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PRAISE FOR


BRADLEY C. BIRKENFELD


“Bradley Birkenfeld—a name you will never forget.”


—NEW HAVEN REGISTER


“The most significant financial whistleblower of all time.”


—CNBC


“Simply put, Birkenfeld must be considered among the biggest whistleblowers of all time.”


—TAX NOTES


“If a single person can be credited with drawing popular attention to the offshore world, it may be Bradley Birkenfeld.”


—FINANCIAL TIMES


“In 2007, the veil of secrecy was shattered by a whistleblower named Bradley Birkenfeld.”


—THE WASHINGTON POST


“UBS whistleblower Bradley Birkenfeld deserves a statue on Wall Street, not a prison sentence.”


—NEW YORK DAILY NEWS


“I will say that without Mr. Birkenfeld walking in the door of the Department of Justice in the summer of 2007, I doubt as of today this massive fraud scheme would have ever been discovered by the United States government.”


—DEPARTMENT OF JUSTICE PROSECUTOR


“The comprehensive information provided by the whistleblower was exceptional in both its breadth and depth and formed the basis for unprecedented actions against UBS AG.”


—INTERNAL REVENUE SERVICE WHISTLEBLOWER OFFICE


“So does Mr. Birkenfeld deserve the award of $104 million? Every penny!”


—INTERNAL REVENUE SERVICE AGENT
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For my brother Doug, who has been with me from the first day I started on this roller-coaster ride. A loyal friend and brilliant lawyer, he witnessed the corruption, understood what was going on, and advised me along the way.




“An event has happened, upon which it is difficult to speak, and impossible to be silent.”


—EDMUND BURKE, EIGHTEENTH-CENTURY IRISH PHILOSOPHER
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FOREWORD


BY PETER SCHWEIZER


WHEN WE THINK OF THE “COLOR OF MONEY,” most people first imagine the faded green of a US dollar or the blue and reddish tints on a Euro note. Passed from hand to hand, the light-colored bills ruffle gently, with shiny flecks of thread testifying to their authenticity.


In business, money is black letters on the white background of a spreadsheet or a receipt. But in the world of political corruption and banking secrecy, that background itself goes dark, the better to obscure the digits that show evidence of tax evasion, money laundering or influence-peddling.


Lucifer’s Banker Uncensored descends into these dark places and exposes how wealthy people can hide their assets from the government—and use those assets to help corrupt the very same governments. It is a practice that still goes on in many places around the world, but one that needs to be brought out of the deep darkness of secret records, numbered accounts, and offshore companies. Bradley Birkenfeld’s courageous story shows how hard that really is.


My experience parallels with Brad’s revelations in many ways, but we work different sides of the street. He knows the financial ledgers, the account holders, and the faces behind those secure safe deposit boxes. In my work as an investigative journalist, I cannot ordinarily see those things. Instead, my team and I look at how those funds wind up influencing governments and buying politicians. A great example here is the connection between UBS and the Bill and Hillary Clinton Foundation, Inc. I wrote a book in 2015 called Clinton Cash: How and Why Foreign Governments and Businesses Helped Make Bill and Hillary Rich that revealed the activities of the Clintons’ family charity, especially while Hillary was serving as President Obama’s first Secretary of State. Our research found many coincidences and overlaps between actions by the Obama administration and the pattern of countless donations to the Clinton Foundation.


But what my team did not discover was the vast tax evading schemes that existed in certain overseas banking institutions that enabled wealthy Americans to hide their money—sometimes in very large quantities—from U.S. tax authorities. Although what these tax-cheaters were doing was illegal in the United States, it was not only legal, but encouraged, in those foreign countries. Secret numbered accounts, laws that prohibited the disclosure of such accounts and assured absolute secrecy for the depositors, and elaborate investment schemes which enabled depositors to earn large profits, all invisible to the American tax authorities and prosecutors were invisible to investigative reporters like me. Invisible, that is, until Bradley Birkenfeld came along with his tell-all story.


No matter how many laws and regulations are enacted in any country, wealthy people will inevitably try to find ways to mask their wealth, its sources, and where it gets hidden. They can and do pay lots of money to financial experts to help them orchestrate this; smart, wealthy people will always find a way to cheat the system.


That is why Lucifer’s Banker Uncensored is so important. Investigative journalists like me and the research team at the Government Accountability Institute must spend months, even years, sifting through records that often mask more than they reveal. But an insider who really knows the stories, motivations, names and faces behind all those digits will always know more than we can glean. So, when banking insider Bradley Birkenfeld became disgusted with the nefarious dealings he saw firsthand at UBS and decided to become a whistle-blower, we must pay attention.


Our reporting on Bill and Hillary Clinton’s activities dovetails nicely with what you will learn here. We reported on how the former president received his largest paydays since leaving the White House while his wife was serving as Secretary of State. This included $1.8 million from TD Bank in Canada for giving 10 speeches over roughly a two-year period, right around the time the bank was the largest shareholder in the Keystone XL pipeline project. Brad will tell you about how UBS Wealth Management paid the former president $1.5 million for a series of “fireside chats” Bill Clinton agreed to do for their high net worth clients. Not only that, UBS also donated more than $600,000 to the Clinton Foundation.


Will it surprise you to learn these chats and contributions were happening right around the same time that his wife, the Secretary of State, was negotiating a sweetheart deal with the Swiss government on behalf of UBS?


I use the example of the Clinton Foundation not to dwell on the past, but to make clear that its actions set a dangerous precedent that will be exploited again and again. These sorts of second-hand financial transactions that benefit the family estates of politicians like the Clintons, and more recently Joe Biden and his son Hunter. Unlike the blatantly illegal tax cheat schemes created by UBS and the Swiss, these schemes are not actually illegal. Nothing prevents any cabinet officer from putting his or her spouse or family member on the speech circuit to begin collecting large paychecks from foreign entities or from running a family foundation that takes in hundreds of millions of dollars from foreign governments and international corporations while they are in office. I believe that needs to be corrected.


As told in this riveting tale, until Bradley C. Birkenfeld disclosed the rampant Swiss banking tax fraud, financially powerful political donors and the politicians that reaped the bounty directly benefitted from the corruption with impunity. All while the American people suffered. Lucifer’s Banker Uncensored should serve as a road map to help identify and correct the insidious corruption that has infiltrated nearly every level of government over the past several decades. All taxpaying Americans and foreign governments owe Brad a great debt of gratitude for both what he has revealed, and the legal ordeal he went through while revealing it. Inside this rollicking tale of living big for a time is the story of how one man could single-handedly upend the methods and practices of the world’s largest banking institution—UBS. I hope you will come to share the commitment to reforming our politics and our disclosure laws, so that his historic work will not be in vain.





PREFACE


UNCENSORED


“There isn’t enough makeup at Estée Lauder to cover up for that family’s secret numbered bank accounts at UBS in Switzerland.”


—DOUGLAS K. BIRKENFELD


ON OCTOBER 16, 2016, Lucifer’s Banker made its worldwide debut at the National Press Club in Washington, DC.


It was a cool, rainy night in the nation’s capital, but that didn’t dampen my victorious celebration, the culmination of a battle I’d been waging for ten years. I was the secret Swiss private banker who’d come in from the cold, turned over reams of hard evidence to the US government, broken the back of the Swiss secret numbered accounts, and become the most impactful financial whistleblower in history.


Outside the press club, flatbed trailers roamed the streets with enormous billboards of my book cover and my smiling face. Inside, more than 150 guests, reporters, my faithful supporters, family, and friends enjoyed a sumptuous feast and drank flutes of champagne. Speeches were made, cameras flashed, books were signed, waves of applause vibrated the building, and there were hugs and congratulations all around. But all of that had come with a price.


For my historic efforts, which included recovering billions of dollars for American taxpayers, the US Department of Justice had turned on me and sent only me to prison for nearly three years. I’d been placed on probation and forbidden to travel internationally. I’d had my passport revoked, and they’d tried to muzzle me. And then, the IRS had flipped the bird to the DOJ and given me a $104 million whistleblower award, the largest such payout in history. Talk about the fickle finger of fate.


And still, telling my story turned out to have its own set of slings and arrows. With the manuscript for Lucifer’s Banker ready to roll, literary agents and publishers loved my true tale of nefarious Swiss bankers and high-life adventures—until the Deep State picked up the phone. Major publishers, such as Hachette, Simon & Schuster, and St. Martin’s Press were just about to sign contracts on the dotted line, and then pulled out at the last minute. Doors slammed closed; emails went unanswered—no apologies given, just silence. I knew far too much. I’d named too many power players in my book, such as Hillary Clinton, John Kerry, Kevin Costner, and Leonard Lauder. And powerful people have powerful friends.


It seemed like game over, except that Birkenfelds never quit, and I found a publisher willing to take on the project. Yet again, just before the hardcover release, major players who were neck-deep in the Swiss bank account game, such as Costner and Lauder, threatened to sue if their names were exposed. Lawyers were howling like wolves at my publisher’s door, and we had no choice but to censor Lucifer’s Banker. The book was released and published in seven foreign languages, to kudos and fantastic reviews all around, but that night at the National Press Club was a bittersweet event. Being censored was like declaring war, and I vowed to return.


No more. With this new version, Lucifer’s Banker Uncensored, the captains courageous at Republic Book Publishers have joined me in my battle to tell the whole truth, and nothing but that. What you are about to read here has all the facts that were stripped from the original version, and so much more, including a brand-new chapter, with new documents and photos, relaying all the hair-raising adventures that transpired after that night in 2016 in Washington, DC. This is my whole story, with nothing held back.


Many people tried to stop me before from exposing their nefarious misdeeds. Now they can face me in court. If you’ve never heard this story before, hang on for a wild ride. As the old adage goes, “the truth shall set you free.”


BRADLEY C. BIRKENFELD


THE ISLE OF MALTA


SEPTEMBER, 2020


WWW.LUCIFERSBANKER.COM 





PROLOGUE


FALL GUY


“I fear that foreign bankers with their craftiness and tortuous tricks will entirely control the exuberant riches of America and use it to systematically corrupt civilization.”


—OTTO VON BISMARCK, GERMAN CHANCELLOR


JANUARY 8, 2010


MINERSVILLE, PENNSYLVANIA


ALL ROADS THAT LEAD to federal prisons are long.


There are no exits, no shortcuts to quicken the journey and dull the pain of anticipation. All such roads are built on decisions, with hairpin turns and lost highways. That final leg might involve a quick mile’s ride from a courthouse, or a six-hour trip aboard a fume-choked prison bus, but it’s always the payoff of a life gone crazy, and it always ends the same way.


For me, the road to Schuylkill Federal Correctional Institution seemed endless on that freezing Friday morning. It was only an hour’s drive from my hotel in Scranton, Pennsylvania, to the prison in some backwater town, but it felt like a year. Inside the Lexus I could see my breath, and outside the snow fell in wind-whipped veils, making the blacktop slick and risky. I’d wanted to take the wheel myself, one last spin before they locked me up, but I’d been slapped with a curfew, branded with an ankle monitor, and didn’t have a car anymore. So, my older brother Doug, who’s almost six foot four, like me, drove through the storm. I made a few last phone calls to friends from the car, but mostly we sat there in tight-lipped silence, heading for an appointment that neither of us wanted to keep.


I knew this was going to be hard on Doug, maybe even more than on me. He was damn proud of me for what I’d done, blowing the top off the biggest banking and tax fraud conspiracy in history, and he was furious with the Department of Justice. Doug thought I deserved the Medal of Freedom instead of a pair of leg irons. I tried telling him it would be all right.


“Hey, dude, chill out,” I said as I looked at his white-knuckled fingers gripping the wheel. “I can do three years in the slammer standing on my head.”


But Doug wasn’t buying it. He was outraged, bitter, and vengeful. And since there’s no point in pretending otherwise, I was too.


I gave up on my phony bravado as the car entered a long curve through a forest of snow-slathered pines. The wheels suddenly lost traction and the car started to drift, but Doug handled the skid like a Formula 1 driver, and he didn’t slow down. He was hunched over the wheel, staring through the windshield, where the wipers were on full and slapping at the snow. They sounded to me like a metronome attached to a time bomb. Maybe that’s a little dramatic, but they did.


“Take it easy, brother.” I reached over and gripped his shoulder. “I’m in no rush.”


Doug finally smiled, but it was more like a death’s-head grin, and we both turned inward again.


I’ve heard that when you’re about to die a violent death, your whole life flashes before your eyes. Luckily, I’ve never experienced that, but I can say firsthand that when you’re about to be locked up in prison, a similar phenomenon occurs. Yet my looking back felt more like some terminal disease, during which I had plenty of time to go over every joy and sorrow, plus all the perfect moves I’d made and a couple of dumbass screwups. My life didn’t flash before my eyes; it unwound slowly, like an old film on a rickety movie projector.


I had no regrets, and I’m not a fan of pity parties. But there were things I sure as hell would’ve changed. For instance, I would never have trusted my Swiss bank bosses to have my back, when I knew deep down that traits like integrity were not in their bones. And I would definitely not have gone to the US Department of Justice, expecting them to protect me while I handed them, on a silver platter, the biggest tax fraud scheme in history. Even at the ripe old age of forty-four, I still had faith in the American justice system. Well, you live and learn.


What really occupied my mind as we drove were the things I’d miss: the lifestyle I’d worked my butt off to achieve, my parents and brothers, my friends, and my liberty. I knew that an hour from now I’d be faced with some very stark contrasts: the Disneyland of my life before today, and the Tower of London after.


I leaned back and closed my eyes, recalling my roller-coaster ride. Just two years ago I’d been living the kind of existence most men can only dream about, and the sights and smells and sensations of it all washed over me again like a warm Caribbean wave.


And there I was, back in Geneva, Switzerland, lounging on the veranda of my luxury third-floor flat overlooking Cours de Rive. Steam curled from a fine china cup of espresso, and the orange pages of the Financial Times fluttered in the morning breeze. A mound of fresh strawberries from the farmers’ market across the street glistened on my marble table, and the Swiss trams below were rolling back and forth like a Christmas-morning train set. On Saturdays my lively Eaux-Vives neighborhood was quiet, the cabarets shuttered at dawn, and I could hear the clops of horseshoes on cobblestones from a tourist carriage in the distance. Sunlight glinted off the snow-capped Swiss Alps, and Diana Krall jazz wafted through my tall French windows.


My exotic Brazilian girlfriend, Thais, was still inside, relaxing on a pile of Persian pillows. We were both hungover yet happily sated. I could still feel her skin, soft as Nepalese silk, and I could hear that provocative Portuguese accent calling out something that made me grin.


“Bradleeey, come back into bed, darling. And bring that thing I love with you.”


It was one of those glorious weekends again, when we’d hop in my fire-red Ferrari 550 Maranello and take the drive to Zermatt, roaring through magnificent mountain passes, sunglasses glinting above our grins. My Swiss chalet was perched at the top of the picturesque town, where cars were forbidden, so we’d park at a small village near the base of the mountain range and take the cogwheel train up a long, steep valley to the summit. And finally, after one last climb, we’d arrive, standing breathless and thrilled before my picture-window view of the Matterhorn.


Maybe it wasn’t so special, unless you’re partial to magnums of Laurent-Perrier champagne, fresh beluga caviar, or boxes of Churchill cigars just flown in from Havana. I guess it was nice if you like Frigor Swiss chocolates, Audemars Piguet watches, Brioni suits, and gorgeous girls who care only about pleasing you and having a great time. But just imagine all that, and then—the best thing about it—it had all been paid for in cash.


After all, it was all about the money, right? That’s why I’d gone into international banking, gotten a master’s degree at the university in La Tour-de-Peilz, and put my nose to the grindstone in Geneva. That’s why I was recruited for a coveted job at the Union Bank of Switzerland, UBS, the biggest and the best bank in the world. And once there, as the only American on an elite team of Swiss private bankers, I’d perfected my game, flying first-class all over the world, staying in five-star resort hotels, and seducing scores of one-percenters into stashing their fortunes in secret Swiss numbered accounts, no questions asked. Armed with a big pair of cojones, financial smarts, and plenty of charm, I’d made millions of dollars for UBS, as well as for my clients, with a nice fat cut for myself.


But now, as I thought it over, I knew it hadn’t been about the money at all. I’d lived the life of an Ian Fleming character, which was all about the thrill, and that’s a hunger that can get you buried. I might have kept at it, except it turned out I had this annoying itch called a conscience, and I’d finally discovered that “The Firm” had no such thing at all. Those devious bastards at UBS, my nefarious Swiss bosses, had known all along that everything we were doing was in flagrant defiance of American tax laws and I could wind up in prison till my goatee turned white. They were setting me up for a fall, along with my clients and colleagues, so I’d checkmated the Swiss mafiosi and jumped first.


Problem was, I’d landed in the wrong lap. The US Department of Justice was supposed to welcome me, protect me, thank me for being the first and only Swiss private banker to crack that impenetrable shell of Swiss secrecy and corruption, to ensure that American taxpayers would be cheated no more. But instead, the DOJ had reached out for my treasure trove with one slimy hand, and slapped cuffs on me with the other.


Scumbags. And that’s being polite.


I opened my eyes as the fury of it all welled up again from my guts, but then the scenery outside snapped me out of myself. You’re not the only disgraced samurai around, Birkenfeld. I was looking at coal country in middle America, with its run-down houses and farms, smoke curling from cracked chimneys, and rusty old cars perched on cinder blocks. I saw horses, the only mode of transport left when you can’t afford overpriced gas, standing on snow-swept hills and nosing for scraps of green. I knew this had once been a place of American heroes, men who labored deep in the earth for that black stone their countrymen craved. Many had died in collapsing mines, and many more still would die from collapsing lungs. And now they were pariahs, cursed by the environmentalists, shunned by the politicians who’d sucked up their votes and tossed them away. Betrayed by their country, just like me. Except they’d never see a ski chalet in Zermatt.


We passed a road sign: “Minersville.” Time to get my game face on. In short order, my ass would belong to the US government, payback for spilling the beans. Thanks a lot, Uncle Sam.


But I had a surprise for the federal goons; all that Swiss glitz didn’t mean that much to me. I’d grown up without it and could live just fine under the harshest conditions. After all, I’d made it through Norwich University in Vermont, one of the oldest and toughest private military academies in the nation, where every day dawned with push-ups in the snow, ten-mile ruck marches, relentless drill sergeants barking orders, hours of mind-bending classes, and then studying like crazy till midnight. I knew nothing like that would be happening at Schuylkill. The Feds couldn’t treat prisoners like ROTC cadets, which was sort of ironic because it might’ve cut down on the recidivism rate.


Anyhow, I’d already decided that whatever they threw at me, I was going to beat them at their own game. I’d always been an avid fan of that old TV show Hogan’s Heroes, a World War II comedy about a bunch of Allied prisoners turning the tables on their Nazi wardens. So, Schuylkill was going to be my “Stalag 13,” and I was going to be Colonel Hogan. Bring it on, baby.


I looked over at Doug. He’s a handsome dude, better looking than me or our older brother, Dave, with a full head of auburn hair and white teeth. Doug’s a tough attorney, and when his ire’s up, he sticks his big chin out and lasers his target with those cold blue eyes. Right now his jaw was rippling.


“You’re pissed,” I said.


“Nah, I love taking my baby brother to prison. Maybe we can get Dave indicted on something so I can drive him too.”


I laughed at that. The minute you can’t laugh anymore, you’re finished.


“Relax, dude,” I said. “This’ll all go by in a flash; you’ll see.”


“I feel like I want to kill somebody,” he seethed. “Somebody like Kevin Downing.”


I sure as hell agreed with Doug’s urge. Kevin Downing was a senior prosecutor at the Tax Division of the Department of Justice, the one to whom I’d first brought my case. I’d handed him the keys to the kingdom, all the secrets of illicit Swiss banking, and he’d turned on me like a rabid dog. Doug, an attorney with impeccable ethics, viewed Kevin Downing as the profession’s lowest life-form: petty, hypocritical, self-serving, and basically a spiteful prick.


“Anyone else on your list?” I asked.


“After Downing? Yeah, Olenicoff.”


Ah, yes, Igor Olenicoff. Just the mention of his name made my blood boil too. Olenicoff was a Russian-born California real estate mogul, a multibillionaire, and he’d been my biggest client at UBS. We’d met at one of those yacht marinas where every boat costs as much as a mansion, the crews all look like Abercrombie & Fitch poster boys, and the yacht owners’ mistresses flash their silicone boobs and diamond bracelets right in front of the wives. I’d met with Olenicoff again after that and had introduced him to my colleague in Liechtenstein, Mario Staggl, a wizard at making money and identities disappear.


Olenicoff was big money, and he wanted a large chunk of it stashed away for a rainy day from the prying eyes of the IRS. So, Mario had created two Liechtenstein trusts with three underlying Danish shell companies, with Olenicoff as the ultimate beneficiary. Soon after that I had $200 million of his US real estate profits sitting in several UBS Swiss numbered accounts. The only thing identifying Olenicoff as the true account holder was an index card with his name on it, and his code name. That card was locked in a safe at our Geneva headquarters, and the only ones who could access it were me and my boss, Christian Bovay. No one else at UBS knew Olenicoff’s identity.


Technically, nothing about this arrangement was illegal, unless Olenicoff “forgot” to declare his Swiss stash of cash on his US tax returns. I had plenty of wealthy American clients at UBS, and whether or not they filled out a W-9 was none of my business. But don’t get me wrong. I wasn’t a choirboy, and I knew what I was doing. And UBS kept hounding us “hunters” to bring in more rich folks with cash, so I’d sent my conscience on sabbatical and played the game. It wasn’t until I found out that my bosses were going to hang me out to dry that I took preemptive action and turned them in.


Then the US Department of Justice made me a deal I couldn’t refuse. “Give us the names of your American account holders, Birkenfeld. All the names, or we’re going to prosecute you too.” Didn’t leave me much choice. If you’re going to blow the whistle, you don’t get to select whom you’d like to protect.


At the time, Igor Olenicoff was the typical arrogant billionaire while being cheap as hell; I didn’t feel bad about ratting him out because I figured he’d hire the best lawyers money could buy and wriggle out of it just fine. Igor even confided in me that he wished in his next life he could come back as a Newport Beach housewife. When I asked him why, he responded, “Because all they do is spend their husbands’ money.” What a great guy!


And I was right about that, but wrong about the Department of Jackasses. Gratitude wasn’t in their DNA. They charged Olenicoff with tax fraud and me along with him as a coconspirator! And just to make sure I went to prison, they claimed I hadn’t turned his name over until after I was indicted.


It was unbelievable. I hadn’t given the DOJ the name—and they knew why. But I’d already testified under oath after being subpoenaed before the US Senate, and detailed my extensive dealings with Olenicoff. But at my sentencing hearing, Kevin Downing looked the judge in the eye and said I’d held that name back. Poker-faced and sincere as Satan, Downing claimed I was covering up for a rich client and hoping to make a buck later for being a good boy.


Bang went the judge’s gavel. Prison for Birkenfeld.


I’ll never forget that feeling, or the sound of that gavel smacking mahogany. It was my Lee Harvey Oswald moment. Somebody just got killed, and guess what? You’re the fall guy.


Olenicoff, on the other hand, had made a deal with the devil and gotten off with two years’ probation and a fine for back taxes. The fine amounted to $52 million, which sounds like a lot, but it was pocket change for him. But what happened after that was the poisoned icing on the cake. Olenicoff then sued UBS, me, and more than thirty other individuals and business entities, claiming that we were responsible for his failure to pay his taxes! Talk about balls. You cheat on the government for decades, somebody turns you in, and that’s the guy you go after, the one who’s going to jail while you go back to your champagne orgies. By that time my legal fees had wiped me out and my lawyers had quit. I’d soon be in lockup, defenseless, while Olenicoff partied on and trashed me in court.


What a country, right? Land of the Free, if you can afford the price of liberty.


But stick with me for one last tagline on the whole affair. Olenicoff had a beloved son, Andrei, a guy I liked much more than his father. He was a classy young man, handsome and hardworking. I’d even attended his wedding in Newport Beach, California, to a sweet young woman named Kim. And then one day, Andrei was driving his jeep on Route 1 along the coast, and for some reason the brakes failed and he wound up dead. I was shocked and genuinely saddened. Kim was devastated, and Igor Olenicoff has been forever heartbroken.


I guess the real moral of that story is no matter how much money you have, or how clever you think you are, you can’t fix dead. As the old saying goes, nothing is certain except death and taxes; and ironically Igor got a big fat taste of both.


I turned my attention back to Doug, who now had a smirk on his lips. I could tell he’d been thinking about Olenicoff’s twist of fate too.


That’s the thing about us Birkenfeld boys; we’re a tough, fiercely competitive bunch, fighters by nature. Our dad is a well-known neurosurgeon, and the three of us brothers grew up playing hockey and football and working odd jobs pretty much from the time we could walk. We were comfortable, but never spoiled. Our surname means “field of birches” in German. That was us, tall and hard, sometimes bending in the wind, but never breaking. If you wanted to cut us down, you’d better show up with something bigger than a butter knife.


We turned a bend in the pounding storm, cruised down a long slim road, and then I saw it: Schuylkill (pronounced “school-kill,” which made it sound like you wouldn’t learn a damn thing there). It was out in the middle of nowhere, surrounded by forests and sprawled over an open pitch the size of ten football fields. The main entrance was a low concrete rectangle with smoked black windows and rows of razor wire coiling across the roof. An American flag whipped in the wind, its rope pulleys banging on the pole. My stomach tightened up. Time to pay the piper.


Outside on the street I saw a bunch of television news vans and a line of journalists’ cars at the curb. Camera crews and reporters from all over the world were milling around in down jackets and slapping their arms in the cold. When they saw our car, they tossed their coffee cups away and flicked on their lights and microphones. They were there because they’d been tipped off, by me. I was determined to call a press conference and tell the US government just what I thought of their bullshit lies as they locked me up.


If you haven’t gotten the gist of me yet, I’m a hammer looking for nails.


“Here we go,” Doug said as he parked at the back of the line. I got out and looked up at the sky, the snow coming down in big fat flakes, my last look at the free world before they put me away for three years. I was dressed like a regular dude, in a lumberjack flannel shirt, a red ski jacket, and a black baseball cap. Then I spotted one friendly face.


The only lawyer still on my side was Stephen Kohn, and he wasn’t getting paid. A diminutive guy with wiry gray hair, glasses, and always an optimistic grin, he was as smart as they come and feisty as a pit bull. He was also chief counsel for the National Whistleblower Center in Washington, DC. Steve was convinced the government owed me a fat reward, and he was going to get it, or die trying. I loved the guy but thought he was a dreamer. I gave him a nod as I started that long last walk, with Doug walking shotgun beside me.


The reporters crowded around, and then I saw two prison guards in black parkas, slinging pistols and batons, stomping over from the main entrance. One of them waved his gloved hands in a panic.


 “You can’t have a press conference here!” he shouted. “This is private property!”


I shot my finger down at the road and gave him a blast of my New England accent. “This road belongs to the American people, not you. This is federal property. Are you going to deny me my First Amendment rights?”


The guards mumbled to each other, cursed, and backed off. A small female reporter looked up at me and stuck her microphone in my face.


“Mr. Birkenfeld, you’re here to surrender yourself to federal authorities for conspiracy to commit tax fraud,” she said as she posed for her cameraman. “Do you have anything to say?”


I gave her my best Clint Eastwood.


“I would like to say how proud I am to be courageous enough to come forward and do what I did to expose the largest tax fraud in the world.” The reporters worked their recorders and scribbled notes. “And this is what I’m getting.” I cocked my chin at the prison. “An indictment from the Department of Justice.” Then I gave them all my steeliest stare. “You can draw your own conclusions.”


A jumble of questions spat from the crowd, but I’d already fired my shot across the government’s bow. Steve Kohn pushed past me and let his raw emotions fly.


“To take a whistleblower who was responsible for the single largest recovery to American taxpayers and put him in jail? It’s a travesty of justice! A miscarriage of justice! It’s grotesque.”


With that, I patted Steve on the shoulder, shook my brother’s hand, broke from the crowd, and walked up the concrete slabs to the entrance. The two guards cranked my arms behind my back and slapped cuffs on me. Claangg.


They marched me inside and slammed the doors. The din of the reporters outside went dead; no sound but the snowmelt hitting my shoes. We walked through a reception area of whitewashed walls hung with portraits of jowly wardens. The linoleum floor smelled like a high school gymnasium, an odor I happen to like. At the end of it, a portly blonde woman sat at a high desk, looking about as pleased as the Wizard of Oz. She already knew who I was, but I snapped to attention anyway.


“Birkenfeld, Bradley C.,” I reported.


She didn’t appreciate my snide side. “Miss-terr Birkenfeld, do you have anything on your person?”


I took off my watch, an Audemars Piguet Royal Oak Offshore T3, the same model worn by Arnold Schwarzenegger in Terminator 3.


“Just this,” I said as I handed it to her. “Don’t lose it. It’s worth twenty-five thousand bucks.”


She blinked at me, picked it up like it was a hissing cobra, and dropped it in a manila envelope.


The guards walked me into “Processing,” an empty room with steel lockers that stank like dirty socks. They stood me up in front of a wall and took my prison photograph. I grinned as the camera flashed.


“Why the hell are you smiling?” one of them sneered.


“Because I’m here to have fun,” I said.


The guards stiffened and shot each other a look. The other one jabbed a finger at my foot.


“Where’s your ankle monitor?”


“I cut it off last night with a knife. Gave it back to probation.”


After that, they took off my cuffs and watched me like a pair of kittens trapped in a cage with a jackal as I stripped and gave them my clothes.


A few minutes later, I was wearing tighty-whities, a gray T-shirt, an olive drab prison uniform, and lace-up work boots. The outfit didn’t faze me; I’d done my research. I knew I was supposed to be going into the minimum-security wing, something like an army barracks where the white-collar perps did their time.


A doctor in a white lab coat came in, checked my blood pressure, and pronounced me fit to be tied. The guards cuffed me again and marched me back out to Ms. Happy Face. She was stamping down on some forms.


“So, where’s the dormitory?” I asked her. “I’d hate to miss lunch.”


She glared at me over her glasses. “You’re not going there today, Mr. Birkenfeld.”


“Oh? Where am I going?”


“Solitary.” She pointed up at the ceiling. “Orders from upstairs.”


I got it. The warden was probably pissed that I’d turned his prison into a public spectacle at the front gate. So, he’d decided to throw me in the cooler. But I knew if I asked for how long, it would come off as fear, so I just gave her my Birkenfeld grin.


“Works for me,” I said. “I like my alone time.”


One of the guards wrenched my elbow and led me through a buzzlock door. I heard the other one mutter to Ms. Happy Face, “First time I’ve ever heard that.”


It was a long, silent corridor leading to one heavy door at the end, with a small bulletproof window and a monster-sized lock. The guard pulled it open, took off my cuffs, shoved me inside, and slammed the door. I turned to the window as he was cranking the key, gave him a wink, and said, “Have a nice weekend.”


He flinched a little and walked away, quickly.


I’d learned something important a long time ago, long before I got into business and banking. And I’d learned it on the ice, playing high school hockey in Massachusetts. Let folks know who you are right away: a guy who seems friendly, but totally unpredictable. Look down at them and give them that leopard smile that doesn’t touch your eyes, and they’ll know not to screw with you.


Sure, throw me in prison. Pretend you’re the law of the land, protector of the people, doing what’s right and true. Invite me in with all my secrets that I’m giving up of my own accord, risking my entire career, not to mention my life. Then betray me, tell me I’m a dirtbag, while you make under-the-table deals with the Big Dogs and let all the real sharks swim away. Go ahead: toss me in solitary and throw away the key.


But just remember one thing, boys. I’ll be out someday.


And you’re going to pay.





PART I
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MAKING THE CUT


“Greed, for lack of a better word, is good.”


—GORDON GEKKO, WALL STREET


YOU DON’T REALLY WANT TO KNOW about my childhood. But I’m going to tell you anyway, so just hang in there for a few pages while I wax poetic.


I grew up in a castle.


That probably got your attention, but it wasn’t a real fortress of knights and damsels; it was just what everyone in our small town of Hingham, Massachusetts, called it: “The Castle” (Exhibit 1). The house was a sprawling six-bedroom edifice of stone, with gables, turrets, and lead-paned glass windows, built in the early twentieth century by a wealthy industrial baron. It was perched on five acres of manicured lawns, surrounded by additional acres of undeveloped conservation land with a three-hundred-foot driveway almost abutting the quaint Hingham harbor. If you drove by it today, you’d think, Rich folk, spoiled kids, but in truth it became “Schloss Birkenfeld” in the late 1960s for less than the current price of a Jeep Wrangler. And the reason I remember the acreage so well is that my brothers and I mowed the lawn every week, every spring, summer, and fall.


As I mentioned previously, my dad was a well-respected neurosurgeon in Boston, a man who believed in studying hard, working harder, and only enjoying your downtime if you deserved it. He’d gone to a Quaker boarding school in Pennsylvania as a child (which seemed a bit odd to me, since he hailed from Russian Jews), and that’s where he acquired a “You’re not going to learn much if your gums are flapping” viewpoint on education. My mom was a beautiful former fashion model and a registered nurse, raised as a Protestant, but she’d given up all that haute couture stuff to be a stay-at-home mother, which wasn’t a disgrace back in the day, though some folks think so today.


The other figure in my young life was my mom’s brother, Major General E. Donald Walsh, a man I respected and loved very much. We didn’t see Uncle Don that often, because he was the adjutant general of Connecticut, but his influence was powerful. The man was a legend, a highly decorated combat veteran of the battles of Iwo Jima and Okinawa, and I suppose it was from him that I acquired a thirst for adrenaline and adventure.


So, when you’ve got a full-time mother with manners and class, a brilliant neurosurgeon father with an ironclad work ethic, and an Iwo Jima/Okinawa war hero uncle, you wind up with some interesting kids.


My older brothers, Dave and Doug, were good boys, with heads on their shoulders and senses of purpose. I was the one with a glint in my eye, which was good for me because the third child often gets more of a pass (Exhibit 2). But none of us were slackers. We had to mow that golf course–sized lawn and shovel that runway-length driveway. In the summers we worked odd jobs, such as mowing other people’s lawns and hauling furniture with the Teamsters union. Dad expected us to bring home good grades and encouraged us to play hockey and football to develop competitive spirits, which certainly worked in my case. We knew how to tie a tie, say “ma’am” and “sir” at Mom’s cocktail parties, and get into trouble discreetly so Dad wouldn’t find out. If he did, there’d be hell to pay.


When high school came, I begged my dad to let me go to a private academy. It wasn’t a Harry Potter thing (those books hadn’t been written back then), just something I thought would be cool. Dad’s medical expertise was in high demand, so I knew the tuition wouldn’t pinch his wallet. He sighed and complied, and I went off to Thayer Academy to don jackets and ties and snicker through chapel masses on Mondays. I got decent grades, knocked heads in hockey and football games, caroused with the girls on the weekends, and drank plenty of beer with my close cadre of friends.


By now you’re getting the picture that I always had an itch for adventure and independence, despite the careful sculpting of my erstwhile elders. Nothing was ever enough for me. By eighteen, I was an avid marksman and had purchased my own Colt .45-caliber pistol, just like the one on Uncle Don’s garrison belt. I was parachuting out of airplanes in New York and dragging my groaning buddies off to three-day treks in the Vermont mountains, where we’d camp, fish, hunt, and plot which girls we were going to bag next. Normal, lusty, Tom Sawyer/Huck Finn–type stuff.


However, I’d also gotten serious about my future. My oldest brother, Dave, was pursuing medicine, and Doug was going to be a lawyer. What about me? Well, I decided to explore a military career, and not just being some grunt with a rifle. I was going to be a fighter pilot and circle the globe as a “zipper-suited sun god.” So, I filled out applications to military academies and landed a great one.


Norwich University in Northfield, Vermont, is the oldest private military academy in the nation. As you’d expect, it’s nestled in a lush valley surrounded by mountains, and the buildings are solid brick and granite with a beautiful white chapel as a centerpiece and plenty of thick woods and rivers in which to play soldier. All branches of the service are represented at Norwich, so I came aboard as an Air Force ROTC candidate. But for the first full year, I was nothing but a “rook,” which basically means you’re on probation until your advisor (a real military officer) decides you’re worthy of the title “cadet.”


“Rook! That sun’s been up for a full minute. Why the hell aren’t you?!”


“Rook! Those boots should be shined like a mirror. If I can’t use ’em to shave, then you can’t use ’em to fight!”


“Rook! What the hell are you lookin’ at? Get your ruck and your rifle and be back here in thirty seconds! We’re going for a walk.”


Needless to say, those “walks” were often in knee-deep snow, and nobody told us how long they would be, but they were rarely less than ten miles. We learned how to wear our uniforms, both combat fatigues and snappy dress grays, and how to shoot, move, navigate in the field, keep our living quarters spotless, and be ready to spit back regulations like robots on speed. The push-ups, sit-ups, and runs were endless, but that didn’t faze me much. As a former high school athlete, I could do PT till the cows came home, which they never did.


The classes were challenging; there were some military subjects, but mostly the standards of math, English, history, and languages. All you had to do was study hard, but that came with a caveat, a catch-22. You couldn’t hit the books until all your soldierly duties were squared away, but you couldn’t focus on your buckles and rifles if you weren’t making the grades. So, every day bled off past midnight, and then you were up again five hours later, no bitching allowed. “Hit the parade ground! Hit the books!”


Well, by the end of that first year, I had made cadet, and then the real work began. I chose economics as my major, but as we swung into sophomore classes, guess what? I was already bored. The classes were interesting enough, and I enjoyed learning about finance, statistics, the stock market, and so forth; but it was all just theory unless it was fun, and fun to me always means risk.


“Hey, Beeker,” I said to my roommate, Dave Burke, one night while we were cramming for an exam in our quarters, “let’s start a business.”


“What do you mean, a business?”


I sat up on my bed. We had a nice-sized room with a sitting area, although the place was as bleak as a highway tollbooth.


“This school’s like a monastery, right? Nothing to do if you’ve got some downtime. Hell, with all this friggin’ snow, you can’t even get into town to catch a movie!”


“So, whatcha got in mind, Birkenfeld? A topless bar?”


I grinned and raised a finger. “A movie rental business.”


“You’re nuts.”


“I’m serious! Lots of guys got TVs, but half the time all we can get is a weather report or Mork & Mindy. Now, if we had a bunch of VCRs and a pile of movies …”


Now Beeker sat up on his bed too. “But won’t we get busted for that? What about the regulations?”


“I already checked the regs.” I grinned. “Nothing against making money on campus.”


“You’re a wily bastard,” said Beeker.


“I know.”


That weekend, we pooled all our cash, drove down to Boston, and came back with four VCRs, thirty movie tapes, six movie posters, and a color TV. Then we measured our sitting room, went into Northfield, and bought wood paneling, hardware, wall-to-wall carpet, and three plush lounge chairs (we figured if cadets didn’t have a TV, they could pay the fee and watch a flick in our “theater”). Before long, we had our place looking like a French cinema, and soon the word spread like wildfire from our Kilo Company barracks.


They came in droves! The guys were thrilled to be able to plop down a few bucks, take a VCR back to their rooms, and watch the latest Stallone flick. Some of them only rented the machines, so I figured they had a stash of porn somewhere. But if they got gigged for that (army parlance for “chewed out”), it was none of my business. And for the guys who wanted to just rent a film and watch it in our theater, of course we supplied popcorn at a very reasonable rate.


So pretty soon Dave and I were enjoying that ultimate goal of all businesses, return on investment, with which we paid for our books, extra-fancy military gear, off-campus beers, and weekend trips to Burlington, Vermont. It was all going smooth as silk, until one night when a big fist hammered on our door. I cracked it open.


Shit! Colonel Carbone!


Dave’s eyes bugged out like a summer cicada, and as I pulled the door open, we snapped to attention.


Carbone was a regular full-bird US Army colonel and our Commandant of Cadets advisor. His hair was high and tight, his buckles and brass like gold bullion, and he walked into our room and said nothing. We stood there like ice sculptures as his eyes scanned our wood paneling, the posters, the ordered stacks of VCRs, and a bookshelf lined with entertainment. He looked down at his spit-shined boots mashed in our high-pile carpet, and then at our fat leather loungers. Then he nodded.


“I’m impressed, gentlemen. This is considerably nicer than my own quarters.” Something akin to a smile crossed his lips. “Carry on.”


He spun on a heel and walked out. I turned to Dave and grinned.


“I told you there was nothing in the regs!”


“Jesus!” He laughed. “I almost pissed my pants!”


At the end of my sophomore year, I headed for home and applied for a few summer jobs in the Boston area. With a major in economics and a military bearing, I suppose I was attractive to the human resources folks, who were accustomed to rejecting long-haired college students with pot-pink eyes. I landed a job at one of Boston’s finest and oldest financial institutions, State Street Bank and Trust Company. The pay was fantastic, about four thousand bucks for the summer, and during three months of fetching coffee for money managers and running stock reports back and forth to the trading floor, I learned more about the real world of high finance than anything my professors could offer.


Somewhere in the back of my mind I realized that if I’d really been serious about becoming a fighter pilot, I would have sought out a job in aerospace. But the money in banking was seductive, and I did have a weakness for cash. As it turned out, the writing was on the wall.


By the end of my junior year, I was a senior cadet and upper-classman, barking at the rooks, strong as a bull, and breezing through the training routines and business classes. That summer I worked at State Street again, and in the early autumn I was back at Norwich for my final year. I was standing on the parade field one fine foliage day, watching the newbies try to figure out left face from right face, when I felt a presence beside me. It was Colonel Carbone.


“Cadet Birkenfeld,” he said as a drill instructor’s cadence calls echoed across the field. “I’ve been meaning to have a talk with you.”


“Sir?”


“You’re a good troop: smart, disciplined, and determined. But I think you need to reconsider your future.”


I turned and looked down at him. When you’re my height, you pretty much have to look down at everybody. “How’s that, sir?”


Colonel Carbone gave it to me straight, no chaser. “You’re never going to be a fighter pilot, Brad. Nowadays, all those guys are Air Force Academy graduates, engineering majors with 4.0 scores. You’re good, but you’re a finance guy, and you’ve only got a 3.0.” He shrugged, almost an apology. “And besides, you’re just too damn big for an F-16 cockpit. They’d have to squeeze you in with butter and a shoehorn.”


I wasn’t really shocked. The cadets always talked about their realistic chances of getting what they wanted in the military, and I already knew my odds were slim. Carbone was just confirming my suspicions.


“Well, what do you recommend, sir?”


“Adjust your sights,” he said. “Think of something else you’ll be happy with. If you carry on with this and join the Air Force, you’re going to wind up as a fucking missile launch officer one mile underground in Nebraska.”


And that was it. I took his remarks to heart, but I didn’t whine or get depressed or think I’d wasted my college years. I thought about that Clint Eastwood line from Dirty Harry, “A man’s got to know his limitations.” So, maybe I’d never be a fighter jockey, but I already knew I could be an ace in banking and finance.


In the winter of 1987, I packed my bags and gave one last salute to Norwich University (Exhibit 3). I’d been accepted to complete my last senior semester overseas at Richmond College in South Kensington in England, and I was totally thrilled at the prospect of immersing myself in an international center of finance; making new, foreign friends; and absorbing a wealth of European culture. I was fully formed now, sculpted, ready. I knew I would never be a war hero, but I was ready to conquer the world.


And that’s how I embarked on that long road, which included a pit stop in a prison cell.


But if you’d told me back then that at the end of its twists and turns, pleasures, intrigues, and adventures, Schuylkill awaited, I would have said, “You’re out of your mind. Birkenfelds never do time.”
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BOSTON MASSACRE


“A superior man is modest in his speech, but exceeds in his actions.”


—Confucius, Chinese philosopher


STATE STREET BANK AND TRUST COMPANY—1989


THE FIRST TIME I SAW NICK LOPARDO, the chief executive officer of State Street Global Advisors, I thought he’d walked off the set of some Godfather sequel filming down the street and wandered into the wrong building.


He came barreling through the analysts’ floor, six foot two and at least 250, stuffed into a gleaming silver suit with a bloodred tie, and he was trailed by a beefy bodyguard with a prosthetic hook for a right hand. Lopardo had thick black hair, eyebrows like centipedes, a busted nose, and a jaw wider than his fullback neck. His face was red from some sort of meeting that had pissed him off, and as he stomped past the desks, making coffee mugs tremble, the first thing I ever heard him say was directed at some kid who wasn’t quick enough to spot him.


“Get your feet off the goddamn desk! This ain’t a dugout at Fenway!”


The kid jumped in his chair and snapped his feet down so fast I thought he’d wet himself, and as we watched Lopardo storm though a pair of glass doors for the elevator, my buddy Gus Fleites leaned over and whispered, “That’s the new boss.”


Nicholas A. Lopardo. Not the very model of a stuffy Boston banker.


The son of a scrap-metal shop owner in Brooklyn, he’d played shortstop in baseball and fullback in football while at Susquehanna University in Pennsylvania. He’d only gotten a bachelor’s degree in marketing and management, figured he didn’t need any of that Wharton B-School crap, and had taken the mean streets of Little Italy out into the world of high finance. He’d spent eighteen years at Equitable Life marketing institutional pension plans, and everyone at State Street knew he was there to turn the firm’s old-fashioned snobbery of catering to blue-blooded rich folk into something much, much bigger.


When Lopardo arrived at State Street in 1987, the money-management arm had $18 billion in assets. When he finally left in 2001, he’d grown it to over $700 billion. We were all in awe of him. We all wanted to be him. He was loyal to his employees and protective as a Doberman, but also demanding as hell. Nick Lopardo took no prisoners. You had to be careful around the guy. Whenever he boomed, “People, we’re gonna make a killing,” no one was ever sure if he was talking about profits or planning to garrote some goon like Al Capone.


So, Nick Lopardo set the tune, and the rest of us danced to it.


State Street Bank and Trust Company was my first landing on the shores of big-time finance. I’d been there before, working a summer job between college semesters, but I had pretty much been in the basement along with the other Warren Buffett wannabes. We were glorified messengers, hauling piles of files for bankers we only called “sir,” delivering sandwiches and sodas to meetings about subjects way over our heads, taking notes for quick-talking superiors, and then running them off to whoever needed them, fast. For the most part I’d felt like a kid running chits for bookies, but the pay was great and the summer weather in Boston was hot and steamy. There were more than seventy universities and colleges in and around Boston, and the girls who stayed on for summer internships wore practically nothing.


Now I was a full-time employee, and after that last semester in London, I was puffed up. Like most fresh-out-of-college kids, I thought I was pretty damn slick and super knowledgeable about all this finance stuff. But this was the big time, the real deal. I was going to soak it all up like a sponge, work my butt off, and climb that ladder to riches.


State Street handled some big domestic and international pension funds, and under Lopardo’s marketing genius the firm’s fingers were reaching out and grabbing huge corporate accounts. I’ll explain that banking business paradigm briefly.


For example, let’s take a multibillion-dollar corporation like General Electric. A big company like that has a structure for making retirement payments, which start getting paid out when a loyal employee wraps up his twenty-five years, gets his gold watch, and goes home to fish. During that employee’s tenure, the company puts a tiny part of its profits into his pension fund, and in some cases, the employee can also choose to put part of his salary in there, so on the back end he’ll get more money for boats and poles.


Now, a company like GE has thousands of employees, so the pension fund is enormous—billions of dollars. But you don’t just let all that money sit there earning a lousy street bank interest of 3 percent. You invest it, preferably in something with a much bigger return, like stocks and bonds. And that’s where State Street would come in, taking over management of GE’s pension fund and making a ton more money for everybody. And of course State would take a cut for all those management and custody transactions, which is how the bank made its nut.


So, that was the business we were in. And that’s where I started, at twenty-three, working as an entry-level grunt for the international money managers, who had impressive résumés with MBA and CFA designations after their names, who worked for Nick Lopardo. I was so low on the totem pole that I had to look up to see the bottom, but that’s how new kids learned.


“Birkenfeld, add up these numbers, check ’em three times, and don’t fuck up!”


“Birkenfeld, run this purchase order over to Currency and make sure those clowns know which one’s the buy rate. And move your ass! It’s for deutsche marks, and Europe’s closing in half an hour!”


“Birkenfeld, if you walk out that door tonight before Chicago confirms that sale, they’re gonna find you facedown in the aquarium tomorrow!”


I loved it. It was fast, raucous, profane, and nonstop. I was immersed in the company of investment professionals, an atmosphere I really enjoyed. Every day—no, every hour—I learned something new. We all worked on a trading floor, sort of a mini version of a Wall Street battle zone, with phones ringing off the walls, keyboards hammering, fax machines churning, papers flying, kids like me hustling up and down the stairwells, and plenty of practical jokes. Spitballs flew, whoopee cushions farted, desk drawers got superglued shut. At one point, one of the guys got a recording of Meg Ryan doing her orgasm deli scene from When Harry Met Sally and rigged it from his computer to the sound system. Somebody closed a big deal, Meg came like a freight train, and everybody yelled, “I’ll have what she’s having!” (That only happened once—a lady in the office, of Middle East extraction, complained.)


All this, of course, unless Nick Lopardo or one of his minions showed up on the floor, and then it instantly turned into a library: straightened tie knots, erect spines, and oh-so-professional demeanors. You had to look good for Lopardo. He made that clear when he paid off a bootblack across the street and put out a company-wide directive: “Show up in the morning with your shoes shined, or don’t show up at all. It’s paid for.” One portfolio manager interpreted that as a “license to shine” and brought his entire shoe collection to work.


Lopardo, an ex-jock and huge Boston Bruins hockey fan, knew how to handle a team. He wanted us to win every game, but he didn’t need to see the locker-room antics. He expected esprit de corps, and that filtered down through our managers. You didn’t dare shut down your computer at five o’clock and go home. You went out with the boys (and our few girls) to catch a Bruins game, or to some joint like Brandy Pete’s, Tia’s, or Clarke’s just down the street, where we’d eat, raise a ruckus, drink till after midnight, go home, crash, get up six hours later, and be back at work, on time. If you didn’t do that, you’d get the dreaded “pink pump” treatment, finding a lady’s pink stiletto propped on your desk in the morning. Too many pink pumps and the guys would start looking at you like you had herpes.


Having come from the atmosphere of a military academy, this was just my style: work hard, play hard, and never miss an opportunity to have a few laughs. I earned a fearsome reputation as a “pantser.” Send some guy over to the bar to get beers for the ladies, and he comes back with his hands full, defenseless! I’d sneak up behind him and “pants” him right there, down around his ankles, with his boxers flapping. I organized the State Street softball team (aptly named Liquid Assets), where we played other banks and sometimes the Boston PD, and I pantsed them all at one point or another. The guys started calling me “the pantser commander.” Of course, I knew they were going to take revenge, so I tightened my own belt.


But back to the serious business at hand. As my time at State Street progressed, the firm was acquiring management contracts for more and more international and domestic institutional pension funds. We were handling the pension assets of multibillion-dollar corporations such as Amoco, IBM, General Electric, and NYNEX. To grow in value, those assets had to be invested in stocks, bonds, and currencies. My responsibilities began with corporate actions, working with portfolio managers to decide on actions to be taken relating to mergers, takeovers, rights issues, dividend reinvestments, and so forth. This also meant establishing relationships with brokerage houses and helping “pick the right horse” when the starting bell rang.


From there I moved over to the International Proxy group, where we applied firm guidelines to the voting of international corporate proxies to ensure such decisions would benefit our pension clients (basically advising on which way shareholders should vote on corporate actions, such as mergers and acquisitions). I voted the first-ever institutional proxy for a Japanese company. This was all part of the institutional investment arm of State Street, initially known as the Asset Management Division. But as it grew in importance, the division was rebranded State Street Global Advisors, or SSGA, and I finally wound up in the currency department, which we created. The currency men and women were sophisticated, slick; some spoke multiple languages, and they operated all over the world. Their stock in trade was foreign currency—establishing trading relationships with other banks, setting up credit facilities for our clients, and then executing foreign exchange transactions to settle foreign equity transactions and adjust currency hedge positions. I dove in headfirst to learn everything I possibly could.

OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   

     
       
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  






OEBPS/images/line.jpg







OEBPS/toc.xhtml






		Cover



		Title Page



		Copyright



		Dedication



		Contents



		Foreword: Peter Schweizer



		Preface: Uncensored



		Prologue: Fall Guy



		Part I

		1 Making the Cut



		2 Boston Massacre



		3 Cracking the Code



		4 Sports Cars and Models and Yachts, Oh My!







		Part II

		5 Burned in Bern



		6 Counterpunch



		7 Tarantula



		8 The Mexico Setup



		9 Tightrope







		Part III

		10 Hunted



		11 The Twilight Zone



		12 Blowup



		13 Scapegoat



		14 Camp Cupcake



		15 Rich Man, Poor Man



		16 The French Connection







		Acknowledgments



		Appendix



		About the Author











Landmarks





			Cover



			Title Page



			Table of Contents



			Start of Content











OEBPS/images/viii.jpg
S UBS 52

Bradley C. Birkenfeld
Director, Key Clients

UBS AG
8, rue du Rhone

CH-1204 Geneva, Switzerland
Tel. +41-22-375 61 32

Fax +41-22-375 60 80
bradley birkenfeld@ubs.com






OEBPS/images/iii.jpg
LUCIFER'S

BANKER

UNCENSORED

BRADLEY C. BIRKENFE[D

sssssssssssssssssssss

ssssssssssssss






OEBPS/images/9781645720232_cover.jpg
i
i '

¢

i LA
¢ ! \
BRADLEY C. BIRKENFELD
é 4 FORIEWOGIRIE 237 [PETERISERWIEIZER

| e
b || !





