, Carly, nine years younger. My mom was a housewife, and my dad worked long hours to support us, but money was tight, especially with three kids attending private school—the King David School, an expensive Jewish day academy where all the students (many of them from wealthy families) wore uniforms: for the boys, khaki safari suits in the summer and blazers, blue ties, and gray flannels in the winter.

In eighth grade my best friend Lex Bayer and I made a pact to try to get in to college in America, a place we’d never been but had thought about a lot. Unfortunately, the rand-to-dollar exchange rate was five to one, and our parents—Lex’s family was in much the same economic situation as mine—couldn’t begin to afford to send us. Like Lex’s brilliant older sister, Kelly, who’d gone to Stanford on a full scholarship four years earlier, we needed major financial aid—something that seemed almost unimaginable. We worked toward this goal for five years, borrowing Kelly’s dog-eared SAT practice test books and prepping each other for both the American standardized tests and the statewide South African exams. Lex and I finished high school as co-valedictorians and were both amazingly lucky to be among the thirty-two people, out of the three thousand international students who applied, to receive full scholarships to Stanford.

My first idea was to be premed, but as happens with so many would-be doctors, I literally could not do Organic Chemistry. Still, in my first quarter, I took Economics 1 with a great professor, John Taylor, and loved the course. Taylor was an icon. He’d formulated the “Taylor rule,” which prescribes how central banks should set interest rates; he’d written the book that became the standard Econ 101 text across all the universities in America; and at Stanford, he was legendary for a certain yearly lecture he gave.

The talk was on an economic concept called comparative advantage—​the case in point was why California was better than Wisconsin at producing wine—and every year, when Taylor gave the lecture, in a huge hall that sat something like seven hundred people, he would teach the class dressed as a giant California grape. “I Heard It through the Grapevine” would be blasting over the sound system as you came into the hall. Then Taylor would begin the lecture. Comparative advantage, he explained, meant that, in contrast to Wisconsin, California had the weather conditions, it had the space, and perhaps it had the propensity to want to make wine. Comparative advantage showed that, all else being equal, not everyone was going to be able to succeed at the same thing, because success depended on climate and circumstances. Meanwhile, as he explained all this, you couldn’t take your eyes off him in his grape costume.

I took in these concepts quickly, and they interested me. We weren’t talking about, say, two molecules bonding, the way we were in Chemistry. Instead, we were talking about things such as “General Motors sells cars; Toyota sells cars. Why is there a discrepancy in how many cars they each sell, and who is being more efficient?”

On top of that, I aced the course; it came easy to me. It was my first quarter at Stanford, and this was a big confidence booster. Out of seven hundred students taking the class, I finished in something like the top five. It was a great feeling, but it was also the pinnacle of my academic career: I never again finished even near that high in a class. As you become more specialized, the kids around you become sharper and smarter, whereas this was an entry-level course; maybe that was the reason. In any case, I liked economics, and wound up majoring in it.

Eager to take my book learning for a road test, I tried to get a summer internship in finance as a sophomore, something that is seldom done. For these prized positions, banks typically want juniors, who are more mature and potentially hirable a year later. But I managed to land an internship by cold-calling some thirty or forty people at banks and brokerage houses. (“Hi, this is Greg Smith. I’m a sophomore at Stanford, and I’m looking to get some experience. Are you guys offering internships this summer?”) When I finally reached Paine Webber, I told them I’d work for minimum wage—which did the trick. I worked in the Chicago office, in Private Wealth Management, under two brokers who managed the wealth of executives who worked at a major home-​appliance company based in the Midwest. I thought highly of these two guys: they had long-term (three- to five-year) profit horizons for their clients. Theirs was a slow and steady business: they weren’t frequently trading their customer accounts just to rack up fees. They were constantly in touch with their clients, offering advice; they would go visit them. They knew everything about them; they even knew their kids’ and grandchildren’s names. Even more important, they also knew their own business. They knew the stocks. This was the Old World model of “I’ve known you for fifteen years; you can trust me.” And it was the classic fiduciary model: incentives were aligned. They did well if they did well for their clients. They were obligated to give clients the advice they thought was right for them.

The two brokers gave me some research projects that taught me how to value stocks and determine if something was a good investment. They’d say, “Here are twenty stocks; put together a presentation where you give us your one-page recommendation on each. What’s the market cap? What are the catalysts coming up? What do you like about the company?” I loved the work. I’d be sitting there in my sharkskin Miami Vice suit, researching stocks, happy as Don Johnson. (I probably wouldn’t have been sitting there at all if I hadn’t cut off the shoulder-length ponytail I’d grown during sophomore year.) At the end of the summer, the brokers said I’d done a great job and they wanted me to come back after my junior year. With regret but also with anticipation, I decided to shoot for bigger game.

The selection process for any type of job at Goldman Sachs is extremely rigorous. On average, only one in forty-five people (2.2 percent) who apply for a summer internship, or a full-time job, get an offer. The firm asked you to send in a résumé, but so many people sent them that it was easy for yours to get lost in the shuffle. There was a way around the logjam, though: There was a little-known fact that two interview spots were open for the first people to apply online, beginning on a certain date. So I went to the Stanford computer center at midnight on that day in the spring of 2000, logged on to the website, and kept hitting the Refresh key, over and over, until the magic button appeared. I clicked it immediately, and got an interview. It would take place at the career center on campus.

The interview went very well, for two reasons. For one thing, I felt an immediate rapport with the woman who interviewed me. At that point in my life, I didn’t know a lot about finance, but this was almost completely a personality interview; the interviewer wasn’t grilling me; and she and I hit it off personally. The other thing was, I had prepared very carefully. I’d read The Culture of Success, a history of the firm by Lisa Endlich, a former Goldman VP; I’d also spoken to a few friends who’d interned at the firm the previous summer.

So I was very ready when the interviewer asked me the big question: Why did I want to work at Goldman Sachs? “Because it’s the best, most prestigious firm in the world, and I have high goals for myself, and I love finance. I love the markets,” I said. I told her about my internship at Paine Webber in Chicago, but said that I wanted a real experience working on Wall Street: if I was going to do that, Goldman Sachs was the best place to do it. Everything I was telling her was 100 percent genuine. Even so, I wasn’t sure if I was going to make the next cut, because, of the fifteen people Goldman interviewed, only a few would be chosen to continue.

It turned out I was one of them. The next day I got a voice mail saying, “You made it through to the next round; you’re going to have a Super Day in San Francisco”—meaning not that I was going to knock back a half-dozen Anchor Steams looking out from Fisherman’s Wharf, but that I would next undergo a day of half a dozen back-to-back interviews, thirty minutes each, at Goldman Sachs’s office there. “Super Day,” as it happens, is what they call this trial by fire on Wall Street.

At the time, I didn’t have a car, but I was an RA, or resident adviser, with sixty freshmen under my charge, and I had five co-RAs. We had all become extremely close, and one of them would often lend me his car, a beaten-up fifteen-year-old red Mazda with a stick shift, when I needed it.

Driving up to the city that day was a bit of a challenge. For one thing, in those pre-GPS days, I was using a road map, which kept blowing around in the breeze from the open windows (no AC). For another, I hadn’t driven that much in my life, and I was a bit nervous—maybe more than a bit. I was in a navy suit, and I was sweating. It was March 10, 2000—the day the NASDAQ hit its all-time high of 5408.62, at the height of the Internet bubble.

Despite my nerves, I made it on time and in one piece to the Goldman Sachs offices at 555 California Street in downtown San Francisco. The building is the second tallest in the city, and Goldman’s offices there, with floor-to-ceiling windows around the entire perimeter of the forty-fifth floor, have views of San Francisco and the Bay that are truly breathtaking; the place is simultaneously intimidating and impressive.

The first person I met with was thoroughly impressive but not intimidating: a terrific woman, a senior associate who was a Stanford alum; it turned out that her dad, a former Goldman Sachs partner, was on the board of trustees of my university. We had a friendly, easy conversation. She had just gone to South Africa on her honeymoon, and we spoke about that. I was really struck by how genuine and nice everybody I met with that day seemed. I’d interviewed with other banks—Deutsche Bank, Salomon Smith Barney—where the people seemed slick, much more concerned with trying to catch you out on tough finance questions than getting to know you. The Goldman Sachs people weren’t like that at all.

The next person I met with was at his desk on the trading floor, and he was too busy trading to leave, so he said, “Take a seat on the stool next to me.” Now, this was a tricky situation. First, a little stool is a demeaning perch. You’re practically crouching next to the guy, all but asking, “May I please listen to your very important phone call?” Second, I wanted the guy’s undivided attention, so he could make a fair judgment about me. But this guy’s attention was very divided: he was eating a sandwich and trading at the same time, and his phone lines were ringing off the hook.

“All right,” he said. “Pitch me a stock.”

Luckily, I’d anticipated exactly such a request, and had even formulated a thesis. So I started pitching him NewsCorp; there was something going on with Rupert Murdoch at the time. (There’s always something going on with Murdoch.)

Then the guy’s phone rang again. He held up a just-a-moment finger and took the call. He schmoozed the client for a minute—basketball scores were discussed—then executed a trade. Finally he hung up.

“Sorry,” he said. “Go on.”

This happened several more times in the course of my pitch. I might have gotten flustered or annoyed, but I didn’t. I knew the trader wasn’t screwing around with me. This was just what the job was about. If I were lucky, someday I’d get to do it, too.


———



Four other Stanford people besides me made it through the multiple Super Days and into the internship program. Since Stanford was on the quarter rather than the semester system, we all arrived in New York one week late. Most of the non-Stanford interns stayed in NYU housing for the summer, but because I was arriving when I was, I wasn’t able to get a dorm room. Instead, I rented (online, sight unseen) a room from a family I’d never met, on the third floor of a brownstone on Ninety-Sixth between Columbus and Amsterdam. The rent was $1,000 a month, meals not included. My pay for the summer after tax was $5,000—a very nice salary for an internship, but as I was quickly to learn, money evaporates fast in New York City. A thousand dollars a month in rent seemed a little steep in 2000, but it was the best thing I could find given the time crunch. I wasn’t sure about the idea of living with a family I had never met before. But, I thought, How bad could this be?

My flight from San Francisco was delayed—very delayed. I was supposed to land at JFK at 10:00 P.M., but I ended up getting in at 1:30 in the morning. And I was to start my internship the next day at 7:00 A.M. sharp. On top of that, it was hot. Summer had definitely begun in New York: it was ninety degrees and humid, even that late at night. I took a cab into Manhattan, got to the apartment, and rang the bell—no answer. Called the family on the phone—no answer. Rang the bell again—nothing. Not knowing what to do, I waited outside for half an hour. Finally—it was now close to 3:00 A.M.—I rang again, and the husband answered the intercom.

When he came down to let me in, he was wearing a robe and was kind of groggy—and he was a little bit annoyed that I’d arrived so late. We walked up to the apartment, he opened the door, and we went down the hall. It was very quiet. And hot. He opened a door and said, “This will be your room.”

It was a tiny room, almost entirely filled by a green couch. I said, “Where’s the bed?” He said, “The couch turns into a bed.” When I started pulling out the folded mattress, the couch hit the back wall before the bed could fully extend. The husband and I had to angle it so it fit the room when opened. When he finally went off to sleep, I turned on the air conditioner. It looked like an antique, and it worked like one, too. It was so noisy that, finally, I decided to turn it off and just open the window.

The family had some strange rules. I had to log all my phone calls. They also said, “If you ever use the fridge, you need to note down if you have a glass of orange juice.” I told them, “Don’t worry. I’m not going to take any orange juice. In fact, you probably won’t be seeing much of me this summer. I’m going to be working very hard.”


———



The Goldman Sachs Equities trading floor, on the fiftieth floor of One New York Plaza, was a huge, open, football field–size space with towering, panoramic views of Lower Manhattan. Through floor-to-ceiling windows you could see New York Harbor, the Statue of Liberty, the twin towers of the World Trade Center, and the Hudson River. But the distant and spectacular views were upstaged by the urgent hum of activity in the giant room, which contained five to six hundred traders standing and shouting, wildly gesticulating, sitting tensely on the phone, running, walking, grinning, frowning, jumping up and making strange hand signals. Here everything was being traded, from the latest initial public offering of a red-hot Internet company to old-economy stocks such as General Motors and Citigroup. And these trades were not for individuals but for the biggest asset managers, pension funds, governments, and hedge funds in the world. When the traders weren’t in motion, they were focused intently on their computer screens: in the summer of 2000, everybody on the floor had three or four screens plus a separate Bloomberg terminal for market data. (Today, “Bloomberg Market Data” is installed as software rather than hardware, and appears in a window on traders’ screens.)

I stepped onto the floor for the first time with all of three hours’ sleep under my belt. My eyes had felt as if they were lined with sandpaper as I walked from the subway to One New York Plaza, at the corner of Water and Broad streets, on the southern tip of Manhattan, just half a mile from the World Trade Center. Clutching my extra-large coffee, I had looked up at the formidable tower that housed Goldman Sachs’s Equities trading headquarters. Holy shit, I thought. I’ve made it to Wall Street, and it doesn’t get any bigger or better than this.

Along with the other interns who had arrived a week late, I was brought to a room for an introductory session by Human Resources. I remember walking in and seeing some of the other Stanford people I knew. There was real electricity in the room—this was everyone’s first experience on Wall Street, and we were all talking excitedly and milling around. HR gave us a pile of forms to fill out, along with our Goldman Sachs e-mail addresses and our intern ID name tags. The name tags, laminated cards with a bright orange border, worn on a bright orange lanyard, showed our names and universities in big black letters. We were told in no uncertain terms that we were to wear the name tags around our necks every moment we were on the premises; failure to do so would lead to big trouble. The firm wanted there to be no doubt on the trading floor as to who the interns were.

Goldman ran a summer intern program in each of its divisions: one in Equities; one in Fixed Income, Currency and Commodities (FICC); one in Investment Management; one in Research, and so on. Back when I’d passed the interview process, I’d been offered two internships: one in Equities, in New York; and one in Investment Management, in Chicago. I had learned something about private wealth management the previous summer, at Paine Webber: it’s a slower business, a smaller environment. You’re dealing with individuals. For me, the exciting thing about Wall Street was the big fish, the institutions. So I signed up for Equities. I wanted the real trading floor experience: standing up in a frenetic environment, shouting across the floor. In time, I would get my wish.

Walking onto that floor, for an intern, is thrilling and intimidating and bewildering all at once. The trading floor is not an environment for everybody, but I liked it immediately. Looking around, I found I loved the energy. I loved the chaos, the yelling, the tension. I loved the fact that it all added up to billions of dollars changing hands among the biggest and smartest investors in the world. I desperately wanted to understand it and be part of it. I wasn’t intimidated by it. Maybe I should have been. Instead, I felt at home.

The day after the first Open Meeting, the speed dating began. There were some thirty groups, or “desks,” on the trading floor, each one comprising about fifteen people: a partner, two or three managing directors, a half-dozen vice presidents, three associates, and three analysts. The seventy-five interns were grouped into pods of four or five people, and over the course of the summer, our little pods would rotate around to as many desks as possible, each of us carrying his or her little black folding stool. This was called shadowing. We’d spend two or three days shadowing each desk, trying to learn what its business was all about, trying to help out, trying to do more than just not get in the way.

The stool. Practically speaking, you carried it with you at all times because there were no extra chairs at the trading desks. But the folding stool, along with your big orange ID badge on its bright orange lanyard, was also a status marker: it showed that you were a plebe, a newbie, a punk kid. It was innately demeaning. When unfolded, the stool was all of eighteen inches high—so there you’d sit, next to and slightly beneath the exalted salesperson or trader or sales trader, looking like no more than a shoeshine boy while he or she performed some grand and mysterious task.

To spice up the situation, there was a perpetual shortage of stools. Whether this was purposeful on the part of management, a Darwinian musical chairs designed to separate the weak from the strong, it is impossible to know. But at the beginning of the day, the interns would grab for all the available folding stools, and invariably a few interns would get caught short. This could prove embarrassing, especially if, when you were stool-less, some trader said the magic words “Come sit with me.” You’d excuse yourself and run madly to beg, borrow, or steal a stool. (There were a few hiding places around the floor, notably one storage closet, where a spare or two could sometimes be found.)

The internship was extremely demanding. You came to work at 5:45 or 6:00 or 6:30 in the morning, whenever your desk wanted you in. During the day, you’d do your best to be useful. How you spent your time—and whether you were actually of any use—depended on how inventive you were. Because we hadn’t yet passed our Series 7 exam (the regulatory test required for everyone who works on Wall Street), we were not allowed to trade. We couldn’t talk to clients. We couldn’t answer the phones. And yet there we were, in a trading business, among extremely busy people in the middle of this giant trading floor. For a summer intern, there is a very fine line between being dead weight—just hanging around and annoying people—and trying to prove you can add some kind of value.

Even figuring out where you were supposed to go was challenging at first. The desks weren’t marked; there were no signs reading, “Emerging Markets Sales Desk” or “Latin America Sales Trading Desk” or “U.S. Equity Trading Desk.” You had to ask around to get directions; you needed to draw little maps for yourself to navigate the jungle.

You needed to be very entrepreneurial and creative. Adding value as an intern often began with getting coffee for the desk every day; frequently, interns also did breakfast and lunch runs. You would literally take a pen and pad and go around to the ten or fifteen people on the desk and take everyone’s order. It’s a strange concept, but Wall Street looks at attention to detail as an indicator of how people are going to do in their job. If a kid keeps messing up the lunch order, he’s probably going to mess up something else down the line.

I remember one managing director—a few years after I’d started working at the firm—who was very sensitive about his lunch orders. He didn’t eat onions or certain other things. One day he asked an intern for a cheddar cheese sandwich, and the kid came back with a cheddar cheese salad. The kid handed it to him so proudly: “Here’s your cheddar cheese salad.” I was sitting next to the MD, so I remember the incident well. He opened the container, looked at the salad, looked up at the kid, closed the container, and threw it in the trash. It was a bit harsh, but it was also a teaching moment. The managing director joked about it with the kid afterward; he didn’t make a big deal about it. The lesson was learned.

There were all kinds of little ways an intern could add value: by getting the food orders right, by making photocopies, but especially by being creative at finding actual work to do. If an intern heard a salesperson or trader say, “My client is interested in biotech stocks,” the intern, if he or she were entrepreneurially minded, could then say, “Why don’t I go do some research on biotech stocks for you. Would that help?” Some Goldman employees responded enthusiastically to this kind of initiative, which could be a great thing for the intern—he could then show what good work he was capable of. Whereas if you spent the day just schmoozing with the people on your desk, there was a very real risk of your being seen as a mere tagalong, an annoyance. Yet there were some people who were geniuses at this. Some interns, like my friend Mark Mulroney, got jobs in part because of their innate ability to win people over.


———



There was a reason those stools folded: You were always picking them up and heading somewhere else. You weren’t just sitting at some trader’s feet the whole day. Every day throughout the summer, there were presentations and panel discussions that all the interns were expected to attend. A speaker might come in and talk about what derivatives were; another might discuss the various roles in Equities: What was the difference between a salesperson and a sales trader? How did you become skillful at each of these roles?

The point of the talks was to educate us, but also to help us narrow down in our minds which area we wanted to work in. Not everyone was suited to be a trader. Not everyone was suited to be a salesperson. Not everyone liked bonds. Some people liked stocks more than bonds. The math geeks usually became traders or “quants” (also known as “strats,” for strategists). The jocks usually became aggressive traders or outgoing salespeople. The rest of us fell somewhere in between and had to decide. But everybody had to like hard work.

Invariably during the day, you’d be speed-dating on one of the desks, and one of the mandatory speaker events would come up. At this point, you’d have to get into a tricky negotiation with the managing director or VP you were sitting with. You had to say, “I’m sorry, but I have to leave for this event,” at exactly the moment when you were working on a project that that person needed quickly, such as running a spreadsheet. And yet you had to attend these events. Roll call was taken; your questions and answers were assessed. This was another set of rapids to navigate, and there was no set of rules for getting through, but you were always being judged.

In addition to our very full slate of daytime activity, we were frequently given huge projects to do after hours—say, a twenty-page presentation on the pros and cons of the Glass-Steagall Act. There was no time during the day to work on something like this; you couldn’t exactly sneak off for five hours and crank it out. That left the time after everyone went home—usually around 7:00 P.M.—and the weekends. Working till midnight on a weekday was not unusual; nor was coming in to the office on a Saturday or Sunday, or both. (We worked hard that summer, but we played hard, too. In our precious leisure time, we interns explored the city, sometimes en masse, sometimes in subgroups. On weekends, many of us would go clubbing together; on the Fourth of July, a big group walked over to the East River to watch the fireworks. And romance ensued. Two couples who met in the summer program ended up marrying a few years later.)

Every week, you had to list five people you had speed-dated with; those people would then review your performance. These weekly reviews were collected and catalogued, and at the halfway mark in the summer, you would sit down with the person running the intern program for a performance assessment. (In the summer of 2006, when I ran the program, I became that person.) The intern manager would say, “These are the things people think you’re doing well; this is what you need to do better; this is how you need to change your attitude; these are your weaknesses.” My midsummer critique was very generic. (I later learned that’s exactly what you want.) I was told something along the lines of “You’re very smart, but you’ve got to be more aggressive in getting the job”—meaning, I needed to be more forceful, needed to go up to people and introduce myself, shadow more traders and salespeople.

An opposite comment might be directed at an intern who was too aggressive and who alienated all the people on a desk, making them say, “Who does this guy think he is?” There’s a famous story about a Harvard Business School summer associate who went up to a partner, the head of Government Bond Trading at the time—a small Chinese American woman who was renowned as the most vicious trader on the floor—and said, “Would you mind if I shadowed you?” The intern must not have known about the partner’s reputation—you wouldn’t have known it to look at her, but everyone was scared of her. What he certainly didn’t know was that the moment he had chosen to make his request, 8:30 A.M., on a specific Friday in July, was the exact moment when the nonfarm payrolls number (economic data) was coming out, which was effectively the biggest day of the month for this trader. She absolutely flipped out on him. “Who the fuck do you think you are? Don’t you know that the economic data are coming out? Get away from me!” The guy eventually got reprimanded. The way they do the math on Wall Street is to think, Well, this guy has bad judgment. He should’ve known about the market data. On the other hand, maybe he learned a lesson, and maybe his judgment was just fine. In any case, he didn’t receive a full-time job at Goldman Sachs.

What I learned was that success at Goldman, in the internship program and afterward, depended much more on judgment than on knowledge. You’d see the smartest kids in the world—they might have gotten a 1600 on the SAT, they might have graduated number one at Harvard—​go to Goldman Sachs and be absolute disasters, get fired within the first year. It happened all the time. This was because simple matters of judgment cannot be taught.

Several people got voted off the island that summer. Five or six weeks in, one Princeton guy got dismissed for being insubordinate: muttering sarcastic comments to managers on multiple occasions. And then there was another intern—a Harvard guy who wound up becoming a professional online poker player—who showed a truly memorable lack of judgment.

It happened toward the end of the summer, at a team-building outing at Bear Mountain State Park, about fifty miles north of the city. It was a Friday in late July; everybody was in a festive mood. At the beginning of the summer, each of us had been issued a Goldman Sachs gym bag loaded with GS-branded paraphernalia: wallet, T-shirt, sunscreen, sunglasses, flip-flops. Today was the day to bring that bag along, to fly the Goldman colors.

At the outing, we were divided into a dozen groups of six people, and we had to compete against one another in all kinds of events: rowing a boat together, three-legged races, brain teasers, and so on. The final event of the day was to come up with a song—it sounds cheesy; it was cheesy—whose lyrics would reflect what we felt we’d learned over the summer. Anyway, Mr. Harvard somehow persuaded his group to come up with an Eminem-style rap.

Bad idea.

There were two offending passages in the song. One was about Val Carlotti, the fearsome VP who ran a number of the Open Meetings, and who effectively helped decide our destiny. The lyric went something like “Dotty, dotty, I want to shoot Val Carlotti with my shotty.” People’s mouths fell open.

Then, to put a cherry on top, the Harvard guy and his crew rapped a verse about wanting to sleep with all the chicks in HR, singling out by name the two most attractive ones.

Everyone was truly thunderstruck. Number one, why on earth would the Harvard guy do this? And number two, how had he persuaded the other people in his group to go along with it?

The job prospects of MC Harvard’s group took a sudden and dramatic turn for the worse.

Josh, the son of the Wall Street billionaire, also committed a series of spectacular lapses in judgment. The interns had a room on the forty-first floor nicknamed the Swamp. You had to go down to the ground floor and take a separate elevator bank to get there; it was our special intern preserve. The Swamp had about ten rows of computers that we could use to do some work or check e-mail or surf the Internet, as there were usually no desks available on the trading floor. One afternoon, Josh made a kind of bed out of three of the chairs, lay down on it, and went to sleep, right in the middle of the day. By a stroke of extremely bad luck for him, a VP chose exactly that moment to stop by the Swamp…

Then Josh managed to top himself. He committed a gaffe that resulted in a rule that to this day is laid down to all Goldman summer interns: When you’re in an elevator, do not say anything. It doesn’t matter what—a joke or even a remark about the weather—just keep your mouth zipped. You simply never know who might be in the elevator with you. Josh learned this the hard way. He was riding up in a full elevator on a day when the head of the Chicago office was coming to speak to all the interns, and when someone mentioned the event, Josh chimed in, “The head of the Chicago office? Who the fuck cares about the head of the Chicago office?” You guessed it: the head of the Chicago office was standing at the front of the crowded elevator.

Josh was a great guy, really well liked by everyone in the program, and he never once tried to use his status as the son of a powerful financier to his advantage. He would not end up at Goldman. Instead, he went on to a successful career as a lawyer.


———



At the beginning of the summer, we’d been told that only half of us would make it through the intern program and be offered a job; in reality, it would turn out to be more like 40 percent. Most desks would hire only one person—two, in a couple of cases. What this meant was that, by the end of the summer, out of the seventy-five of us, around thirty-five would receive an offer.

Everyone was aware of this. Management was very careful not to cite exact statistics, but they definitely gave the impression that fewer than half of us would be getting jobs. They wanted to keep the pressure on without creating such a sense of backstabbing competition that people would act maliciously toward one another: management was constantly talking up teamwork.

At the same time, all the interns were smart. We all knew that not everyone was going to get an offer. So you needed to walk the line: be a team player but not a bad person, but also advance your interests and try to nab a job, because it was a race. Oddly enough, Survivor, the reality show, had just premiered that spring, and it often felt as though we were locked in a real-life version of it.

Everybody knew this, but nobody came right out and said it: you were in competition with the rest of your pod. As the summer passed, you got a sense for what everyone else was interested in, which desks everyone was going after, and then you did the math. Say there were twenty people who liked this one desk, but the desk was hiring only one person—what were your odds there? Should you go on to a less desirable desk, where you had greater odds of getting a job? I remember the way one Stanford woman lost out: she was going after a group where nine people were vying for two spots. Statistically, it wasn’t a good thing to try for, even though she was confident she was going to get it. Ultimately, it comes down to personality, and they liked two other people more. There’s luck involved as well. Maybe the day this intern met the managing director he hadn’t had his coffee yet.

What improved your chances of getting a coveted spot, though, was finding a rabbi—someone who liked you, thought highly of you, wanted to work with you, mentor you. Nobody came right out and said it, but that was what the whole internship program was about. This was confusing at first. You didn’t quite know whether you were in a marathon—ten weeks is a long time—or a sprint. What was the long-term goal? To get hired. How? Short-term, you had to impress people. You never knew who was going to be the person who would put up his hand and say, “We need to hire Greg Smith.” You needed someone to go to bat for you.

Many interns labored under the misconception that if they did a good job over the summer, they’d be hired. You got hired because you found someone who wanted to hire you: it was as simple and as cruel as that. You could have been the most exceptional person, you could have impressed everyone at the Open Meetings, you could have done great things, but if by week ten there wasn’t a managing director who was willing to persuade a partner to hire you, you were out of luck. Some interns didn’t get this concept until the end of the summer, by which point it was too late.


———



Yet, at the same time as the firm was putting us through the wringer, it was wooing us. Because Wall Street was competing with Silicon Valley for talent in 2000, Goldman needed to entertain the candidates. So while we were spending two or three nights a week preparing for the Open Meetings or whatever desk we’d be rotated to next, on the other couple of nights, we were going out to company social events. Attendance was expected. Some of the events were for networking: you’d get together in a big room and meet all the people on the various desks in an informal setting, over a beer. The point was to put yourself forward to people in an area that interested you.

And then there were events that were just for fun, to impress the interns. We went to a couple of Yankees games. They took us to Broadway shows; we saw either River Dance or Lord of the Dance—I can’t quite remember which. And oh, did we eat that summer. Whenever we went to one of our meetings during the day, even if it was held at three in the afternoon, there would be a full spread of food outside the room—and not just cookies and tea, but sandwiches, giant platters of them, plus beverages and dessert. I put on about fifteen pounds that summer. There was a lot of muttering about overkill. We had just eaten lunch at noon, and now here were all these sandwiches. It seemed like a colossal waste of money.

As did the fruit. In those days, Goldman had fresh fruit, big plates of it, everywhere on the trading floor. There was so much of it that it couldn’t possibly all be eaten—I remember seeing piles of rotting fruit with clouds of tiny flies swarming around them. It was said that Goldman was spending tens of thousands of dollars a month just on fruit. When the technology bubble burst, the fruit was the first thing to go.


———



But in the summer of 2000, the bubble hadn’t burst yet: Tech was still booming. Dot-coms were all the rage. All a company had to do then was put that magic suffix .com after its name, or the prefix e- in front of it, and its value would instantly soar, to absurd, stratospheric levels. That summer on the Goldman trading floor, you saw a lot of “deal toys” (Lucite blocks commemorating tech deals) on people’s desks; you saw a lot of celebratory baseball caps bearing tech company names; you saw a lot of high-fiving.

And amid this irrational exuberance, I found an island of solidity: I found my rabbi.

Early in the summer there was a lot of talk, in meetings and among the interns, about the roles we aspired to within the company. I gave the question a lot of thought. I had already decided that sales and trading, the last bastion of true, unadulterated capitalism, interested me more than asset management (a slower business, investing money for large institutions and wealthy individuals) or investment banking (helping companies raise capital or reconfigure themselves). Sales and trading itself contained three roles: salesperson, trader, and quant (aka strat). The last was immediately out, as far as I (and most everybody else in the program) was concerned: I was good at math, but I was no genius; I didn’t have a PhD. The choice then became salesperson or trader. It was a decision you needed to make in the first two or three weeks of the summer, and the answer wasn’t instantly apparent. When you walked onto the trading floor, you couldn’t tell who was who. There were just rows and rows of people. Over the first few weeks, I began to understand who chose one specialty and who chose the other, and why.

The salesperson, of course, dealt with clients. And whether the client was a mutual fund in Boston, a macro hedge fund in New York, or a sovereign wealth fund in the Middle East, these clients managed hundreds of billions of dollars in assets, executed trades with the firm frequently, and paid Goldman commissions ranging from thousands of dollars per year to the double-digit millions. Salespeople called their client contacts every day, gave them advice, listened to their problems, tried to think of investment ideas for them. It was important to build a relationship of trust with the client, because that was what you were going to be measured on: how much business the client did with the firm. A typical salesperson was friendly, outgoing, a little bit schmoozy; able to keep calm in tight situations, to juggle a lot of balls at the same time. A salesperson had to be someone who was happy talking to people the whole day.

Traders were much more introverted. They sat at their desks managing risk. Was the market going up or down? Did they need to sell stock or buy? They were trying to protect the firm’s money, make sure that nothing irresponsible happened, that we didn’t lose $10 million doing a stupid trade. Trading was also a more quantitative role: you had to be quick, decisive, aggressive.

I quickly realized that I would not have been happy sitting at a desk, never talking to clients. I was very attracted to the idea of building relationships with some of the smartest investors in the world. What I also learned that summer was where the tension came between salespeople and traders. Traders were trying to protect the firm’s capital; salespeople were trying to protect their relationships with their clients. These were contradictory things. It wasn’t always obvious that helping the client was going to help the firm; in fact, a lot of the time, this wasn’t the case. A lot of the time, protecting a client meant steering it away from risky trades—giving up what might be a short-term advantage to the firm in favor of the long-term relationship with the client. This was what Goldman’s longtime leader Sidney Weinberg meant by “long-term greedy.”

With regard to becoming a salesperson or a trader, usually the intern class splits about fifty-fifty: in the first few weeks of the summer, roughly half the class starts homing in on the trading desks; the rest gravitate to the sales desks.

Early in the summer, I became friends with an Israeli intern who told me about a small, slightly obscure subgroup of the Emerging Markets Sales group called New Markets Sales. Emerging Markets Sales sold stocks from the developing world (Latin America, Southeast Asia, and, in the group that interested me, Israel, South Africa, Russia, Poland, and Turkey) to U.S. institutional investors (hedge funds, mutual funds, pension funds). New Markets Sales felt like a natural fit for me: I was excited by the idea of emerging markets, and I was from South Africa; I also spoke pretty good Hebrew.

Then, in week five, some good luck came my way: my little pod and I spent three days on the Emerging Markets Sales desk.

What smart interns do—for “smart,” read “determined”—is keep returning to the area they like. So whenever I had a coffee break, I’d come back and see the New Markets Sales team. I tried to get some work from them, to show them I could do things. I ran spreadsheets, did stock reports. I met the senior VP who was running the desk: a cool and correct woman. And I met her second in command, an associate named Rudy Glocker.

Rudy was a big guy, six-five. He’d played tight end and linebacker for Joe Paterno at Penn State. His nickname was the Beast. Some senior guy had given him the name not only because of his size but because Rudy was just so hungry: he made more calls to clients before 6:00 A.M. than anyone else on the floor. He was in his early thirties, a little old for an associate, but he’d been around the block: he’d taken some time off after college, sold sporting goods in the former Soviet Union, coached football, gone to Harvard Business School.

Rudy was old-school. By this, I mean that he came from rural Pennsylvania, and his values, politically and financially, were conservative. He was serious and straitlaced. He played basketball every Thursday night. He liked routine. With Rudy, the client came first.

Still, Rudy ruffled feathers. He could be acerbic, and he didn’t care whom he was talking to. There’s a story about Rudy and a research analyst, a partner, who was coming through the Boston office, where Rudy later transferred from New York. Rudy was to take the partner to see all his clients to discuss Goldman’s research views. The partner, who had arrived with a big briefcase filled with heavy books, plopped it down and said, “Rudy, you wouldn’t mind carrying this around for the rest of the day, would you?” “No problem,” Rudy said, then added: “And leave your shoes; I’ll shine them, too.” Rudy’s boss, who was standing right there, said, “Rudy, in my office right now.”

One of Rudy’s main jobs was selling IPOs, initial public offerings. IPOs occur when a formerly private company sells shares to the public for the first time, and these shares start trading on an exchange such as the New York Stock Exchange (NYSE). IPOs can contain an innate conflict of interest for a firm like Goldman. When a private company is going public, the bank that’s doing the deal for them puts together a memo listing all the reasons their clients should love this deal. The problem is that the bank is on both sides of the deal: privy to what may not be so great about the company going public, but also trying to market shares in the soon-to-be-public company to its clients, all the while purporting to be objective.

Rudy would do the analysis for himself and say, “Yes, there are these three great things about this company, but there are also these three bad things, and we should be telling the clients about them as well.” Often the client would call and say, “What do you think of this deal?” and Rudy would say, “Let me take you out for coffee this afternoon.” Then, over coffee, he’d say, “Let me be honest with you: this is not a great deal; I don’t think you should invest in this company.” Rudy’s bluntness, which made him very popular with clients, would eventually prove to be his undoing at the firm. And not just Rudy’s undoing: this type of fiduciary minded salesperson would one day become an endangered species at Goldman Sachs.

By the end of the summer, there were three or four interns going after that one spot in New Markets Sales, and everybody was highly qualified. During the time I spent with Rudy’s group and afterward, there was an odd dance going on. It’s a little like a mating ritual, a tactical game that’s integral to the internship. Both you and the group you want to work for have to show interest in each other—but not too much interest. They don’t want to tell you (because they can’t) that they’re definitely going to hire you. And you don’t want to tell them you’re definitely going to accept their offer if they make one, because you’re always encouraged to have a Plan B. Unfortunately, I was so drawn to New Markets Sales that I’m not even sure I had a Plan B.

The dance continued. I kept finding ways to spend time around, and to do things for, Rudy and his little crew. Finally, by week eight, the VP running the New Markets desk told Rudy, “Take Greg out for dinner”—a request that I think was a mixture of “Give him the final vetting” and “Give him the sense that we’re interested in having him come work for us.”

The dance heated up. I knew what was going on, and I was excited. This was what I wanted. It was South Africa, it was Israel. The desk seemed like a great starting point for my career: With just five people, it felt manageable. I knew I would get on well with the group; they got on well with one another. Plus, Rudy and I had clicked right away. The more I learned about business, the more I realized that everything was about personalities, and Rudy’s and mine just meshed.

On the evening he and I went out for dinner, I was a little surprised at how casual the whole occasion was. I’m not sure what I was expecting. First, we stopped to pick up Rudy’s dry cleaning. He dropped it off at his walkup at Sixty-Second and Lex. Then he said, “Why don’t we get some sushi.”

Today, twelve years later, sushi is my favorite food. At the time, though, I had never summoned up the guts to eat raw fish. I was a little hesitant. “Try it,” Rudy said. “You’re going to like it.” A few pieces of yellowtail sashimi later, I started warming up to it.

I was a little bit nervous, but it was a good kind of nervousness. Rudy asked me about myself and my background—this was clearly the vetting part—but mainly it just felt like casual dinner conversation over sushi and Sapporo beer. We talked about the other members of Rudy’s team, and then I could tell it was my move. Another intricacy of the dance: the interns had been warned early in the summer never to assume somebody you wanted to work for knew you wanted it. If you really want something, we were counseled, say so, in no uncertain terms. When to say so was the whole question. Now was the time. I decided not to hold back. I said that I really wanted to work with New Markets. Rudy smiled.


———



The last night of the summer program, about fifteen interns, a few women included, went on an extracurricular outing to Scores, the New York strip club that Howard Stern made famous on his radio show. We were all having fun drinking and enjoying the scenery, until I saw an intern I knew, an Asian guy named Jon, waving at me from the club’s VIP section. (Jon, a man of refined tastes, had boasted throughout the summer how many times he’d eaten at Le Bernardin and Daniel, two of New York’s finest restaurants; like Adam, he would also later go on to manage billions of dollars at a hedge fund.) Another intern, a Persian pal of mine, and I walked up to the rope blocking the entrance to the VIP lounge, and Jon waved the two of us past the bouncer. This was exciting stuff. After what seemed like about five minutes of dances from a few blond bombshells, my Persian buddy and I were informed that we each owed $750. Seven hundred and fifty dollars! I certainly didn’t have that kind of money to throw around—it would have been a significant portion of my total net worth. With dark looks and muttered threats, the bouncer escorted my friend and me out the back door. I remember thinking that we were very lucky not to have been beaten up on the pavement behind the club.


———



Minor misadventures notwithstanding, the summer had ended well. I knew that I wanted to work for Goldman Sachs, but did Goldman Sachs want me? When you leave for the summer, there’s a protocol: the firm does not guarantee you anything. You have to wait a few weeks to find out your fate. I felt I had about an 85 percent chance of getting an offer. I went in to work on the last day and said goodbye and thanked everyone I had met. I made sure to say goodbye to my intern manager, a VP named Mike—he would probably be the guy who would call to say whether I’d gotten a job.

“Thanks for everything, Mike,” I said.

“You did a great job, Greg. We’ll let you know,” he told me.

I turned around, feeling hopeful.

“Oh, one more thing,” Mike added. “Next time you go out for a big night on the town, make sure you bring enough cash.” He had a wry smile on his face.

News travels fast on Wall Street.
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