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PROLOGUE (2017)




BASHIR


It sounded like a lawn mower, but Bashir didn’t know that, because he had never seen a lawn mower or, for that matter, a lawn. Nevertheless, by a second or two, he heard it first. He stopped and looked up, shielding his eyes from the fierce midday sun, while the others continued running in and out of the small brick building, smiling in a manic way, carrying the sacks of cash. American dollars. Crusader money, but highly valued, even in the Caliphate. Even more now that they were in retreat.


It must have been brought to the bank office in this regional trading center from the vaults of Mosul, before Mosul fell, for safekeeping. And then what? Simply forgotten? Well, not by everybody. Now Mosul, along with most of the Caliphate, was back in the hands of the Rafidha, but someone knew, and orders reached their commander, and last night Bashir and the others were dispatched from their camp to the north. Bashir’s brothers were dead, and his father had disowned him, and his wife had disappeared one night, sneaking across the desert with the baby, but Bashir was still loyal, fighting for god. And if he wasn’t, if he ever stopped, what would he go back to? He had nothing behind him, only the promise of paradise ahead.


They were in three Toyota pickups. A dozen men with AK-47s and a heavy machine gun mounted on the bed of one of the trucks, the other beds left empty to leave room for the money.


The bank manager had not been cooperative. Now he lay next to a mound of goat droppings by the side of the road, blood still running from the gash in his throat, turning the sand black.


It was Hazim, tossing a sack into the bed of the lead pickup, who heard the sound next. He had been in the struggle longer, and he knew what the sound was, and he shouted to the others, and those who heard him ran to the trucks, their hands full or empty, and leapt into the cabs or onto the beds on top of the sacks. Hazim started the engine of his vehicle and put it in gear and stomped on the gas, spraying gravel as the truck surged forward, but it got no farther than two meters before a Hellfire missile from the Predator drone struck, just where the windshield met the hood, and the Toyota and Hazim exploded in a fierce hot ball of flame and metal and dirt. Now everyone was at the remaining trucks, some in the cabs, some on the beds, some hanging on to door handles, running or being dragged. Bashir was sprawled in a truck bed on bags of dollars when the second Toyota exploded. He couldn’t see who was driving the one he was riding on, but whoever it was accelerated violently, swerving off the road onto packed dirt, heading for a concrete bridge over a dry riverbed to hide beneath. The truck bounced through a gully and Bashir tumbled sideways. He grabbed a side panel to avoid falling out and looked back, toward the bank, where he saw someone who might have been Nasruddin, their team leader, the most devout, who monitored the others’ prayers, sprawled on the ground, not moving, his clothes on fire. He saw scattered metal junk that had once been Toyotas. He saw ragged sleeves on arms detached from bodies.


And, looking up, he saw flocks of hundred-dollar bills, burning and spinning, more than he could count, pirouetting in the crystal desert air.




PART ONE




PHILATELISTS


Lot 74 opened at two hundred Swiss francs, a screen displaying the equivalents in dollars, euros, pounds sterling, and yuan, these beneath a giant blown-up photo of the lot. Which was a postage stamp, an old postage stamp, just like the seventy-three lots that had preceded it and the 212 that were to follow. This one, dated 1893, was from the Niger Coast Protectorate and bore a picture of Queen Victoria, looking solemn and remote and wearing white lacy headgear that looked sort of bridal, although Rafe was sure that wasn’t the intention, that it was more likely some sort of crown equivalent. Rafe wondered what indigenous residents of the Niger Coast Protectorate in 1893 would have made of that image, of the old white woman (their queen? their empress?) who was “protecting” them from what, France? Assuming the locals had ever seen these stamps of their British overlords. Did they ever make their way from villages and fields to a post office? (Were there post offices on the Niger Coast, wherever that was, exactly, in 1893?) To whom would they mail a letter?


Rafe’s mind returned to the twenty-first century, the one he lived in, which was odd enough. He looked around the room again—a grand reception hall in a hotel on the Quai du Mont-Blanc, blond wood walls and crystal chandeliers. Probably the site of many weddings, elegant Swiss marrying elegant Swiss. Today the room was filled with folding chairs mostly occupied by men whose own weddings were far in the past, if they were married, and, if they weren’t, well at least they had their stamp collections to keep them company. Rafe guessed he was the youngest person in the room by forty years. He wondered if he would take up stamp collecting when he was seventy. He didn’t think so.


The Niger Coast stamp sold for three hundred Swiss francs and Rafe didn’t care. Neither, apparently, did the overweight man with the ambitious combover sitting three rows in front of Rafe, who had a good view of the man at an oblique angle, which he’d accomplished by some minor chair shuffling. The man had not raised his paddle to bid. He had bid so far on just three lots—an old Chinese stamp picturing a writhing dragon, a ragged specimen from British Guiana that looked like it would shred if you breathed on it, and a scorched stamped envelope that had been on the Hindenburg when it exploded. The only thing these lots had in common was their prices. High. In his copy of the glossy illustrated auction catalogue, Rafe circled every lot the man had won and noted his winning bids—18,000 Swiss francs, 68,000, 22,000.


Now here came an old American stamp with a picture of an early automobile in the center. It was, per the catalogue, an “invert”—the automobile had been printed upside down relative to the stamp’s frame. Presale estimate: 70,000 francs. Just the kind of thing the man might bid on for his unlikely crashed zeppelin-Chinese-British Guyanese stamp collection. And the man did, and he won it bang on the nose—70,000 francs.


Rafe bid on the next lot. He was at a stamp auction after all, it wouldn’t look right if he didn’t occasionally bid on a stamp. It was something from the Kingdom of Hawaii, on an envelope, with an estimate of eight thousand francs. Like the Niger Coast Protectorate issue, it featured a queen, this one called Kaleleonalani. Her look was as glum as Victoria’s. Is this what royalty did to people? Uneasy lies the head?


The lot opened at 3,500 francs, well below its estimate. Rafe bid the next increment—4,000. Then waited for someone to bid 4,500, at which point he could gracefully bow out.


No one did.


The auctioneer, over sixty but aging nicely with a grand head of hair and a peppy blue suit, looked around, surprised, or feigning surprise. “Personne?” Nobody? Apparently not. “C’est très bon marché.” So cheap. Still nothing. Shit, thought Rafe.


The auctioneer began his countdown: Quatre mille, une fois . . . quatre mille, deux fois . . . 


The auctioneer’s hammer hovered over its pad. What would the auction house do if he failed to pay? Rafe didn’t want to find out. He had registered with his real name.


And then, thank god, Quatre-cinq. The bid came in a faint voice from behind Rafe. An old man in an ancient blazer leaning forward onto a walker. Maybe he’d just woken up. Rafe wanted to kiss him. The auctioneer looked at Rafe. Did monsieur wish to raise his bid? Monsieur pretended to consider. Monsieur concluded his deliberation and shook his head. Queen Kaleleonalani sold for 4,500. The man with the walker nodded, satisfied. The overweight man with the combover, apparently done for the day, stood up and headed for the door.


Rafe waited ten seconds, then stood and followed him out.




HARVARD CLUB


Catherine was still getting used to the Genevan don’t walk signals. Back in the States, when Don’t Walk started flashing, you could still start across the street without a thought. You had plenty of time. You could finish applying your lipstick. You could crawl. But here in Geneva, even though this was relatively easygoing Suisse Romande, not German-speaking Switzerland (which is more German than Germany), the don’t walk signals didn’t take any shit. If you were in the street when they flashed, you ran. If you were on the curb, you stayed on the curb. Or risked being run down when the signal stopped flashing and cross traffic got a green, which would happen in about two seconds.


Which Catherine figured was long enough. She’d been on the diving team at Cornell not that many years before. She was still in good shape. She didn’t like to stand and wait. And she needed a drink. So as she reached the curb and the don’t-walk started flashing, she ran.
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Rafe and Majid looked toward the sound of the honking. “Is that Catherine?” said Rafe. They had a clear view of the street from where they were standing, the terrace of a hotel bar adorned with a sign welcoming members of the Harvard Business School Club of Switzerland, a well-dressed mob of ambition and prosperity grabbing shrimp and paté from passing servers. “Who else?” said Majid. He hadn’t seen Rafe since Cambridge, where they’d been friends or, at least, friendly acquaintances. Rafe Sassaman was a casually privileged American, or that’s how he had appeared to Majid. Harvard was awash with casually privileged Americans, but Rafe’s casualness seemed less of a mask over insecurity and competitiveness than that of most of their classmates. Also, Rafe had seemed interested in the fact that Majid was from Dubai, although not enough to stay in touch after they graduated. But then today, here he was, popping up in Geneva, giving Majid an enthusiastic greeting, offering to buy him a drink and then even remembering to ask whether Majid still didn’t partake. Now Rafe swirled a bourbon on the rocks and Majid held a Sprite, an homage to the Muslim observances he mostly didn’t observe.


“She’s here?” Rafe asked.


“Yes,” said Majid. “At a private bank. Didn’t you know?” Didn’t he? That would be good.


They both watched as Catherine leapfrogged a braking Citroën.


“No,” Rafe said. “I didn’t.”


Ah, thought Majid. “Ah,” he said, sipping his Sprite. “So you haven’t been in touch? I would have thought . . . I mean, back in Cambridge, you and she . . .”


Had been fucking like rabbits.


“She holds a grudge,” Rafe said.


“She does? Shouldn’t her fiancé have been the one with a grudge?”


“Oh. Right. Him.”


“What was his name?” Majid said.


Rafe shrugged. “Chester? Hector?”


“Rafe?”
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And there she was. Catherine, maneuvering through the crowded bar, looking at him, surprised, but not to the exclusion of keeping an eye out for a waiter with a tray of drinks.


“Catherine. Yes. Hi. Wow. Long time.” Rafe took her in. It had been five years. The only change he saw was a lessening of a softness in her face she’d had when she was twenty-four. Now sharper lines, a more elegant beauty.


“Yeah. Wow.” Her wow in a lower tone than his. “What are you doing here?”


Where to begin? Rafe thought. The answer: Don’t.


“Right now, being cross-examined by Majid. He’s out of control, never could hold his Sprite.”


“He’s still funny,” Majid said. Rafe had always been a joker. The smartest clown at Harvard Business School. Admittedly not a place with a lot of competition for the title.


Catherine furrowed her brow, which could have meant concern, or skepticism, or that the sun was in her eyes. It was setting over France, just across the border.


“That was always a matter of opinion,” she said. “You thought he was funny, Majid.”


She still scanned the room for a waiter. “What are you doing here?” she said again.


“Business,” Rafe said. “I’ve got a little startup wealth management firm. I’m prospecting . . .”


He paused for a moment, seeing Catherine looking at him, waiting for him to go on. Her eyes. Sometimes they hadn’t made it from the doorway to the bed. When was the last time he had sex on the floor? Jesus.


“. . . for prospects,” he finished. Not exactly brilliant, he had to admit.


“Wealth management? So you’ll be competing with Majid?”


“I think there’s room for more than one wealth management firm in Switzerland.”


“At the moment,” said Majid, “there are six hundred eighteen.” Reminding them that he was still there. Catherine and Rafe turned to him. “That’s how many are registered. With FINMA,” he said.


Rafe turned back to Catherine. “Always did know his facts. Teacher’s pet.”


“Hey,” Majid said, mock offended. “High honors.” Catherine was still looking at Rafe.


“What’s your firm called? Where’s it set up?” she asked.


“I just got here a couple of weeks ago. It’s early days. In flux.” Weak, Rafe thought. But at least better than “prospecting for prospects.” His story needed work. “Hey, let me get you a drink. Vodka martini, up, twist?”
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They watched Rafe move away through the crowd. “He’s new in Europe,” Majid said. “He’ll ask for a martini and get straight vermouth.”


“Fifty-fifty,” Catherine said.


Majid looked at her, trying to read her. Never easy.


“What you said . . . about him competing with me . . .”


“In business,” she said. “He . . . Cambridge is ancient history.” And her arm moved, lightly brushing Majid’s hand, possibly on purpose, as they both watched Rafe heading to the bar.




ITALY


Majid stared at his computer screen, willing it to change what it displayed.


It didn’t change.


What he saw shouldn’t be, it couldn’t be.


It still didn’t change.


“You’re overreacting,” said Ron.


Ronald Haywood Harrison Mayfield, second cousin to the earl of something, about 500th in line to the British throne, was Majid’s partner in Sterling Wealth Management, which had been established eighteen months before in a small but tastefully appointed office on the Quai des Bergues, near where the Rhône flowed into the lake. The two had met on a flight from Heathrow to Dubai, Majid flying there to visit his family, Ron going ostensibly to attend a tennis tournament but actually to take a break from his. Majid felt his career was moving too slowly on the bond desk of a Wall Street firm; Ron was looking for something to do that wasn’t in England. Geneva suited them both, Majid for its abundance of people with money, Ron for its comfortable distance from Sussex.


The office furnishings had been purchased by Ron, who had brought capital into the firm from his relatives in England (who had not been grief-stricken to see him move away). He had a degree in business studies from the University of London but generally deferred to Majid’s financial expertise, which made life easier for both of them. Majid might have brought capital from his relatives in the Emirates but asking them would only have given them another chance to ask why he didn’t return home for good. With his Harvard MBA, he might have worked in the central bank or the sovereign wealth fund, and “work” could have meant actual work or anything he wanted. His brother had a position in the state tourism authority to which he diligently devoted about six hours a week, unless he needed those hours to tend to his stable of racing falcons.


Majid didn’t look up from the screen. He only shook his head.


“You’re not overreacting?” said Ron. He had a round face with puffy cheeks. Sometimes he looked twelve.


“Tomorrow’s Friday,” Majid said.


Ron looked hard at the screen. Did it say there somewhere that tomorrow wasn’t Friday? No, it said that the German prime minister had come out in opposition to the Italian bailout, which meant the European Central Bank would follow suit, which meant things looked grim for Italy.


“So?” said Ron.


“MIB options expire at 9:05 a.m.”


“MIB? The Italian index?”


Majid nodded.


Ron’s cheeks deflated. He said, tone flat, “You bought calls?”


Majid nodded. Buying calls was a bet that the index would go up. They would be a total loss if the index went down.


“How much did you bet?”


Majid didn’t answer.


Ron corrected himself. “How much did we bet?” Tone no longer flat.


“The bailout was happening.” Majid said. “It was the only logical move. Our returns are under two percent. People could do as well investing in Beanie Babies. We need to show results. We need to get on the map.”


“On the map,” said Ron. “Bloody marvelous. How . . . much . . . did . . . we . . . bet?”


Majid didn’t answer. Which was worse than answering.


“Unhedged?” said Ron.


Majid nodded.


“For fuck’s sake,” said Ron. “We’re called a fucking hedge fund!”


“I didn’t want to limit our upside.”


“Brilliant,” said Ron. “Fucking brilliant.” He rubbed his nose with his right hand and slumped into a chair. “So, tomorrow morning, at 9:05?”


Majid finally turned and looked at him. “We’re fucked.”


“So . . . if any of our clients should want to redeem . . .”


“We need more capital.”


“Under the circumstances,” Ron said firmly, as firmly as he ever said anything, “I’m not inclined to go back to my uncles.”


“I know,” said Majid. “I’m working on it.”




PLESKI


The glassed-in room at the Holborn Bank was called “the fishbowl,” a name that had two explanations. One was the obvious one that its glass walls made it transparent, so that anyone in the adjacent reception area could see in. The other was that it was where the bank’s “relationship managers” met current and potential clients—the fish.


Catherine was meeting there with a not particularly pleasant fish named Stanley Pleski. He was in his early fifties and pudgy, with a futile combover and suits that should have fit better, considering what he paid for them. Catherine thought he was repulsive, but he had ten million dollars invested with Holborn, under Catherine’s guidance. He was her fish. Today he was pulling on the line.


Half of his investment with Holborn, five million dollars, he had put, on the bank’s advice, on Catherine’s advice, into low-priced shares of a company called Kemper Media that owned a chain of struggling newspapers in the midwestern United States. It had seemed like a good idea at the time. The bank’s analysts had predicted, and Catherine had proceeded to advise Pleski, that Kemper Media was ripe for a takeover (to be followed by dismemberment), and in fact a takeover bid had come, from a media conglomerate called Plenum, the consummation of which would yield Pleski a handsome profit. But the deal had not been consummated, at least not yet, and it should have been.


“The offer expires next week,” Pleski said, which of course Catherine knew, and he knew she knew, which Catherine restrained herself from pointing out. “Plenum will renew it,” she said, “if it comes to that. They know the delay is a temporary situation.” She was sitting across a polished mahogany table from Pleski. The chairs were rich and comfortable. Her dress was pale blue, which was said to be a calming color.


Pleski was not calmed. “Temporary? You sure? You want to tell that to my five million dollars sitting in the stock of a dead company walking?”


Which Catherine chose to take as a rhetorical question. “Kemper Media is family-controlled,” she said. “Selling a company like that, it’s always an emotional issue.”


“How about the emotion of joy?” said Pleski. “All they have to do is say yes to Plenum’s offer and that entire family walks away rich.”


Dealing with a client like Pleski in a situation like this was part of Catherine’s job, at which she wanted to do well. When the skies were blue, and markets were moving in the right direction, it was easy. But sometimes prices moved the wrong way. Sometimes predictions were wrong. Sometimes there were wars, crop failures, pandemics, or outbreaks of spectacular human stupidity. That was reality, but clients didn’t expect reality. They expected wizardry. But Catherine had to stay nonconfrontational no matter what. She had to be soothing and persuasive. She could even try honesty.


“The family knows that,” Catherine said. “They want to get rich. They’re tired of the struggle to keep their grandfather’s newspapers alive. They’d rather be floating on yachts sipping Mai Tais. There’s only one member who’s holding things up.”


Pleski waited.


“One of the grandsons, Kevin,” Catherine said. “He wants to keep the company and run it himself. He thinks he can turn it around.”


Pleski leaned forward in his chair and scoffed. “Turn around newspapers?”


Good point. Catherine had considered calling the kid herself and telling him he was delusional. But she hadn’t thought that would be productive.


“Whatever his plan is,” she said, “he’s going to pitch it to the rest of the family at the next board meeting.”


“Which is when?”


“A week from today.”


“And how’s it looking? Are mom and dad going to give little Kevin the company to play with?”


“I don’t believe so. That wouldn’t be the smart decision.”


“No shit,” said Pleski. “Next week? You hear anything, any time, you let me know.” He checked his watch, picked up his briefcase.


“I think we’re going to be all right,” Catherine said.


“Damn better be. This play was your pitch.” He stood up, turned, and headed for the glass door in the glass wall.




RUE DE HESSE


The Holborn Bank’s Geneva office is on the Rue de Hesse, just west of the steep cobblestone streets of the old city, in a neighborhood where row after row of stolid granite buildings bear discreet brass nameplates: ROTHSCHILD BANK, ASSET ADVISORS, INVESTMENT CONSULTANTS, PRIVATE BANKING. Parked down the block from the entrance to the Holborn Bank was a black BMW with an Uber placard in its window. The driver was a thirty-eight-year-old man in jeans and a polo shirt. He was not large but he was a lot stronger than he looked. His name was Frank. The man in the back seat was dressed in a dark suit and a colorful (but not too colorful) tie, like a thousand other men in the neighborhood. He looked like a banker who had just gotten into his Uber.


But the Uber wasn’t going anywhere. And it wasn’t an Uber. And the man in the back was Rafe.


He and Frank were watching the door to the Holborn Bank. It opened, and Stanley Pleski appeared.


“That’s him,” Rafe said.


“Your pal from the stamp auction. You going to get together later and swap stamps? Three of my green ones for two of your red ones?”


“I don’t think that’s how they do it. They usually—” Rafe stopped. In the doorway to the bank, Catherine had appeared beside Pleski.


“They usually what?” said Frank.


Catherine and Pleski exchanged some words.


“What?” said Rafe.


“You were about to enlighten me about stamp collecting. The suspense is killing me.”


“I know her,” said Rafe.


“Who? The blonde?”


Rafe nodded.


“Lucky you,” said Frank.


Catherine turned back into the building, and Pleski came down the sidewalk with a waddling gait. Rafe and Frank looked straight ahead, keeping him in their peripheral vision. Pleski looked at his phone as he came near, his briefcase bumping against his left thigh.


Frank, back on the job, took it in. “Case looks heavy. He carry cash?”


Rafe nodded. “Sometimes.”


“How much?”


“Millions. Sometimes.”


Pleski was even with them now, not twenty feet away, talking into his phone, taking no note of the fake Uber.


“We could just grab him,” Frank said. “Get this over with.”


“No,” said Rafe. “Not yet.”




TEXTS


Majid gazed at Catherine’s martini like a hungry cowboy looking at a plate of sushi.


Catherine took a sip. Saw him looking. Asked, “Did you ever drink?”


“Not really. I experimented as a teenager back home.”


“Where drinking is illegal.”


“Illegal but legal, one of the charms of Dubai.” He took a sip of iced tea. “Anyway, my stomach objected more than my faith.”


“Well,” said Catherine, “cheers.”


They were on the terrace of the bar of the Fairmont Hotel. Over Majid’s shoulder, Catherine could see sailboats coursing on the lake while mouettes, the bright yellow water taxis, cut between them. The sun was making a rainbow in the spray from the Jet d’Eau. Haze obscured the lower slopes of the mountains in the distance, but the white snowy shoulders of Mont Blanc were visible above it. The beauty of this place still amazed her.


“How was your day?” Majid asked.


“Well,” said Catherine, “there is definitely going to be a second martini.” (This play was your pitch.) “I’m waiting for a deal to close. A ‘sure thing.’ You know how that goes.”


“Yeah,” said Majid, “I’ve heard.” (How . . . much . . . did . . . we . . . bet?)


They’d been sleeping together for three months now, but Catherine could deduce nothing from Majid’s tone. He held himself together as well as she did. That was probably why she liked him. She never had to worry about wallowing in his emotions.


“And your day?” she said.


“I’ve had better,” he said. Like, for example, the day the immigration officer at JFK had pulled him out of the line because of his Arab name and Arab face and Arab passport and locked him in a room for five hours while unseen hands disassembled his suitcase and sliced open the stitching of a two-thousand-dollar Canali suit. Even that day was better than this one.


He smiled and put his hand on hers. “Let’s make it better later. What if I come to your place tonight?”


“Sure.” She smiled back. This had been happening more often now. From once a week to twice a week, which felt about right. He was a considerate lover, thorough but not overstepping bounds, physical or emotional. He was in it for sex and company, and so was she. It didn’t hurt that he was handsome. Tawny skin, firm jaw, penetrating eyes. She had no false modesty about her own looks; why should she settle for less in a man? The thought made her think of Stanley Pleski’s fat pasty face, the ultimate contrast. And that made her raise a hand to signal a waiter for that second martini, just as her phone dinged with a text. She looked down. It was from Rafe. When can I see you?


“Word on your deal?” asked Majid.


“Hmm?”


“Your deal? The one you’re waiting to close?”


Oh, right, that. She didn’t hesitate. “No,” she said. “It’s nothing.” She looked again at the message from Rafe. And Majid’s phone went ding.


He looked at it. And smiled.


“Good news?” said Catherine.


“It is,” he said. “I’ll celebrate vicariously. Have that other drink.”




CATHERINE


Twelve hours later, the predawn sun still behind the mountains, Catherine stood on the three-meter board at the Piscine des Vernets, south of the city center, on the bank of the Arve. Other early risers were swimming laps at the indoor pool. The adjacent bar area, filled in the evenings with people who were about to swim or had finished swimming or who just liked the pickup scene at the bar, was deserted. Catherine tested the board with a bounce. Getting ready to dive, there was nothing else in her mind. No Pleski. No Rafe—she hadn’t even answered his text. And not Majid. He’d come over late, they’d had sex, he’d left while she was sleeping. It was perfectly satisfactory.


She bounced on the board again. And again. Not enough play. She stepped off and turned the wheel that adjusted the fulcrum. Remounted and bounced again. And now it was right. She stepped back into starting position and took a breath, then moved. Three forward steps, quick but smooth, then jumped straight up, high. She landed on the board and rode it down, her weight and momentum pushing until the board stopped, and then the rebound vaulted her up into empty air.


Diving had been her sport since she was ten. A sport without a team. And no racing side-by-side against a competitor. Everything up to her alone, under her control, for better or for worse. No gyrating markets, no clients, no men, except her father, always there, always supportive (always him, not her brittle, unpredictable mother). And even he was not on her mind when she was alone on the board, then alone in the air. “Oh,” someone once said to her, “just you alone, like a golfer staring at a ball.”


“Yes,” she’d said. “But no.”


Up in the air, the board below her, she tucked and flipped into a somersault, once, twice, three times. Flying. Using muscles most people didn’t know they have. Then coming out of her tuck and bringing her hands together to slice into the pool, her pointed toes pulling the water above her downward. And the dive still not over. Most people didn’t understand that. Submerged, she somersaulted again, then rode the air bubbles her entrance had created back to the surface, her body above them, dispersing them to minimize the size of their eruption.


The finale of a perfect dive.


No splash.




STAVRO


Passengers arriving at the Geneva airport have their choice of which country to walk out to—Switzerland or France. Stanley Pleski was waiting for someone on the Swiss side. Behind the usual scrum of limo drivers holding signs, he sat on a bench next to a kiosk selling low-end Swiss watches at inflated prices. He was holding the day’s Tribune de Genève, open to his favorite section. His French was practically nonexistent but he had no difficulty understanding the ads. “Jolie française, tous fantasmes, fellation, 69.” What a country, he thought. You throw a cigar butt on the sidewalk and the cops are all over you, but hookers are legal.


A flight from Chicago had landed a few minutes before, and passengers were starting to exit the arrivals area. A man in a suit was greeted by his wife and toddler daughter holding a pink balloon. An athletic young couple, headed for the mountains, exited with backpacks and trekking poles. A short man wearing jeans and a leather jacket, carrying a small duffel bag over his shoulder, appeared and walked toward the watch kiosk. He took a seat on the bench next to Pleski, laying his bag on the floor between them. He pulled out a handkerchief and blew his nose. Put the handkerchief back in his pocket. Rubbed his right eye. Scratched his chest. Coughed. Then got up and walked away. Without the bag.


Pleski watched him go. Then he folded his newspaper and stood up and picked up the bag.


Rafe, twenty feet away, sipped a coffee, watching. He nodded to Frank, who was looking at magazines at a stand on the other side of Pleski’s bench, and Frank took off following the short man in jeans. Pleski walked out of the terminal, heading toward the taxi stand. Rafe followed Pleski out.


Neither Rafe nor Frank paid any attention to another newly-arrived passenger, a tall Albanian man in a tan leather jacket, who had just come in on a flight from Doha. The Albanian pulled out his cell phone and dialed a number.


“This is Stavro,” he said. “I’m here.”


“Excellent,” said Majid. “I look forward to meeting you.”




RULES


It started with the Jews and ended with some Muslims.


In the 1990s, Swiss banks were sued by survivors of Jewish Holocaust victims who claimed, with just cause, that they had been denied access, by Swiss bank secrecy laws and customs (not to mention greed and anti-Semitism), to money in accounts opened by relatives who’d subsequently been murdered by the Nazis. Legal action, public opinion, and pressure from the United States government prevailed. Settlements were made, accounts were unlocked, and a hole was knocked in Swiss bank secrecy.


Then, after 9/11, the United States government, trying to track and eliminate terrorist Islamist financing (not to mention Mafia money laundering and old-fashioned red-blooded American tax evasion) led an assault on what remained of that secrecy and succeeded in imposing a requirement that banks and other financial institutions determine that all monies submitted for deposit be vouched for, accounted for, clean and legitimate in all regards.


In other words, kosher.


“It’s called KYC,” said Majid.


“Kentucky Fried Chicken?” said Stavro. He was taller than Majid, clean-shaven, with an unchanging stern expression that made it hard for Majid to believe that his visitor had just made a joke. But what else could it be? The man couldn’t be stupid. But, then, money didn’t always come with brains attached. So Majid took a middle ground—a slight smile and an explanation:


“K. Y. C. Know Your Client.”


“Yes,” said Stavro, not smiling back. “I didn’t think you were discussing Colonel Sanders. But this is just as preposterous.” He was looking at a questionnaire Majid had handed him. “You need to see my electric bill?”


“To establish your residence,” said Majid. “Any utility bill will do. You said your current home is in Bosnia?”


“Yes,” said Stavro. “It is. And I do have electric lights. But I would think that this is the only piece of paper that matters.” He reached into an inside jacket pocket and pulled out a white envelope and extracted a check payable to Sterling Wealth Management. He handed it to Majid.


“I trust that meets your minimum investment,” he said.


Majid held the check lightly. A slip of paper that would solve his immediate problem, give him time to recover from his Italian disaster.


“It does,” he said, keeping his voice calm, no big deal here. Then added, dutifully, “But I am required to ask about the source of funds.”


“These are American rules?” Stavro’s brows raised. “Since when do the borders of the United States extend to the Alps?”


Majid shrugged sympathetically. “The pressure they exerted on Switzerland was intense.”


“Not that it’s a problem,” Stavro said, although his expression showed otherwise. “These are proceeds from the sale of a partnership share. My family made a successful investment in a company providing computer services in the developing world. Our partners bought us out. We grew tired of worrying if Ugandan cement manufacturers could pay their bills.”


“I see,” said Majid. He gently laid the check down on his desk. “And your partners, the ones who bought you out, can you identify them and the name of their bank?” He gestured toward the form in front of his visitor, where all this was supposed to be inscribed.


“Actually, I’d rather not. They are private people. And they may have issues with the tax authorities in their country.”


Majid nodded, understanding. “Of course,” he said. “And the source of the funds you originally invested in the computer services company?”


“Many and various,” Stavro said. “It would be burdensome to gather documentation.”


He leaned over and lifted the check off Majid’s desk.


“I’m not asking to see your bona fides,” he said. “You come recommended, but there are other wealth management firms in Switzerland.”


Six hundred eighteen, Majid thought. Or nineteen, if Rafe is up and running.


He nodded again, understanding again, understanding so much he felt he must be verging on omniscience. “‘Many and various,’” he repeated. As if that answered every question.


He gestured again to the form on the desk. “Just fill it in as best you can. And welcome to Sterling.”




KEVIN


The Meatpacking District was definitely getting old, but it was still better than hauling over to Brooklyn to drink bitter-tasting craft beer with a bunch of overpaid coders pretending to be poets. Anyway, Dawn probably thought Crown Heights was next to Portugal, too far to go.


But she was easy to be with and had a hot body, and Kevin liked her.


They walked out of the club on Little West Twelfth Street, Dawn trailing and consulting a text. “Cherie and Derek are at Cielo,” she said. The street smelled of car exhaust and garbage.


He didn’t want to stay out late. He had a 9 a.m. phone date with a friend from Princeton who was a numbers whiz at Goldman and was going to go over his figures.


“I said we’d meet them,” Dawn said.


The meeting with his family was coming up soon. Kevin thought his Aunt Charlotte, at least, would side with him. She’d always been more sentimental than mercenary; she’d cried when they’d shut the paper in Toledo.
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