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The l’1ts

The true story of a manwho entersthe C hicago Board of Trade
asa I7-year-old runner and becomes a millon dollar broker
all the while believing that his success will win the one thing
he seeks so desperately—his father love.

—



nlt was 7: 00 am on Saturday, October

15

cocaine, a glass of gin and a handgun.

partied all night long. Diana was gone for the weekend. My friends had left and |
was alom. | started to slide into a deep depression. The alcohol could no longer
numb me. There was never enough cocaine. | had achieved everything | set out to
do since entering the Chicago Board of Trade in September of 1979. | had the
admiration of my familyfriends and ceworkers. | was worth $2,000,000. | was on
my way to making another $1,000,000 in 1988 alone. | had traveled the world from
Austria to Tahiti. | had raced my Ferrari, bought Rolexes, traveled thousands of
miles in limousines, thrown wild paes and built the house of my dreams. | was

26 years old. | had no desire to make it to mYy Birthday. So | picked up the gun
and jammed it in my mouth. o
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INTRODUCTION
By Jim Goulding

Writing has al ways come naturally to me and | Kkne
soberup!dver in a million years did I think my first
writing a Memoir,; | 0m oyedrsyhis®bdbk covdrs, WMiged alifefimei n t he si

AFrom the Pits to the PitsheginsinSeptembertld7ewhenilwasi7wo p a
years old. | enter the Chicago Board of Trade (CBOT) as a runner and begin to build a career there. This

is the first pit. |l chronicle my rise from a runn
trading floor and the inner world of the CBOT. Yo
understand what itdés all about .

Youdl | run with me through my meteoric rise and f
tradersand# f ortunes they made and |l ost. Youol|l st umbl
success and inner demons. Finally, youodoll follow

The first part of the book concludes in October of 1988 as | hit bottom.

ARra 1106, starts in October of 1988 as we enter a
recover from severe drug and al cohol abuse we jou
meet the people who saved my life and helped me taendemons. Slowly | begin to put the pieces of

my life together, including the reconciliation of my marriage. Then | face the final demon. Part Il ends in
September 1995 when | leave the CBOT for good and am fully recovered from my addictions.

Although ths is a story of incredible success and failure and rebirth, it is also and most importantly a
book about the search for a relationship with my
approval and the devastating effects this quesbhate.

| know that there are many people out there who feel just like | have, who feel alone and desperate.

Although this is a Memoir, my sincere hope is that two things will happen as you read my book. Many of

you will connect with the underlying themeé&ome of you may relate to the relationships | had with my

family and ceworkers or maybe to my drug and alcohol recovery. | offer you tangible tips and

i nspiration. In the back of the book youfiyoul see a
just want someone to talk to, youb6ll see I|listings
hear a message loud and clear: reach out and ask for help. Know that you are not alone. Know that family
relationships can be repaired. Kmthat you too can live without drugs, alcohol or any other addiction. If

my book gives you hope, and | think it will, then | have succeeded.

Feel free to email me anytime. | will answer you. You can find my information and other information
aboutmeint he OAfter wor do.

Take care and enjoy.
jim goulding

March 2001 to November 2001.



QUOTATIONS

| have been passionate about music since | was a little boy. Music permeates my soul and thankfully
doesn't let go. It has lifted me from the darkest cornedgepifession and enhanced the good times as
well.

Although | can play some rhythm guitar badly and Beethoven, Chopin and some Mozart on the piano
pretty well, my true gift is the joy of listening.

Two rock bands have deeply influenced my life. Throughoui Par t |1 06 of the book yo
beginning of each chapter by these masterminds.

I'd like to thank Pink Floyd and Rush for their gifts of music. | have listened to both bands since | was in
grade school and comal esbdei sopl agtag aedbhywr { ©Ant h
6Counterpartsé!) | cannot put into words the magi
home. (You know you're a Rush fan when you name your cat Geddy Lee!)

From album to eight track wassette to CD to Video and now DVD, their sounds and stories never get
old.

The music they play is nothing less than spectacular. Both the lyrics and the instruments carry a message.
In this book | will include the lyrics of Pink Floyds' Roger Watard Rushs' Neil Peart. Both men are

simply geniuses. | encourage you to listen to their music. You'll miss the full story if you don't hear the
music.

A special thanks to Peter Lutteman who's web site | used to collect specific information about certain
Rush albums.

www.geocities.com/rushweden/discography.htm

Another special thanks teww.pinkfloyd-co.comfor their great web site. Their site asséime in my
research on specific album credits. | suggest you visit this great site for tons of great information about
Pink Floyd.

Look in the back of this book for more information on both bands and credit for their work.
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FOREWORD

Jim Goulding: The Emiace of Life

By Rob Ahrens

Licensed Clinical Social Worker
President, Conscious Health Initiative, Inc.

Writing a Memoir is a fascinating task. It begs the questions: What is the meaning or value of life?, of any
life?, of this life?, of my life? What dbembrace as the significance of being awake, attentive to my
existence, and responsible for my presence? What are the consequences (results) of my awakening? Are
there lessons in and of my life, which transcend my time, and which may enlighten the agalk¢ns

of others? Are my musings more than the petty wonderings of a starving ego unconsciously designed to
further clutter the minds of lost and disembodied souls?

To meet, engage, embrace and enjoy the presence of Jim Goulding is to dive inta tifdifévidself.

His passion for conflict, his creativity, his courage, his cleverness, cunning, and common sense, his
integrity and intelligence are touchable, palpable and real. His willingness and ability to enter into and
transcend the pain and suffey of family crises and separation, social temptations and seductions,
economic challenge, success, adversity and loss, and emotional emptiness and enlightenment are an
inspiration to the faint of heart. His love and reverence for heartfelt connectiissamily and friends
offer insights into the clarity and purpose of an awakened being. The humility and grace of this gentle
man are balanced by the strength and power of his commitment to know and speak the truth of his
convictions: Hiis fMwall k. .matches

The life and memoir of Jim Goulding is not the only life or even the best life to live. It is the reflections of
one man on the gifts of showing up, paying attention, acting with integrity, and making a difference in the
only life he know$ hisown. He has some lessons to reveal and release about surrendering to the reality
of his existence, accepting and working with his burdens and limitations, forgiving yet not forgetting his
supposed faults and failures, and being humbly thankful that mugigs he finds some joy in being

aware of just being alive.

Enjoy his reflections. May you someday have the pleasure of meeting the man himself. Jim has found
some peace on his path of life. May you find peace on your path, too.

Robert Ahrens

Evansobn, lllinois
January, 2002
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Froml he Pits to the Pits

By Jim Goulding
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PART | Up HE FIRST PITY

(D))

AiDying is easy, itdés living that scares me

- Annie Lennox



CHAPTER 1 U COME BACK TOMORROW AN D YOU CAN START

And all you touch and all you see
is all your life will ever be.
0 Pink Floyd

n September"71979, | walked onto the chaos of the trading floor in the Chicago Board of Trade

(CBOT) for the first time. The day before | was hired on the spot by a man instheffice |

wal ked into. fACome back tomorrow and you can s
REFCO runner.

I never intended on going into the financial industry, far from it. It almost seems predestined that | ended
up at CBOT and applied forjab at a company called REFCO. Had | not walked into their offices | never
would have risen as fast as | did, nor become as successful. An unlikely chain of events brought me to
their door.

In August 1979, | had been accepted at the California Culineagémy, a chef school in San Francisco.
The school was only two years old but had a great reputation, and | was eager to start. Unfortunately, |
had just missed their semester deadline. The next date | could begin was in April 1980. Nine months later.

Sol had nine months to wait before starting my cul
exactly what | intended on doifigand maybe work part time to earn party money.

Another thing happened to change the course. When | was in San Foappsgng at the Culinary
Academy, I stayed with my sister and her husband.
tank and proceeded to rip off the passewside front fender on a stationary pole as | was pulling out of a

gas station.

After | returned the car and explained what happened, my sister and her husband thought for quite along
time about what to do. They talked to my parents about what to do. The final answer came down in late
August. Jim has to pay $475 for the damage. Thauatrmay as well have been a million dollars.

Minimum wage back then was about $2.75 an hour. Our economy was in pretty bad shape, too.
Remember? Inflation was about 14% and no one was hiring. So my parents paid my sister and her
husband, and then told rtteat | had to get a job while | was waiting to attend school. | could pay them
back at $25 per week. Yikes! It was time to find a-firie job.

My job experience at that time had come from three places. My first job was at a McDonalds when | was
fourtean, then another McDonalds and finally a family restaurant.

That night | went out to drown my sorrows in beer with friends. | related the story about my current debt
position and how | didnoét want to f Imspokelupangger s f o
talked about a great job she had as a O6runner 6 at
company named REFCO. That name stuck with me, along with the exciting visuals she put into my head

of the trading floor. This was my firgitroduction to the world of trading and commaodities.

| struggle with fate. Isthereapver i tt en destiny for us? | dondt knov
how many things had to fall into place to set me onto a course leading to the CBOT. Wiat are



probabilities that al/l of these events could have
it. My head would explode.

For instance, when | went to find a job at the CME, | mysteriously ran into a neighbor of mine. When |

gotoffthe6 EI 6 train | had no idea where | was. |l coul d
I know. Actually, Iwastwo blocks from the Sears Tower. Anyway, | went down the stairs to the street

l evel to get my bearingo.s.THat®d dwhem I sv@et tgod nmg
job, and | asked him where the CME was. He told me how to find it, but then he told me that the CBOT

was closer. He pointed at a huge, concretePAM¢tc 0 bui | di ng just two bl ocks
as wel | go to the CBOT first.o | wanted to know wh

CBOT. ANot hi ngo, he said.

Actually, for me at any rate, there were many differences between the CME and the CBOT. | never would
have been a success in the imgdndustry so quickly, or at all for that matter, if I'd gone to the CME
instead of the CBOT. Years later, | was to learn just how differently the CME operated.

Without going into much detail, I'll just state that the Corporations run both the CMiBeatrdding floor
of the CME, but the CBOT is much more independent.

The lower rung corporate jobs on the trading floor were fine: runners jobs, phone clerk jalesj@ut
checking jobs, etc., but once you advance through the ranks and it is yowr bemme a member of

the exchange, you need to start kissing corporate CME butt. | now know | would have never lasted inside
CME at that young age. | just didn't have what it took to jump though their corporate hoops. That just
wasn't me. They would haviedd my ass. | had a tendency to challenge the status quo.

Although the industry was starting to take off, and was in the process of expanding its employment base,
not everyone was hiring. In fact, most had completed their hiring in August in anticipétite college

crowd going back to school. | would have probably struck out at the CBOT that day trying to locate a
runner's job at other companies. | do not think | would have gone back downtown looking for another job
at the exchanges. | wasn't thrillevith the idea in the first place. | wasn't a downtown type of guy. But

there was one more twist of fate waiting for im@alking into the offices of Refco.

Refco, which stands fdRay E. FriedmanCompany, is still very successful, but not widely known
outside the commodity industry. Refco is a company that has many entrepreneurial thinkers. That's
exactly what | am, entrepreneurial. | would have flopped at almost any other company. | fit into Refco
just fine, plus, my first boss at Refco, Jay, woulédatop me from quitting the industry three months
into my runner's job.

I owe much of my success to Jay who was my first boss. Jay was very patient with me and continually
supported me while | learned the business. Further credit to Tom Dittmer, vethatésl to Ray
Friedman. Tom would take the company to the heights it currently enjoys.

Had all of these things not come togethé@would have been back to sizzling burgers.



CHAPTER 2 UTHE FLOOR

You gotta be crazy, you gotta have a real need.
o0 PinkFloyd

Oak Park. It was a very short El ride downtown. When | arrived at the CBOT, | punched in at
Refco's CBOT office in the basement. Then | went loaitdioor and hit the up button on the
elevator to go to the"#loor, where all the CBOT trading took place. When | set foot on the trading floor
for the first time, | was astounded. The trading floor was mind blowing chaos of noise and sight. I'd never
experienced anything like it.

I showed up on time my first day at work. It was easy, considering that | lived only 10 miles away in

From the moment | set foot on the floor, | knew | had found my domain. | was looking at a 19,000 sq. ft.
space. Craning my neck | could see the ceiling four stories above me. The noise was exhilarating. People
were everywhereral they were moving from one place to another in seeming pandemonium. This was

the 6égrain floor,d where soybeans, corn, soy meal
were traded.

There were two huge electronic price boards on the foor, on the east and west walls. The

background of the electronic boards was black with the prices reading out in bright orange. You could see
any commodity trading on any exchange in the world on either of the two gigantic bdeedSBDT

installedthe electronic wallboards in 1967, enabling prieporting time to be cut to seconds, and

replacing chalkboard markers and Morse code clicks.

Underneath the boards, about 15 feet off the ground, was a catwalk where the old chalkboards were still
in plae. These chalkboards were the way they used to report recent trades. Not any longer! We had
moved to the beginning of the computer age and the commodity industry was reaping the rewards of
faster and faster information. The CBOT was just beginning tdhese tewards manifest.

Here | was on the world's largest commodity trading floor at age of 17. Little did | know what lay ahead
0 riches beyond my wildest dreams, trading success and the admiration of my family, friends and peers.
Waiting for me were exat vacations, fast cars, fine restaurants and limos, limos, limos.

The CBOT was an environment that fit all of my abilities perfectly. To succeed on the floor you had to
have certain behavioral gual ities. odherdapieedlh 6t mat t
you had the ability to muliask, problem solve and organize, you were on your way. Sure there was more

to it, but those basic skills were the building blocks.

At the age of 17 | had no i dewasabdutadfindodt.dwasassn bor n
about to discover my weaknes$dske a lack of selcontrol. The lack of that one skill would destroy my

health, lead me to attempt suicide and ruin my career. The saying goes, "If | only knew then what | know
now"!

* * %

After receiving some guidance from other people walking to and fro on the floor, | found Refco's trading
desk amidst the chaos. The organization of a comm



this, from lowest duties to highest: runndnppe clerk/outrade checker, assistant floor Manager, floor
manager.

Trading companies run their operations from desks that are aligned in rows that jut out vertically from the
walls, and continue inward toward the octagestaped trading pits.

The desks are lined with phones, which are always ringing. In theeais | spent on the trading floors of

the CBOT, those phones never stopped ringing. Most of the phones were manned by phone clerks. Office
traders (people trading off the floor) would phonen order to buy or sell a certain quantity of, and a

certain trading month of, a commodity, and the price at which they wanted the order to be executed. A
phone clerk would answer the phone and write down the order on a small order ticket. If someede wan

to buy 5,000 bushels of soybeans, the order ticket would read: Buy 5 Nov SB 568. In other words: buy me
5,000 bushels of November soybeans at $5.68 a bushel.

There would also be a specific order nftentheer and a
phone clerk took the order, he/she would time stamp it, using a time stamping machine that sat at the
desks by the phones. After this the ticket would go to a runlilez me.

The time stamp machines make a very annoying clicking noise afptloé ¢oery minute. There are
hundreds of them on the trading floor. The phones would never stop ringing, the stamp machines never
stopped clicking, and it all added to the bewildering cacophony.

The order ticket was always time stamped on the front vtHeft the desk and on the back when it

returned. There are several reasons for this, the most important being a time reference for every single
orderd6s starting point and finishing point on the
assistant floor manager or the floor manager can go and listen to tapes of the conversation in an attempt to
figure out what went wrong. Every single phone on the floor isteperded. This is a necessary security
precaution should disputes arise.

Forexampl e, if someone was entering an order they
Maybe somebody contends that they said buy at $5.68, but the phone clerk heard buy at $5.68 1/2, or vice
versa. It happens all the time. With stakes high,speedor i ori ty, and with the cheée
surprising.

I f a problem occurs at a company's trading desk o
the trading pit bet weetnr d d&vo0 .t r Bahie hagpdestuctives ms al | e d
conseqguences. Otriades can cost a trader their seat and their bank account. Phone clerks can lose their

jobs due to an error. Errors and-tn#tdes are fouletter words on the floor.

My job was to run between the incoming orddrtha Refco desks to the Trading Pits. Now that you have
a basic idea of how an order gets executed, | et 6s



CHAPTER 3 UAND THEY'RE OFF!

So, so you think you can tell Heaven from Hell?
o Pink Floyd

the north wall and two on the south. Another Refco runner, who was standing by me, tapped me on
the shoulder and told me to get ready. The last cigarettesdoused out. (You could smoke on
the floor in those days, but only before the market opened and after it closed). The 2,000 or so people on
the floor got very quiet. B:29:55,it was a dead hush except for the ticking of the time stamp clocks
and theringing phones. At exactl§:30:00,the place erupted.

T he clock read:29:00in big red digital letters. There were four such clocks on the floor. Two on

A schoottype bell went off and every trader in the room started screaming. | jumped about four feet in
the air and looked around scared waiting for someone to attack! In the trading pits armswiveyeunch

legs were thrusting the bodies of grown men straight up into the air as they tried to get the attention of
other traders in the pit. It was pandemonium.

Every day starts like this in the world of "Open @uy" commodity trading. | think at thaixact point in

time | knew I'd never be going to San Francisco to become a chef. This was where | wanted to be. These
people were completely out of their minds, and so was I. | turned to the runner who had tapped me on the
shoulder and smiled. He simplgplied, "Cool, huh"?

* *x %

"COME ON!" Came the shout from three feet away. A phone clerk was handing an order to my trainer.
He grabbed the order and shot out from between the desks very quickly, blurting out "Let's go!" to me as
he ran away.

| was ony supposed to follow my trainer, look and learn. | trailed behind him as he ran towards the corn
pit. There were people everywhere, running every which way.

Every person who came on the floor wears a jacket. It is more like a smock, but they areactiigd t
jackets. That is, if you're a trader, it's called

Most runners wear gold colored jackets. This is the trademark of the runner, but some of the jackets range
from conservative to bizarre.

The bizarre and brightly colored jackets are reserved more for the traders. The idea is to attract attention.
If a trader stands out in the trading pit, they are apt to get more trades, which means make more money.
Not too many of the companies go oveald with colors though. Refco's was brown. UPS brown. Today

I was in runner gold.

As we got closer to the corn pit, the noise from it started to increase. | had this low level rush of
adrenaline moving through my body, which started to increase as vegimlmger to the pit. We arrived

quickly, and my trainer took a very sharp right and disappeared into a sea of waving arms, screaming men
and all out mass chaos. | did my best to stay with him. Steps, leading up and into the trading pit, appeared
out of nawhere. | followed the gold jacket in front of me, up the steps and quickly realized what | had just
stepped in the middle of é.



"SELL IT AT THE ORDERS!"

"HALF BID FOR 100, HALF BID!"

The pit was buzzing! Humming with exement. Men were jumping up and down and screaming at the
top of their lungs. | was stunned, excited, exhilarated, lost, confused and knew that | belonged right in the
middle of all this.

The corn pit was octageshaped as most trading pits are. It had &ieps tiered up on the outside of the
pit and about eight doublewide steps going down into the center of the pit. So the center of the pit was
actually lower than the whole trading floor itself. At this moment in time, you could not see the steps of
thecorn pit. They were covered with men. Every inch of space was taken up, except for some very
narrow aisles inside the pit for runners, such as myself.

It was hot inside the pit. It was thick with cleart fear! You could smell it, and the exciteménthat

absolute basic savagery that every man is born with. This was primal. It was alive and thriving right here

in the corn pit of the Chicago Board of Trade! Th
down to a level not of silence, but of ateanticipation. What were they all waiting for in those few

seconds of low volume?

Then, hundreds of voices exploded all at once! These men were jumping, twisting, turning and throwing
their arms into the air yellingé

"SOLD!" "SOLD!"
"SELL a 1000at 52 even!"

Their trading jackets flying about their bodies, unconcerned about the things that were flying out of the
pockets onto the floor. It was madness.

My trainer was yelling and waving me over to him. He was standing just a few feet awagoyiet |
barely hear him over the din. | quickly hopped to his side and tried my best to listen to his explanation.

"This is our DeeCorn-Broker. Just give the order to him when it's for December Corn. He'll let you
know if you should stick around and wésr him to fill it. You'll get to know the types of orders you
should hang around for. Don't worry about that now."

We headed out of the corn pit, running back to Refco's trading desk. | was jumping out of my skin. What
was this? What were all thoseyguwyelling about in there? What will it take for me to do that? These
thoughts dashed through my head one after the oth

Back at the desk the phone clerks were on the phones busy taking orders and handinthéhemrters.

The rest of my first day would concentrate on learning what commodity was being traded in which pit and
how those pits were broken down into trading months. Then, | would have tekzatiywho was to

receive a particular order. Here | waslti-tasking, handling multiple projects and problem solving on

my first day. | was so lucky and had absolutely no idea.



a~

My first day ended abruptly at 1:15pm. That oés
quickly died down to a @ from a constant oaminute mile. It was like everyone started a cool down
after a long workout. The cigarette smoke rose from every corner of the trading floor at &x&cy.
There were a few activities to complete after the bell, but as quickivaabell rang the adrenaline

rushed out of my body.

t

he



CHAPTER 4 UMY FIRST DAY ENDS

| can't wait to share this new wonder,
the People will all see its light.
0 Rush

headed off the floor and down to the Refco's office located in the basemeie\a &f the
CBOT. Of course, | wasn't the only one leaving the floor. It was a mass exodus. Not everyone at
once, but in huge waves, hundreds and hundreds at a time. The elevator hallway§“cﬂn(bhe 4
filled quickly. | would soon learn that the Refco emydes went to the bank of elevators that were
labeled 114. These were the only ones that headedtt@vel or the first basement level in the CBOT.

The elevator door opened, and | stepped off with some of ryockers. | headed into Refco's office and
slid my punch card into the machine. With a time stamp, | was done for the day. | had experienced so
much. | had met so many wonderful people, and | was on a high.

Back on the ground floor of the CBOT, the revolving doors spun me out onto JacksornT&trdall. was
arriving, and the afternoon temperatures were on the decline. The downtown lunch crowd was finishing
up and heading back into their offices for the afternoon's work. Not me, | was done. The life of a grain
room runner! Start late, leave edrly

The El ran me home in its unstable, rickety way. | got home earlier than my parents. They wouldn't arrive
until 5:30. | am the youngest of six. My one brother and three of my sisters were grown and gone. My 18
yearold sister was at college. | was thly one in the house.

| couldn't contain my excitement, so | got high.

My room was on the third floor of an 8@arold house in Oak Park, lllinois. The whold floor was

mine. | had a kickass stereo system and a great paraphernalia kit. | put styd®um on and dug out

my kit. My Rush album sleeve was perfect for deseeding marijuana. After | rolled a joint, cranked open
the window, leaned out onto the street and fired up!

As | deeply inhaled | thought about what I'd just experienced the lastrg. havas so pumped! I'd found

it. I'd found wherée belonged After four years of hell called High School, | was finally coming into my

own. I n Danteds masterpiece he missed one | evel o]
(OPRF). | think it vas next to the river Styx. Or maybe it was in the ninth circle? Yes, it had to be the

ninth, where Satan himself lived.

You must understand what it is like for me to enter the halls of OPRF. My teenage acne breakout started a
bit earlier than most, sevingrade for me, so | was primed with craters and whiteheads by the time |
entered my freshman year at OPRF. The older brother of one of my best friends said I'd have to run into
brick walls if | had any chance of popping my zits. AAARGH! | was plaguedbbdtly was one big zit. It

grew like a weed from my face onto my neck, chest and back. It was a constant killer o my self
confidence.

High School is tough enough, as we all know. Give severe ache to someone like me, who fights the
structure of the schoslystem, and we have a disaster waiting to happen. It happened.



At OPRF you must get 8 credits a year to graduate or 32 credits over four years. | got 8 my first year.

Then the bottom fell out. 2 credits sophomore year and 3 credits my junior year.rilywadul year

behind by the time | reached my senior year! | received so many "F's" iff ay23” year, |

t hought énothing. I't never ructibmy enothemiold ma,ijustas It hat it
was about to enter my senior year, that #géhto go to a FIFTH year of H.S. | almost choked to death

right there. Ack! This was the ultimate wake up call and where I'd learn about one of my greatest assets.
That asset is AWhen my back is up against a wal/l |,

| entered my senior yeardnstorming. How was | going to do twears worth of work in a single year,

when | couldn't even complete a years worth of work in a year? It all fell into my lap one day. The whole

thing. Like it was meant to happen. It began in, of all places, investroess.

We had picked a stock to buy in the class and sold Fuller Brushes to raise the money to buy the stock.

That particular day we had finished our assignment early, and our teacher let us leave the class early. |

was heading down the hallway thatllto an outside smoking area for the kids. My Dean comes out of

nowhere, walking around a corner.

He asked meypugdWhmgre &Hre knew my history of great s
|l replied that | was AGoing for a smoke. 0

" But é ysusupposed to be in Investments class?", (How did he know that?)

"Mr. Buchanan let us go early," | defended myself.

| then receivedhe look Thenthe handgr abbed my arm. Then | 06m being dr .
Dean sai d he 0ddaskdimifwhath said wvas tue.h gratested the whole way. | told him
that if he called the teacher, he'd just deny it.

i mmedi ately denied that heoddssédef ft héeéddl asd ottt wea
system. | told my Dean | was going to "XP".

XP was an acronym, for O6Experi mental Programbé. Th
northwest corner of the High School and was basically a program runtbgpes. | don't care what

anyone else says, they werelggpies. Not to say that's bad, they were actually the smartest people in the
whole system. You see, XP was rigitained. | had no idea back then, but that's what XP was about,

teaching to the creavand intuitive side of a person, and the teachers in XP knew exactly what they were
doing. They taught with pictures and a completely different structure than the norm.

It worked. | excelled, and | completed twears worth of work in my final year of.8H. | worked hard
and received all 16 credits that year forgedr total of 32. That's what | needed to graduate. This was
my first glimpse that | wasn't a moron, as the school system seemed to want me to believe.

During those years my parents couldyorioss their fingers. They could only pray that I'd get through

chef school, somehow, and make something of myself. To be fair, | wasn't the greatest teenager. |
rebelled a tad more than Jim Morrison, so what were they left to think? As my five oldegssiként to

and completed college, | was obviously doomed when it came to academics. They were tired of raising
kids, and | certainly wasn't making it any easier on them. | didn't intend them any harm, | was the center
of the universe, and constantly tademind them of that.

* * %



When my parents arrived home that night | sauntered down the stairs from my oasis on top of the house,
trying to act cool. It wasn't long before my excitement bubbled over, and | related what my first day was
like on the Flor of the Chicago Board of Trade. My parents stared at me with the corners of their mouths
slightly turned up as if to say, "We are really happy for you Jim, but we wonder just how you're going to
mess it up." They glanced back and forth at each othedespite their halmiles, were probably

thinking something like, "We may yet escape having to pay for the this one's college tuition! YES!"
Regardless of whatever they were thinking or whatever they said after | left that conversation, | left with
the feeling that they were excited for me. That seemed important to me at the time.

1C



CHAPTER 5 UWE'RE GOING WHERE ?

éand hop the Turbine Freight,
To far outside the Wire.
0 Rush

spent the next few months learning the ropes as a runner, getting usexhyathims of the floor

and my ceworkers. | made mistakes and took them very personally. It was like a stab in the heart

every time | messed up. At that time | didnot
normal part of the learning processeg] any self esteem was already at risk.

Nevertheless, my boss, Jay, liked what he was seeing, and so he offered me an opportunity to take on

extra responsibility. He asked if | wanted to work after the market closed running documents between the
exchangeand Ref cobds different offices in downtown Chi
impression on me, and | was happy to get a bigger check. This is exactly when | learned about the world

of overtime. Refco paid time and a half. Do the same work and ge5@% more. It seemed like a

complete nebrainer to me.

The first hook was how good it feels to gain some
more money. The trap was putting more pressure on an immature psyche.

But | digress. We'll get lzk to this stuff later. Instead, let me tell you about the next big hook.

* * %

It was about the middle of November 1979, two months into my runner's job, that | first heartIabout
IT was VEGAS.

One day, after | 6d f i nresponsibifities)lpvaswon mylwaynothelckefarma f t er n
journey home, when someone called out my name.

AHey Jim!o, he started "Are you getting excited a

| whipped around and saw that it was Frank, a fellow runner.

Frank was a wonderfulguyclou |l dnoét t el | if he was a teenager or
past the age of 12 | ooked |Iike men to me. He star
Refco. Frank and | would climb the ranks together and forge a wohttefulship. Tragically he was

killed in an auto accident in the Bahamas, whil e

Frank and | both rode the E1 on the way home, so as we climbed the steps up to the platform | asked him
what he was talking about. His faceujt. He opened his arms and put on his best Italian accent.

AVegas, Jim. Capisce?0

il do not Capi sce, Franko, [ replied in a very ba
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We paid our fare and waited for the train. The November winds were pickiagolip was already
starting to get dark.

Frank continued, "Every year Refco takes it's employees out to Vegas for a weekend, as a kind of thank
you."

He was smiling so wide | thought he was going to burst. He knew I'd be excited to hear this and was
eagerly anticipating my reaction.

"Get the fuck outta here," | said and megakshed him back against the railing, the one guarding us from
a neckbreaking fall onto Van Buren St.

"No shit, no lie," he said.
"When?", | asked, about to jump a 100 fieethe air.
"First week in December!" he declared as he shot me the high five and | obliged.

The El was coming around the bend towards the platform. | cranked up my voice to shout over the racket
of the EI.

"What's the deal" | yelled. "How do wetglere? Where do we stay? WHO PAYS?", | continued as we
boarded The train.

We found a seat and began our journey home. Frank lived up north so he'd be getting off the El in about 5
stops to transfer to a different train.

"You aren't gonna believe giFirst they send a couple of busses to pick us up outside the CME building.

Of course, they stock them with tasty alcoholic beverages. We all pile into the buses, and they take us to
ObHare where we get onto a charted 747." (There w
I looked at him in amazement.

"Does chartered mean it's all ours?" | asked.

"ALL OURS!" he yelled and paid no attention to the others glancing towards us, envying our happiness
after their particular day in "Office Hell".

"Then what"? (Three stagdeft).

"Disembark in Las Vegas airport." Frank said. "Buses pick us up there and take us to the Union Plaza
hotel. It's in downtown Vegas. | hear that Ray Friedman owns a stake in it."

"So we stay in the Union Plaza? And what do we have to payl fafrthis?" | asked waiting for the
boom to drop.

Frank held up his hand, indicating fizeroo and sai
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"l can't believe this Frank. Why in Gods name would they do this? | can't imagine what it costs to rent a
747 letaloneeer yt hi ng el se. 0

"Jim, do you have any idea what kind of money Refco makes?" He said, looking at me. (One stop left).

I shook my head from side to side.

"Huge. Big, big, big. Tom Dittmer is one of the richest people in the U.S., and Tom has sihasg
his wealth with his employees. 0

"How big is big, Frank?06 | asked dumbfounded.

"He's worth at least a couple of hundred MILLION."

He mo u t hed the | ast word |ike we'd say fAbilliono
was comiig up.

"This is unbelievable." | said to him in awe.

The doors opened and he stepped off waving goodbye, leaving me to ponder this VEGAS thing.

I'll remember that El ride for as long as | live. Never mind that the reality of riding the El traing in Ch
town or N.Y. They were a death trap and a hoodlums' home away from home. People even occasionally
find themselves out on the tracks suddenly facing a speeding train, perhaps wondering:

"Why did that Fucker push meéo Splat.
"How did | hgie&td oSuptléaCh., s
No, | knew nothing of this. Any of it. | was an oblivious-f&arold, cruising along to the rhythmic

clickety¢c | ack with a big ol 6 VEGAS grin on my face. As
the Chicago River, this incredible@tement welled up inside of me. A million visions flooded my brain.

| could barely contain myself.
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CHAPTER 6 UVEGAS

To seek the sacred river Alph

To walk the caves of ice

To break my fast on honeydew

And drink the milk of Paradise.
8 Rush

e hoppedn the buses and grabbed a seat. It was Friday, December 7, 1979, and we were

embarking on a weekend jaunt to Sin City. Oh yes, one other thing. | had a pocket full of

money. Refco was kind enough to give us our Christmas bonus before we left. How ool wa
that?

The day before we left, Jay called me into his office and handed me an envelope saying, "This is just a

little gift from Tom." | opened it, and there was a check for $400. | was stunned. | looked at Jay and said,
"And he t akes aysookedaowatethedrent dodr af bis?cabbyhole office and yelled,

"So someone actually appreciates this?d6 | turned
no one. I didnét get that he was mamki ng a point a

"Good for you, Jim," Jay said, getting up from his desk and stepping out in front of it to pat me on the
back. | felt tears well up in my eyes. | know, | know. Silly. But it meant a lot to me to have Jay's approval.
I would seek that elusive aggmal thing from many fathetype figures down at the CBOT over the next

17 years. Jay was the first.

So | had 400 smokers burning a hole in my pocket and my friends were passing a cooler my way filled
with quality beef Hei ne k en, Mi c¢ hleavenbl wasttheaveR.aul y 6 s

| had forged some wonderful friendships since | began three months ago. | had earned respect from my
peers and bosses for being a hard worker, someone who showed up every day and on time.

| also started to learn that it was @iparty heavily, but only after work, and "You better show up the
next day, or you're gone!"

* * %

We arrived at the airport quickly for a Friday afternoon and fell off the bus into the terminal. There was
someone waiting for us who actually knew whigrey were goingd our guide to the plane. Having a

leader was a good idea, because many of us were already buzzed. They must have done this before, |
thought.

Our leader guided us to the gate and right ontgplaneé no one else!sOur very own 7471 couldn't
believe it.

The flight was great fun. A true party at 37,000 feet. We landed in Las Vegas about 4 hours aftér take
While we walked from the plane through the rawgy and into the concourse, it became very apparent

we were not in Kansas angne. It was warm. It was desert dry and smelled of fresh air. | couldn't get
over this new sensation. | had never experienced a climate like this. Yes, | had traveled before, destination

14



the northeast. It was in the back of a 1969 Ford station wagoffiwgthrothers and sisters. But, this
dessert air was a brand new experience for me. It was like | was a modern day explorer experiencing
something wonderful and different.

As we walked through the concourse, | was taken aback by a sound coming froouradl @s. | sought

out the source, and to my delight, it was coming from banks of slot machines. They were everywhere, and
the people playing them were excited! The anticipation on their faces reminded me of the traders in the
pits.

We boarded the busasd headed to the hotel. The Union Plaza jumped out at us as we turned into
downtown Vegas. It stood three blocks down.

|l mmedi ately, it reminded me of the Chicago Board
Chicago.

The bus finally came to aalt in the front of our temporary home for the next two days, and we spilled

out into the lobby. Room numbers and roommate assignments were handed out very orderly. We
dispersed quickly to discover our new digs. But before we headed up, we were toid tioedleallroom

in one hour, dressed to the nines for a cocktail party. Cocktail party? That's exactly what we all needed:
more drinks. | quickly got dressed in the only suit | owned and went to the cocktail party downstairs.

My boss Jay pulled many difi¢ runners aside just before the party got started and told us to act like
gentlemen, or he'd kill us when we got back. Every runner had a great deal of respect for Jay, so they took
it to heart and behaved accordingly. Everyone was on their best behawaking fabulous and being

extremely courteous to each other. This was not the trading floor. The cocktail party ended without
incident, and the real fun was about to begin, gambling!

As | stepped into the casino it was like the first day | saw the fiominin Chicago. It was electrifying!

Bigger and better than my wildest dreams. The roulette table, black jack, craps, blinking lights and people
moving about in a chaotic ocean. Rows of-an@ bandits were strategically placed around the floor.

There vere men in suits, standing with arms crossed, looking stmeel and worried, as if the President

of the United States was about to arrive. Suddenly a roar from adixe@egroup around a craps table.
Madness all over again!

Off I went to try my luck.-The moment | stepped up to the blackjack table, | was asked, by a very scantly
clad woman, if I'd like a drink. This was too good to be true. "Yes please, Heineken." | was living large.

* * %

The sun shone between the curtains. Bright desert sun. Mywasaobunding. My stomach was vowing
to give back what little | put in it the day before. This was the hangover from hell.

Most times | escaped these brutal backlashes as many otpead@ds do. But | broke the cardinal rule.

I had not eaten much tlday before; furthermore, | was a smoker. Combining nicotine and alcohol with
an empty stomach is the kiss of death. This would prove to be my demise for the next 8 hours. At some
miserable point | went back to sleep.

| awoke later to see Eric, my assighroommate, asleep in the other bed. | don't know how long he'd been
there. He was out like a light. | rolled over and tried to go back to sleep, only succeeding after | got up
and downed two aspirin.

The sun was still shining through the drapes wheralwoke, but the shadows in the room had moved. |
glanced at the clock and at the other bed. It was 2:00 pm, and Eric was gone. Thankfully, | was feeling
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much better. As | started to climb out of bed the door suddenly opened and Eric strolled indeoking
happy.

AYou're alive! 0 He shouted, | aughing at me and pl
AAlright, alright, o | said, working my way toward
AWhere are we going?06 | yelled from the bathroom.

AiThe Strip!o He shouted back.

When | care out of the shower Eric pulled a little surprise from the pocket of his jeans. It was a vile
packed with coke. Af ter snorting some | ines, he h
shoved it in my pocket and gave him a hfiye!

We hopped in a cab in front of the Union Plaza. We were headed to the strip. Downtown Vegas was quite
the spectacle but didn't even come close to the lights and ambiance of the Strip, which was electric from
the lights to the people. Huge neon signs dwarfeddhehand announced popular comedians and
musicians playing at that locale. It was magic.

Eric told the driver to drop us at Caesards Pal ac
beautiful, very blue, big and mysterious. Not a windould be seen. We exited the cab and headed in.

The casino doors opened to a grand entryway with four or five steps leading up into the lobby. It was the
biggest casino on earth, with a gaming floor that spread out in all directions.

ALet's htiabltéd,ed cEraips sai d.
He started walking toward a table. | followed with a bit of protest.

AEric, | don't know how to play craps. o

~

[ I I teach you, o6 he said. AfJust do what | do. o

Craps. What a confusing game, e sgkeldustdolloivgd Enee en you
lead. He moved his chips fast and furious. | followed, and my chips starting stacking up, $300, $400,
$500. My heart was pounding with each roll of the dice and each trip to the bathroom to snort more coke.

Cocaine brought hole new mania to drinking. The more | snorted the more | could drink, and the

higher | got. What could be better than this? Vegas, beautiful, scdadyvomen, coke, booze? Eric was

happy; | was happy; the other people at the craps table were héppyl It | i ke |1 6d never f e
had its hooks in me. So we gambled and partied until 7:30 am.

* * %

The buses were leaving at 10:00 am. We had two hours to get packed and get our butts out in front of the
Union Plaza. No problem, since we had feslongings with us. We even had time to have some
breakfast.

What a different plane ride on the way h@meery subdued. A few people played cards. A couple even

had some beer, but most slept. People were strewn about hapttazegdlylangling over armrss
bodies this way and that, the heads and necks of the passed out at unlikely angles, bouncing against
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window glass in occasional turbulence. Gee, do you think that everyone else had been doing the same
thing Eric and | had been doing?

We landed at ®lare, grabbed our luggage and boarded a bus. The bus deposited us in a very quiet and
eerie downtown Chicago. Thankfully, Eric drove his car on Friday and it was close by. He lived in Oak
Park, too, so he dropped me off at home, and | walked into my fedageat Sunday like | was a king.
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CHAPTER 7 UATTENTION

Come in here dear boy, have a cigar,
you're gonna go far, fly high,
you're never gonna die,
you're gonna make it if you try;
they're gonna love you.

0 Pink Floyd

omething new was beginning happen in my house. It was the first time that | could remember
getting personalized attention, except when | was sick or in trouble. Now attention was being
thrown at me like confetti because of this CBOT thing. Work and money was getting me attention

| was the youngest of six children. By the time | became a teenager my parents were pretty tired of
childrearing. Attention was not something easily come by in the house | grew up in. | was so needy for
attention that even attention for getting intouinle was better than nothing.

Youdl | remember that my grades were a problem in
| had a few rusins with the law, too. Some would call them more thaningn

When | was 15 years old | snuck out sgcondstory bedroom window at 2:00 am and shimmied down a
tree. My grandmothero6s car was in our garage next
there that weekend, but | thought nothing of taking it out for a spin.

Off to my girlfiendd s house | went. She snuck out the back d
went to a 7Eleven to get smokes and snacks, but on the way a police officer passed by on the opposite

side of the road. He flashed his bright lights at me. | immediagzlyched for my bright lights switch to

see if they were on, but | couldn't find the switch. Quickly, | glanced in the rearview mirror to see if the

cop had made aturn. Thankfully, no. My girlfriend and | began the futile search for the damn switch
butcoul dnét find it, so we finally gave up.

Guess who | ran into about 30 minutes later on the way back to drop off my girlfriend? That would be the
very same officer we drove by earlier. He was headed directly toward me, and this time he made a little
manaeiver to let me know he wanted me to pull over. He not only flashed his bright lights again, but this
time he slowly swerved toward me. There was plenty of room on the street to counter this maneuver. |
didn't give it a second thought. After | cleared fas, ¢ floored it. | saw the officer pull the deadhturn

in the rearview, so | knew he was in pursuit.

We were off to the races through the darkened and, until then, quiet streets of Oak Park, lllinois. After

five or six blocks of this, more police cgoned in the chase. Richard Petty, that was me. | handled the
turns very wel/l at speeds in excess of 50 mph, an
street, down another. | even raced through the alleys at over 100 mph!

It finally occurred to me that enough was enough. This was fun, but fun time was over. It was time to face

the music. | pulled over and parked, about three miles from the start of the race. | had accumulated
altogether eight Oak Park police cars.
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Twelve-gauge shotgursppeared out of the patrol car windows. There were some veryimisefficers
at the other end of them. They were yelling at us! Can you imagine that? | don't remember what they were
yelling, but it was something to the effect of, "Get your skinny assesf the fucking car, NOW!"

We obliged. They turned the car upside down looking for drugs, guns, dodtegtever, but this was my
grandmot herdés car after all, and she hadndét smoke

The most memorable part of it all haxdbe when a female officer approached my girlfriend and me,
handcuffed in the back of a cruiser. She wanted to know what the deal was. Why did | run?

" donot have a driverobés | icense, " | mumbl ed.

The | ook on the of fi clraindAmuftitade ef emosonssaere tralelingt c hed i n
through the fortyeight muscles of her face. It was a pained look. My best guess is, she was really angry.

"Fuck!" She yelled, as she walked over to the other officers to share the revelation.

Attention iswhat | sought: attention is what | received. And | wanted more of it, so began my black sheep
image. | built this image slowly and carefully. When it came to attention, | was not to be outdone by my
sisters or my brother.

* * %

We stumbled out of the hdt was two months after my final court appearance for behaving like Richard
Petty on the streets of Oak Park. | received court supervision for a year. If | could stay out of trouble for
the following year, my record would be clean. This meant absolnt¢hing to me. | was out for

attention, not pleasing some judge.

There were six of us that evening. A conversation ensued while we walked to the car.
"Let Jim drive," bellowed one of the males in the group.
"Yea, let Jim drive," seconded another.

It was my girl friendds parentsd big, honkin' 1975
(same girlfriend) tossed me the keys. I gl adly <ca
we were all situated, there were three in tbatiiseat and three in the back seat.

| had no driverods | icense, I was 15 years ol d, dr
on the highwayo.

The bar was just over the border in Chicago. The racecar driver that resided within mie fook o We 6 d
decided to head over to Eileends house. The desti
many things can happen on such a short jaunt. Everything was going fine until the streets started to

narrow a bit, with parked cars on both sidéthe parkway. Toss in alcohol, and you can take a wild

guess what happened next.

| sideswiped a brangpankingnew, shiny red 1977 Camero. This would have been an eaayvggf but

the Chevy belonged to a college student and he was standisy&didout twentyfive feet away. He

had just come out of a party and he wasndédt al one.
party with him.
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"Floor it!" Came a yell from the back seat of the Ford, and | did.

Two blocks later everyone in tharowas screaming when | hit my second object for the night, a small

tree in a yard. It was small enough that the Ford ran right over it. Since | had veered to the left side of the
street, this meant | must veer back to the right side. | pulled the stedweg hard and the car hurdled

of f the grass and back into the streetéright into

After rearending the Mustang | took out a lonely stop sign, just sitting there minding its own business. |
gave the gas pelba firm press, countered with a hard left on the steering wheel and ended up on a
perfectly manicured lawn, tearing it to shreds. More gas, more pulling on the steering wheel, back down
into the street, across the width of it onto another fresh lawnllyFima came to regt in a house.

This was once a quiet little house on a quiet little street, nestled in a quiet little community. Because of
me the house | smashed into became part of local folklore. It would be remembered for generations to
come asTheHouse That Some Asshole Parked His Fordrrive minutes, I'd managed to take out three
cars, four lawns, a tree, a stop sign, and the front of a house, and | had created an urban legend. This
would solidify my black sheep status and get me lots ofititte

While four of us rode in the back of the police paddy wagon (two got away), | told the sorrowful story of
my probation that was handed down a few months earlier. In the most incredible display of friendship |
have ever been on the receiving endonie of my friends said he would take the blame.

"Are you kidding, John?" | asked this hero.

"No." was his simple reply.

And he lived up to that. His only requirement was my providing him with a lawyer. And | lived up to my
end of the bargain.

Coincidentally, the lawns that were damaged were all under the care of the drummer in the small band |
was playing in at the time. When he came to band
crazy fuck tore up four of my lawns! What an asstiole

ABy the way, would you be willing to fix all the
ANo way, 0 said my drummer .

AYes way, o0 | replied.

The 677 Camero, the house and the 666 Mytdtang wer
covered the Ford station wagon, right before they dropped my girlfriend and her family. It turns out that

the Mustang was owned by a Chicago cop. My girlfr
Furthermore, he knew the owner of the Mustaxg one showed up in court to file a complaint. The

lawyer who | hired to defend my friend John did, and John received a slap on the wrist.

This would be my last rum with the law, attention or not. | could clearly identify when | had horseshoe
up mybutt. Whether an angel was watching over me or if it was plain stupid luck, I'd learned my lesson.

Boy, did | receive a lot of attention though!
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* *x %

| would turn this negative attention into what | thought was positive attention as | started glimbin

way up the | adder at the CBOT. Later in |ife, aft
attention | got from making | ots of money wasnot
coul dndt believe my good fortune.

So fa | was making my regular salary, plus overtime, and | got a generous check from Refco and a trip to
Las Vegas. | was getting some positive feedback from my parents. It felt good.

Then, as we drew closer to Christmas Day, | began to pocket five, téweartg dollar bills from the

brokers who | carried orders to throughout the trading floor. | took one of mypdars aside and asked

him why the brokers were giving me money. He said it happened every year. It was their way of saying
thank you. This plaewas great, | thought. My total take in the three days before Christmas was an extra
$400!

When | came home from work on Christmas Eve, my whole family had arrived to celebrate the holidays.
They were all situated in the living room conversing. | stdppramatically into the middle of the room

and silently started pulling fives, tens and twenties from my pockets and let them float to the floor. |
looked up at my siblings, one at a time, and saw the amazement on their faces.

"Do you believe thisplace wor k at? Those bills are 6thank yous

Their reaction taught me that | could get attention with money. | didn't have to be sick or get into trouble
to receive it. | just had to make money. Right then and therea kddoe a success at the CBOT. There

was never a doubt in my head from that day forward. Nothing would stop me from getting this hallowed
attention.

This new goal of mine would put into motion the exact same cycle my father started when he was my age:

sacrifice your health to achieve success in the business world. Never step on anyone or be unfair to
anyone in business, but feel free to beat the crap out of yourself. That was perfectly acceptable.
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CHAPTER 8 UPROMOTION AND OUT-TRADES

Oh by the waywhich one is Pink?
o Pink Floyd

n Friday, September 7, 1979, | started working at the CBOT. Exactly one year later on Monday,
September 8, 1980, | was promoted to phone clerk. My running days were over, but not before |
tried to quit.

In early 1980, made a common runner's error. | forgot to pick up a very important sheet of paper after

the market closed. It was my job to go get this piece of paper, which was about 5 blocks away from
Refcobds office, and bri ng i dopleirathelboffice b bommetepheie c e o f
work and go home for the day. | brought back the wrong document and some of the guys in the office,
including Jay, lit into me. They were pissed. | didn't take it well. | flew the five blocks back to get the

piece of @per and returned with it. | was shaken by my dresgavgn. | told Jay that | quit.

AWait a minute.o Jay said. AYou do not want to do
potential . o

Al suck. I can't even plbadkverudepreasedandevenedisappointediimp er ¢ o
myself.

ABull shit!o Jay said, standing up and moving towa

of the office and into the hallway.

AJim, you are gonna do foushiforfubkmgup.tit's theonaturgsoftheb out us
business People just give each other shit in thi
AwWell , o6 | said, with my head pointed straight dow
AGood, good, 0 Jay said, slapping me on the back.
AYou' Il do just fineld

He walked back into the office after telling me to go home and come back the next day ready to kick
some ass.

This was the final piece to the puzzle. The last of the very strange things that had to happen for me to
start, stayand complete my career at the CBOT. | was ready to quit, but Jay stopped me. If he hadn't, |
would not be writing this. | am, and always will be, indebted to Jay for that and many more things he did
to guide me throughout my career.

* k%

The day | receied the news of my promotion was a day of triumph and celebration. For the first time
since | could remember, | would receive something wonderful from my &ihraise
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My dad frequently dropped me off close to the CBOT in the morning and picked mdawpeoWacker
drive in the late afternoon. When he picked me up that Friday afternoon, | shared the news with him.
He went wild! He couldn't believe it. He was so happy for me and so proud of me. He was practically
jumping up and down!

AYou di dcaidomthladooidieg enthusiasm in his voice.
il did, o | sai d, soaking it up .
AOh Jimmy! This is great! Congratulations! o He sl

I will never forget that ride home. We were in Chicago +hsbr traffic, and it was as if we hadeth
expressway to ourselves. There was nothing else happening outside the windows as far as | was
concerned. I had the only thing that mattered to

The minute we got home, he jumped on the phone and started calligsiglings to report the news. |
was stunned.

He told my mother the moment she came home from work. He was elated! | hadn't felt that close to him
in the last ten years, maybe longer. It was a moment | will hold onto forever. It was a moment that |
wouldtry to duplicate over and over again, yet, somehow this eluded me. To me, the accomplishments |
achieved over the following ten years seemed to pale in comparison. The more hd denied the

more | began to look in other places.

As a result of hisdulation on this particular day, | went back to the CBOT to work even harder. | now
had two motivations: to make money and get promoted. Both of those things would get me more praise
from my father. At | east thatodés what | thought th

* * %

The following day, | began my training immediately. There was a catch. | was asked to leave the grain
room trading floor and enter the bond trading roo
remember correctly, it was 5,000 square feet as opposed goaim floor which was 19,000 square feet.

The south room opened in 1975 when®@wernment National Mortgage Associati@NMA) futures

started trading. The thidyear Treasury Bonds {honds) were added to the south room on Monday,

August 22, 1977, wibh would mark the most successfully launched futures contract ever.

My phone clerk trainer was Jerry, the floor manager in the south room. There were a couple of runners at
Refcobébs desk in the south room alfsopwouldlso t i me spen
i ncrease. | 6d get to work by 6: 00 -omdfldtomdowotkart tr a
the phones at 7: 00 am u n-hdurlbredkuril@:00pmthenbfcktethe t hat |
office to do trade checking agaiuntil 6:00 pm. This was my life for the next year and a half. So began

my career in the bond market. So began the ever increasing pressure and responsibility that went with
promotions. | was 1§ears old.

* k%

Outtrades are almost always losers, gtder this one time in 1986. A guy | stood next to in thlechd
pit, who traded his own money (he would be calléatal or market maker had an outrade that turned
out to be a winner for hirha $133,000 winner to be exact. So he went out and bauggtrari
Testarossa! | have a picture of it in my office, and it is a thing of beauty.
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There was another unusualéur ade i n the bond room that occurred
l egend kindd. This guy wa lvkhama verhal otdes to buy dlargek er 6 s as
numberof fTbonds. The order was big. The assistant got
who gave it to him. It turned out the person who gave the order to him was dressed in disguise. He was
wearing a wigand a fake mustache. | kid you not. (To this day | do not know the details about the

individual who committed this crime.)

In a case like this you need to look at the rules of the Chicago Board of Trade to determine whose
shoulders a blunder like thisli&aon. The rule states that if you take a verbal order and no one claims that
order the next day, you are liable for that order. The bottom line was, the broker had to take ownership of
the T-bonds.

The following morning before the market opened, thukér was informed of this problem. No one had
stepped up to claim thefonds he bought for the man in the disguise.

Brokers made their money by executing orders in the pit and then receiving a commission for each

contract they bought or sold. Back ind#®85, the going rate was about $1.25 a contract. If a broker

bought or sold one hundred contracts for a client
mi ght have averaged 1500 to 2000 contaveatérmersa day.
and outtrades. One error or otrtade could cost you $100,000!

I'm not going to get into why. It's too complicated. Just know that the market was going to open at a point
where the Tbonds this broker owned were going to cost him $100\38§,big money in the mid
198060s.

Lets add one more thing to the fire for this broker! The government was about to release a report that
morning. The report would move thebbnd market. It would move it a lot. This particular report always
did. It wasthe monthly release of the unemployment figures in the United States for the past month.

In 1984 85, we opened the-Bonds at 8:00 am, but the unemployment figures came out at 7:30 am. This
would affect the opening price of thebbnds in a very big wayhis unfortunate broker was down 100k
and knew it.

And so did everyone else on the floor. It doesn't take long for rumors to get floated around. We all knew
that this broker was probably going to lose everything and be out of a job.

The Government retsed the report at 7:30 am. The implausible happened. The report made the ™ s 6
opening price change direction and go in favor of the broker. The $100,000 loss was wiped out by the
time we opened at 8:00 am and the broker recovered with a profit o600

He retired the next day. No joke.

* * %

After the market closed at 2:00 pm | had two hours free, until the Chicago Board of Trade Clearing

Corporation (BOTCC) completed the matching of all the trades that took place that day on the exchange.
Whatdi dndét match was kicked out of the computer and
those reports, containing all the drades that affected the traders who cleared that firm. (This was the

piece of paper | forgot when | tried to quit and sapped me.)
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|l 6d head to 135 South LaSalle Street, where Refco

the day at about 6:00 pm. Lots of o¥ene. Putting in so many hours made for some big paychecks. |
was making enough to move outofpyar ent s house.

In the summer of 1981, at the age of 19, | did just that. My internal drive was working overtime saying,

mor e ma k e mor e money, advance or you ar

AfAchi eve
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CHAPTER 9 UON MY OWN

Mama loves her baby,

And Daddy loves yotoo

And the sea may look warm

And the sky may look blue.
0 Pink Floyd

I'd like to sublease his apartment in Rogers Park. It was a neighborhood in ndCthieago. The
apartment was small and on the third floor, but it would be my first place. As far as | was
concerned, it was a palace.

I told some of my friends at Refco of my plans to fly the coop. One of them spoke up and asked if

| rented the apartment from a friend named Jeff. Now, there's a very interesting story about Jeff. After he
left Refco, heended up in the S&P futures trading pit at the Chicago Mercantile Exchange. He was in the
S&P trading pit the day the market crashed on a Monday in October, 1987. Some readers may remember
that day.

The Dow was at a low of 796 on August 20, 1982, ben ttarted climbing quickly. It peaked at 2,746
on August 25, 1987. That was an astronomical increase by historical standards. Then, on Obttizer 19
Dow closed 508 points lower than the previous day, at 1738.

Jeff was in the S&P pit trading during that fateful day. The S&P futures were rising and falling in huge
swings. Massive amounts of money were being made and lost.

A broker bought one hundred S&P futures from Jeff as they were going down quickly. In about ten
seconds, the S&P's had gonewvdcso much Jeff made well over $1,000,000. In fact, he told someone that
if he had dropped his pencil, he would have made two million. That's how fast the market dropped.

Now, this was conjecture until five years later when | went golfing with Jeff sketdf it happened. He
said it did.

There were many fortunes made and lost that day. We'll come back to it in a later chapter because, for
about three hours on "Black Monday", | thought I'd lost all of my money and more.

* * %

When | moved out of myduse | was 19 years old. | fit everything | owned into a brown Toyotbdifk.

| sublet the apartment from Jeff for about six months. It was a fantastic experience. | could do as |

pl eased. I also quickly |l earnemie avihtadé mei tseewanok i n g
laundry, the cleaning, the shopping and walking to the El in the morning.

I really didn't mind, though. As a matter of fact, when my-latting time was up | rented a huge

apartment closer to Oak Park in the winter of 1981. | tnekiculous care of my possessions and the
apartment itself. This pissed off my Mother to no end. When | lived at home, | was a slob. The minute |
move out, | became Felix Unger. She didn't believe it was my place when she first came over for a visit.

"Who lives here?" She mused, staring at the spotless kitchen in utter disbelief.
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I didndét know it at the ti me, but this new | evel
For a 19yearold kid | had an incredible amount of responsipilidn top of this | found myself in a
social situation that | was simply not prepared for.

My new apartment was in Forest Park and close to the train. It was actually the basement floor of a house.
The upper floor had been turned into an apartment asdisa rented.

Right behind the house was a bar. The owner of the bar also owned the house. | quickly became friends
with him. He was much older than me, but we were both Irishman and got along splendidly. | also got
along quite well with his beverage efings.

Moving up the ranks at Refco meant more responsibility. More responsibility meant more stress, and then
there was the social atmosphere at the CBOT. For a young, socially inexperienced teen, it was brutal.

People cut each other down all thedirbut they were only joking. It was a way to relieve stress and to

air minor grievances without letting things get out of hand, but I didn't know how to play the game. |
couldn't figure out why people treated each other with such disdain, nor coulcel digiwhy they

thought it was funny. When they made fun of me, it was like daggers embedding themselves into my soul.
My self-esteem plummeted.

Selfhatred was very common to me by the age of 19. It was common in my Irish family. It was a way of

life atthe time. Thisselhat r ed had a voice that countered whate
think you'l/ amount to a decent human being. Youb
friends you have."

Without any constructive weof dealing with the job and social stress, | turned to what | knew. My

drinking skyrocketed. Moving out of my parentsd h
opportunity to hang myself. Soon, I'd add cocaine and other assorted drugs to the mix.
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CHAPTER 10 U COCAINE

| can't explain, you would not understand
This is not how | am
I have become comfortably numb.

0 Pink Floyd

ocaine brought me the attention | craved, just as money had, and | could afford it. | was making
excellent money because hw/putting in so many hours, at least eleven hours a day, most days
twelved because the bond market was booming. | had instant friends, when | had coke with me.

Unfortunately the wonderful cocaine highs were coupled with dark bouts of depression.

* *x %

The south room was exploding. Bonds were booming. The more volume the bonds did, the more people
the room needed. Soon we'd be reaching peak capacity. At the same time my job confidence was
growing.

The numbers being traded were staggering. No other odityrhad ever seen this kind of volume. The
bonds did 8.8 million contracts in 1980, and almost doubled to 16.3 million in 1981. In 1982, they did
19.8 million.

During this same period the grain room was declining in volume. It did 35.8, 32.1 andili@r2im
1980, 81 and 82 respectively. This affected morale, and so the crack was born inside the CBOT that
would spider to a complete 6us against thembé by 1

Although the grains would recover from ardi year of trading in 1982, they would never trade above

40 million contracts in the decade of the 680s an
The bond room would peak in 1989, with 79 million contracts traded, not including optidrect®n

which were introduced in the bond room in 1982. If you add in options, the final score in 1989 was grains

35 million, bonds 101 million.

The bond people were making an enormous amount of money year to year, while the grain room's volume
and salaes were declining.

* k%

I hear the screams from my bedrobrxcruciating screams coming from the dining room. | gently laid

the mirror onto the bed. I didnét want to spil!l a
coke fortwohours | 6d downed at | east a case of beer by th
walked into the dining room | feit nothing. | glanced down to the dining room floor and saw Mike,

holding his knee in a cradle position. He was rocking back and foriisdack and screaming in pain.

When I finally got a closer look, | could see that everything below his knee was just dangling there, as if

the bottom half of his leg were trying to come off. (Think Joe Theisman.) My friends were surrounding

him, frozenwith priceless expressions plastered on their faces, trying to figure out what to do. | calmly

stepped over Mike, dialed 911 and requested an ambulance. After | hung up, | realized that a police car

would accompany the ambulance.
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I had a 2X3 foot mirror m my bed and it was full of bladvat least twothousand dollars worth. Forget
that we were all under the drinking age. | could have cared less. But the blow was serious.

The thought of the police coming sent me into a very focused effort to get allaafdfi@e out of plain

sight. | collected all of the mirrors of coke in my apartment and put them on my bed. While | was doing
this, my friends comforted Mike as best they could, but it was very ugly. He was in a great deal of pain. |
just wanted to shoot iimi like a lame colt and end his misery.

I could hear sirens and they were getting closer. | took all of the cocaine and gently shoved it under my
bed. There was no way | would spill a grain of this stuff, because | knew the second this whole mess was
overand all the police, ambulance, fireman and whatnot left, | was going to party harder than ever. This
was a perfect excuse, or so thought my determined coke andadprated brain. As | rose from

beneath the bed, the knocks on the door came.

The polie showed themselves in without any help and went straight to the source of the agonized noises
Mike was making. | greeted them as the owner and (while trying not to grind my teeth or let any other tics
pop up that go along with cocaine use) began desgribivat had happened.

"Mike is a black belt in karate. He was showing my friend Brian a sidekick when Brian instinctively
reached out and grabbed Mike's foot. Mike had had a few drinks and couldn't keep his balance. As he fell
to the floor, Brian didn'tdt go of his foot. POP! Out came his knee. This all took place in about two
seconds.”

The policemen observed Mike lying on the dining room floor with tormented horror on his face.
AiThe ambul ance should be here?on minutes. What 1is

His inquiry made sense. | had been repainting the apartment that week. Ladders, paint cans, drop cloths
and brushes were laid about. This was no painting party, of course, until the officer brought it up.

AYes of ficer, t hansdesed Othaasmodbed inagneanenti t i s. o |

I noticed that the other officer was checking out
until he walked into my bedroom. Trying to keep a calm demeanor while talking with one officer while

the other valked into the bedroom was quite a feat. My heart was beating so hard | thought it was going

to jump out and go for a run.

You can forget about asking for a warrant in this
internal lawyer kicked inandcasi d, fAHey Jim, dondét worry about what
warrant and anything they do find wild.l be thrown
and booze. The only thought r unntimegy tfhirmod gthh anty dak

The seconds ticked away like hours while that cop was in my bedroom. My friends covertly eyed each
other, confirming that they were thinking the same thing | was, but our fear was all for naught.

The officer emerged from the bedra with nothing in his hands and briskly walked by us to check out

the kitchen. Why he didnoét | ook under the bed, 1|20
angel was with me.
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The paramedics rushed in and followed the moaning to Mike. djelkacked off so the paramedics
could work on Mike. The cops were feeling a great deal of sympathy fér hiaybe the screaming
helped, and besides, they were done with us.

One of the paramedics left to get the stretcher. The other tried to figuretdudughey were going to

get Mike from the floor and onto the stretcher without causing him more pain. In came the stretcher, and
so began a hatiour process of moving Mike onto the gurney. The whole ordeal was cruel. The slightest
mo v e ment o fvasNanding Bosifyihggan through his body.

Finally, the deed was done. Mike was whisked out the door, into the ambulance and toward Oak Park
hospital. Two of my friends went to the hospital with him. The officers had me sign their report, and they
left . I called Mikebs parents to inform them of the

There were about twelve of us left. There was a strange silence in the apartment now. We stood around
staring at each other in disbelief. On went the music. Slowly we all started to breatiThgeénwas

much to hash over for the next couple of hours. T
promised that there would be no more karate exhibitions! Down went more beers. Out came the coke.

Soon it was time to make a coke run, and | lu&gng. For this deed, they would lavishly praise me for

what a great guy | was, so off | went to the deal
years. Cocaine and liquor, with a few other drugs thrown in. It was a very comfortabte,pattil |
realized that | couldndét stop, and that my brain

Cocaine use offers an intense, but stived euphoria. Over those seven years of increasing use | had
more and more troubl e de ad o wirgather thanHacetithiubn, Idiredetaa d ed fc
blunt the effect with alcohol.

It is very difficult to describe what i1td6s |ike t
like experiencing all of the fears that life has to offer in alomer $an. Then mix in the worst grief
youbdbve ever experienced and double it. This horri

or even those who have been at it for a year or two. But sooner or later, especially after years of
increasinguse,ts i nevi tabl e.

As the drug wore off, and | 6d get that sense of q
counterintuitive, because alcohol is a depressant, but it seemed to help. Cocaine is an amphetamine, so |
could go 24 or 48 hours waibut sleep, and it also allowed for mass consumption of alcohol. Thirty beers

over a 24hour period were not uncommon.

Sooner or |l atéandodr aalel tdi ¢dr aWihen 1 6d wake up,
wai ti ng f or temwhattirhetof ddyiitavasdlftit was d&am, so be it, crack open a beer. Why

would I continue to do cocaine year in and year out if the comedowns were becoming unbearable? |
didndét want to face my emoti ons. fifaar§ anxiethat si mpl e
depression, worries, insecurities and all of the other psychic traumas we must face.
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CHAPTER 11 Ul QuIT

| always said he'd come to no good.
o Pink Floyd

The T-bond business in the south room had exploded. Our desk was producing incredible volume
and had attracted an enormous group of new customers. We now had nine people working there,
and | was the number two man right after Jetrg,guy who trained me. At 2@arsold, all the people
under me were older. | knew that | was on my way to being rich. It would take about thirty seconds for it
all to come crashing down.

I was nicely settled in at Refco. | had a routine to follow every day angdttisg paid very well.

*k%k

| had an unforgettable encounter one night with Tom Ditttherpwner of Refco. We were making vast

amounts of money. So much so that it would vault Tom to th8 &2&lthiest man in the country in

1981. He was very happy; so were we. Tom showed his appreciation of our work with generous bonuses,
butonthisnigh Tom showered me with a more important Kkin
second company trip to Las Vegas.

The first night there | was at the craps table in
was simple enough to lay dowmoney and pray. There were about five other people at the table with me.
I heard AHello Jim. 0 from behind me. I turned to

Tom stepped up to the table and plunked some chips down. He nabbed a waitreke@hereato bring a
soft drink for himself and a Heineken for me. He started a conversation.

ASo how do you and Jerry do it?0 he asked as he p
ACominé out!o yelled the stick man. The player ob
| nervously ventur d |, i What do you mean, Tom?0

il keep receiving calls from customers telling me
Before | could say anything, I noticed some 6high

|l i ke a scene out of. FfTNiiegshet poafl et hvel PLGisv iwegr eD esahduof f | i
catatonic state droning in a monotone voice, "Tom's at the craps table. We must kiss his asssss."

When they got to the table they flanked Tom like secret service men. | realized he was stiltdaiing

iAiYou guys are doing a great job, and | just wante
AMy pleasure Tom. | appreciate the opportunity. I
gushed.

The drinks arrived. We toasted. For a brief momentd indheaven, receiving such praise from Tom, a
father figure in my world of trading. We talked back and forth for about six minutes before the brown
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nosed zombies shoved me out of the way. A few minutes later | had been pushed three people to the right
of Tom, just another phone clerk among the traders.

* *x %

Back in the south room, it was just a day like any other, with one exception. This would be my last day
with Refco. My two and a half years with them was about to come to an abrupt end.

Jerrytooka break at about 11:00 am. He told me hebd be
Jerry if there was anything | should know or watch out for. He said no. This is where it all started,
because it wasnot true.

What | didnot kmosws wtacsl & hhaitm Jtea rlyedbassve me out of t#F
opinion that | was too young for the job and had a big mouth. He was reacting to the fact that | was on

friendly terms with many of the clients. This same policy is why Tom was hearinglgjogd aibout me.

This is where the compliment came from. On the other hand, the powers working under him looked upon

my behavior negatively. Why? Who knows. The bottom line is that | was not being told things that |

needed to know. This day, | would paywiny job for being kept out of the loop.

When Jerry went on a break he didnot tell me that
early in the day. When the client placed the order the market price was at the order price, but the marke
moved off of that price quickly. So the client ended up buying only a portion of the bonds he wanted to

buy at the specified price. When this happens the order stays in the trading pits with a broker in case the

bond prices come back tothe buy pricek ™ i s call ed fAworking the order.
open order.

It just so happened that another client was also working an order at exactly the same price. As a matter of
fact the order was for exactly the same quantity as well. The only thahgiade those orders different

was the account and order numbers on them. The bottom line was this: There were two orders in the pit
with the broker to buy one hundred bonds at 85.10. (85.10 is the price the bonds were bought at.)

| got a call from onefahe big clients on a particular line. Usually Jerry would answer this line, but he

was on break. The c¢client asked if hedd bought any
I looked in the special ar ea wh e gesandwe gotkerceptional hi s ¢
service, including separating his orders from eve
in. | found an order at 85.10 and saw that faitght out of one hundred had been purchased. | assumed
thatthiswas hisomtii t was the right amount in the right pl:
order.

I got back on the phone and told the client the news, thinking | was just confirming what he had already
known. He hadnoét known rgsrden).dHe lovied eweaybodylabRefko, ng at t h
especially me. Those 48 bonds were worth $48,000 to him at the moment.

When Jerry came back from lunch, | told him how happy this big client was! Jerry stared at me in
disbelief. He turned a bright shade of red.

AYou didndét. o He said, with fear in his eyes.
iWel | , of cour se | did, o | repli e, glhanaodear it hge wh a

Jerry dropped his head.
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AiThey arendt his. O

Right then and there | knew it was all over for m&eafco. Tears started to well up in my eyes. In that
split second, | could see everything that had happened, and all the events it took to get to this single
moment in time.

Jerry explained that the bonds b etahlbackehdcliantl anot he
talked to and tel]l him he coul dndét have the bonds
coul dndét have the bonds that wer @ightbogstolothl |y hi s.

clients, an darfybohdsat8xd1D.Refd tvould have to buy the bonds at the current price
(which was much higher) from their error account. They would have to cut a check to the client for the
difference. That difference was just over $48,000. | would have to pdyafiod@k with my job.

| ran off the floor and headed to the stairwell just outside the south room to cry. A few minutes later, a
security guard employed by the exchange approached me and asked if | was o.k. | nodded my head and
uttered that | was. She tbine to hang in there, and | sat for a little longer while | collected myself.

When | got back to Refcobds trading desk in the so
trading floors, and responsi bl ehdtordéladrm rodalRleyf cmpids
on. |l coul dndét bear the thought of Jay being angr
worst of it all.

AfWhat the fuck, Jim?6 Jay said, hol ding the order

=13

Jay, | dm s o sred;ahgkinglbacktearssar el y mutt e
AYou know we have to make this good,d he said to

I just nodded. Jay and Jerry talked back and forth for a while, and then Jay walked away. For now | would
have to stay at the desk and work for the next two hours, wadtirtgd market to close at 2:00 pm. Then
|l 6d find out the consequences of the blunder. |t

The ruling came down later that afternoon. When | got to the office to complete my afternoon duties, the
assistant floor managerom the grain room, was waiting for me. Jerry was there too.

ifiwWe do not want to fire you, because youdre good
the assistant floor manager.

The assistant floor manager was one of the biggest jdr&d met in my life. We were both hot heads and
stubborn, so we didndédt get al ong. My i mmaturity d
condescending way he could. He had me, and he knew it. He loved shoving mistakes in your face, then
rubbing it in with as much cruelty as he could.

AYou wil/ be taken out of the bond room and worKk
going to scrutinize every thing you do. Doah 6t t hi
you had in the bonds. Because, if you make a 48k mistake in the grains, | will kick your ass. Count on it.

You will answer the phones at the meal and oil desk. Your afternoon duties will change also. You will no
longer work on the bond otitades. You W work onthe mealand oilottt r ades . 0 He f i ni she
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This was the last thing | wanted. | knew the grains wet¢he place to be, and the meal and oil desk was

the sl owest desk on the floor. | elwaawitmbondsel e si re t o
|l said, AFine.o0o | asked to speak to Jerry alone.
When the door <c¢cl osed, | coul dnot contain my sadne

want to see you cry.o

linterrupted saying hat bonds were my |ife. I didnét want be
was out of his hands. |t was a gargantpeape mi st ake
who spent their afternoon putting out fires because of me.

Il owered my head, stood up and thanked Jerry. I we
if | could talk with him. He said yes and began to blurt out exactly what he thought of me.

AYou fucking morons on t @idiotsfthinkyou candconte énto shis mdudtre d . Ay
wi t hout any coll ege education and take the world

I stood up and thanked him for his advice and sai
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CHAPTER 12 U TWO STEPS BACKWARD

You slip out of your deth and out of your mind
With your fear flowing out behind you
As you claw the thin ice.

0 Pink Floyd

t was strange not having anywhere to be on Monday morning. My routine had changed abruptly,
and | really didndét camét dMerld. TBhatle&sashow Iprwea
about it and move on. Dondét feel the pain. It O :

| think my parents were more in a panic than | was. Since | would no longer be receiving a paycheck and

had spent most of my money on blow, Iwvulhave to move back to their ho
thrilled about this. After raising six children,
them then to have finally gotten rid of us, only to have me straggle back? Add tathiwé#s also the

only child without a college education. They must have been going nuts behind closed doors.

So home | went, storing al/|l of my possessions in
time to party. Thisishowlwasleammg t o deal with the pain. |l 6d | ove
for the next few months, if | could only remember it. Most of those days are an alcoholic and drug

induced blur. One memory does remain though, my first serious attempt at suicide.

What leads a person to suicide? Many things, | gueskind of desperation that arises from hopelessness
perhapg the end result of a cascade of influences. The thing is, this loss of hope can be needless. It can
be depression talking. Life can seem Hegg when it is nét when hope is there, just for the asking.

In my case it was a cascade of events made worse by a family predisposition to depression and alcohol
use.

Where once | had a job, money and independence, | now had no job, no money, iridgvasce
again with my parents. My girlfriend broke up with me. | had no education. Things looked grim and

drinking was what | knew. Itds what | saw as the
up early on. When | was growing up, mostloé adults around me drailespecially when there were
problems. So | 6d cope by sedating myself. I had t

The problem is that we candt escape depression by
depressant. It can onlgad to deeper depression. The stress from losing my job, independence and the
gi r | | 6d been dating at the time, with the additd:i

The more | drank, the more | slipped into despair. The more | slipped spaideghe more | saw no way
out. The more | saw no way out the more | drank.

After living back at home for about six weeks, my mother pulled me aside and asked me what | was going
to do with my life.

AProbably go back downokt o otrh ea nbootahredr o fo bt,roa d e saani dd
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AExcell ent! 0 She said, and |l eft it at that.
The next morning, my yeand niece would single handedly stop me from killing myself.

When | woke up that morning | was hung over and depressed. My mind Wag fesn conflicting

thoughts. On one side, | heard the fearless problem solver who never gives up and never slows down.
This side of me knew t hat I could be successful,

t here and k iheokherside okl mathas I'was fal, ugly, stupid, worthlessceatered,

smoked too much and would never amount to anything. There was only one way | knew how to shut

down the noise in my heddd r i n k , but that wasnoét pasgedtvegrasanyt hin
narrowed by age, depression and substance abuse. To me it looked like there was no hope, and | saw no
other alternative than death.

The house was empty. | headed to the bathroom. The razor blades stared at me from the medicine cabinet,
begging me. Such a small instrument, | thought, with such a deadly consequence. | grabbed the blades

and withdrew one. Tears flooded my eyes as | began hacking at my wrist, producing an enormous amount
of blood. Of course, | did it over the sink to keep fraraking a mess!

One wrist done, | started on the other, but suddenly heard the front door open. The house was very old,
and the front door was a massive piece of oak. When it opened the sound could not be mistaken for
anything else. Then the voice of niglé niece came traveling from the front hall, up the stairs and into

my ears. She was pure joy. Her voice carried that joy to me. | sank down to the floor, convulsing with
heavy sobs.

AWhat am | doing?0 | <crieditcoe.mylsddlIlf .nefvleus thelairs tie
her again if | continue this.Oo
| heard my sistem-l aw call out, fAAnybody home?0

| waited for a few moments to answer, trying to make my decision.
Finally | said, Al am. o

| cleaned up the blood, threw awtne blade and tried to stop the bleeding with a towel. | slowly walked
downstairs and told my sistar-law Jeanne that | needed help. Looking down at my niece, | knew that

| 6d made the right decision. Jeanneragsessingthe t he ph
wounds, we decided that it was best not to go to the hospital for fear of getting the system involved. My

mom would call and make an appointment with a psychologist. | agreed.

This was my second visit to the psychologist. | was 15 whemnt the first time. My parents decided to

run a battery of tests on me at a psychiatric hospital to see if | was normal. | was flunking out of high
school, spending every waking moment at my girl fr
My parents were just trying to help.

The tests showed that | was fAnormal 6, whatever th
someone to talk to about my problems; hence, the psychologist.

By the time | was 15 whenever anyone wanted to know heasldoing | automatically responded that |

was fine. When | saw the psychol ogist, thatoés wha
myself cured.
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Five years later, | was back. This time his advice was to do everything in my power to gen lbiaek
trading floor. Get a job no matter what the job w

The psychol ogist was trying to get some structure
He knew | liked the CBOT because | talked atibin length with him. He also new that | had created
some self worth within myself because of the CBOT. Going back to the CBOT seemed logical to him.

But getting a runners jobThats t at ement hit me hard. The thought of
much. | was @hone clerkand amouttrade checkerl imagined myself back on the trading floor as a
runner. It would be embarrassing! How could | possibly lift my head up again?

In the end, it made sense to me.totBs kink | wertt éown | di dn
to the CBOT in search of a runnerbs job. I woul d
involved that if a runnerds job came up, |l 6d snag
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CHAPTER 13 Ul MIBACK

Waiting for the winds of change
To sweep thelouds away.
0 Rush

y job hunt was shotlived. The first office | walked into offered me a job as a runner. A big
blow to my ego, but | had made an agreement and would stick by it.

The following day, | began working for Maduff in the bond room asnaeu They were taking a chance

by hiring me because they knew Iwasegen al i fi ed. | reassured them that

t hem, knowing the second | hit the floor | 6d st ar

knew | 6 duffny best effdftavtile | worked for them. | was starting over.

Maduffés trading desk was on the opposite side of
like the plague. To this day, | can vividly remember what it was like that first day Mgcitomach

churned with shame and regret. | feared running into one of my old Refco buddies. | carried all these

feelings like fifty-pound weights. The hours ticked by painfully slowly.

There were a couple of silver linings though. One silver liningtivapeople who worked on the floor

for Maduff, especially Mike and Michelle. Mike was a runner, and Michelle was our boss. She was very
nice, and | came to respect her immediately. Mike and | remained great friends until the day | left the
CBOT for good.

The other was, it was an exciting to be in the Chicago financial district. In the few months that | was away
from the CBOT, more bodies had somehow been crammed into the pit and the surrounding desks. This
was a result of the astronomical volume the Isondre doing. In 1981, the bonds became the most

actively traded commaodity in the world. The fire department must have been very uneasy about the
situati on. | f a fire broke out, it woul dnot have

The south room was becoming a sauna, too. Wans stationed at both entrances of the south room and
the CBOT ended up cutting a huge hole in the wal/l
in the room.

There was a gigantic metal grate in the hole and | could look through thia skeggrating and watch the
construction of the new building the CBOT was constructing next door.

*kk

Construction on the new CBOT building began in late 1980. It opened in 1982. It is 23 stories high and it
features a stunning 12ory high atrium.

During this same period the Chicago Board Options Exchange (CBOE), began construction on a new
building directly south of the CBOT. It opened on February 21, 1984. When the new option building is
combined with the CBOT, it creates a massive financialrigadenter and impressive trading floors. The
options floor covers 45,000 sqg. ft. (The new grain floor, 32,000 sq. ft.; the new financial floor, 19,000 sq.
ft.) The south room at the CBOT, which was now reserved for later use, was 5,000 Sqg. Ft. by compariso
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Included in this massive complex is the Chicago Stock Exchange, which moved to its new trading floor to
the south end of the options building.

* *x %

As | stared through this hole in the wall and heard the workers hammering, sawing and nailing togethe
the new grain floor, I wasnodét thinking of the new
about how | was going to get into the bond pit and trade.

At the time it seemed like the best way into the pit was through a company like Refdd,Miech,
Smith Barney, or |ike Donal dson, Lufkin and Jenre
learned that the boss at the DLJ desk was Tim Anderson.

I began to pursue a phone clerk job with Tim just weeks after starting at Maiduffvak a tall, thin,
slightly balding man. His enthusiasm for life was exhilarating. He would become yet another father figure
at the CBOT.

DLJ was looking to hire a new phone clerk as they expanded their trading operations. My target date to
get them tdhire me was the opening of the new financial trading floor in April of 1982. Day after day |
hounded Tim to give me an answer. Psychologically, the anticipation was excruciating. Finally the
answer came. Tim said that | could begin working for them thetagagew trading floor opened.

| was back!
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CHAPTER 14 UTHE NEW FLOOR

All the busy little creatures,
Chasing out their destinies.
0 Rush

started my n& job with DLJ as a phone clerk and #rade checker. As | learned the ropes |

became friends with my eworkers. DLJ was not a small company, but their trading operation on
the bond floor was. There were only four of us, Tim, Michael, Shannon and n@ygelbioss was Taylor
Hurst. Tayl or spent most of his time working off
group of people. | learned so much from them.

On April 19, 1982, the new financial trading floor opened on what was once the grain floor, and |

Michael taught me the value of conduct inside and outside of the workplaatsdtaught me
professionalism. He taught me that it was O.K. to have fun outside of work but to always conduct myself
like a gentleman no matter where | was.

Shannon taught me that work was not everything. Sure, it was important to do a great jid) latitwo
could be done without getting wrapped up in every detail. It was just fine to let go of work when you left
for the day.

Tim was also in a new position with DLJ. Hedd jus
up would lead to mintroduction toBroker Assistinga huge step towards my goal of securing my first
membership on the CBOT.

Timés boss was Taylor Hurst. The two of them are
ever met. Tim and Taylor had very similaanaging styles. They were both great listeners and both great
leaders. Both knew how to motivate, and each had a genuine concern about-bengedf those

working for them. They wanted us to work hard, but they wanted us happy.

| was privlegedenodg t o get to know Tayl or outside the CBOT
shortly after | started working for DLJ. | was telling Taylor how excited | was about the NCAA

championship on TV that evening. He ended up coming over to my apartment agiat bineltbeer!

Special Export no less! How cool was that? We had a great time. Taylor was excited to see my new

apartmend and to meet my new bride-be.

*k%

Since | was back in the workplace and eahonseng goo
again. This move would be my last. | had a very different motivation this time. Through some mutual
friends, | had met my soul mate.

These new buddies kept telling me about this friend of theirs, Diana. They said over and over that | had to
meet he. Finally | did, on April 3¢ 1982 and we connected immediately.

Well, | should say that she connected with me first, by backing her car into my right knee! After | got in

the back seat of her car, | gladly accepted her apology. | needed to stretghlegt It was killing me,
so | propped it between the driverbés and passenge
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in the process. | apologized. Luckily, she accepted and we called a truce. That night we fell in love, and
we moved inagether within three months.

Our new apartment was back in Forest Park, right above the bar my buddy owned. Yes, the same guy |
rented my second apartment from. It was big, very modern, had skylights and it was newly redecorated.
But most important, it &s above a bar. That suited me fine. | was drinking like a fish by then.

*k%k

Letbdbs take a cl oser | ook at how brokers do busine
what | was trying to get myself into.

There were two types of tradeon the trading floohrokersandlocals(a.k.a.market makens Brokers

make their money by executing orders for their clients, trading houses (a.k.a. brokerage houses and
clearing houses, but theyo6re al | dogtheirawnmondy.e s ame)
|l 6d roughly estimate that for every broker in the

A broker buys or leases a seat on the exchange. This gives him or her the right to enter certain pits and
trade certain commodities on thechange. To get customers, they must establish themselves in the
trading pit.

There are several was to get started as a broker. You can know someone already established and ask for
help. You can work your way up through an already existing independeinigtigperation, or you could
work you way up at a brokerage house like DLJ, and then become a house broker.

After becoming a house broker, you could leave and become established as an independent broker.
Independent brokers worked for themselves andthaid own employees. Independents would try to get
business from the trading houses, like DLJ. Trading houses were often happy to have an independent
execute its orders. By using an independent broker, the trading house shifted all the risk of eouirs and
trades onto the independent. Employee overhead was also shifted to the independent. Trading houses
would pay the independent broker a commission to execute the order at the best possible price and that
was itT no muss, no fuss.

The rapid increase ithhe volume of bond trading during the early Eighties created new pressures on the
system. In response, something new was catching fire among the trading pitdtblkehnging of
Broker Assistants

When | first started at DLJ, Tim worked the pit as adebroker. Shannon, Michael or | would work the

phones and hand signal the orders to Tim in the pit, but there was a problem with this system. Once we
signaled to Tim and he turned around to execute the trade in the pit, he was unavailable to us. Seconds
count in the world of commodities. The markets move as quickly as lightning, with millions of dollars
changing hands every second. What if the trading customer suddenly wanted to change his order? And
what i f it was i mpossi dHsdackwastgues? Ti mds attention

The answer to this problem was to get Tim a Broker Assistant. That Broker Assistant would be me.

Brokers and their assistants stood on the top step of the trading pit. The reason for this was to allow their
assistants to be theiee of the broker back at the trading desk. Assistants would face away from the
broker and | ook to the companiesd trading desks,
immediately communicate transactions in the pit to the trading desks visigaats. They would

indicate to the desk exactly who was buying and selling and at what price the market was trading.
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They would also take orders from the desks and give them to the broker verbally for execution in the pit.
Then, the assistant would fthsignal back to the desks exactly what price they executed the order.

With broker assistants now handling the communication back and forth from the desk, the broker was
freed to watch the action in the trading pit.

Hand signals are the lifeblood ofmanu ni cati on bet ween the brokerds op
at the trading desk. That flow of communication enabled the trading desks to tell their office traders

exactly what was happening in the bond pit. Those hand signals flowing from theBro Assi st ant 0s
hands to the phone clerk were a vital link to providing great service. A good Broker Assistant was key to
success. The speed and quality of this communication could literally make or break a broker.

That's where my dexterity paid off. Mygers could move individually like lightning, like the fingers of
a jazz pianist!
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CHAPTER 15 U SHANNON (& WAVE

When | heard that he was gone,
| felt a shadow cross my heart.
0 Rush

y heart was beating furiously. Tim had taken me aside, aftetdbse, to inform me of my
new duties.

"What about going in the pit and broker assisting for me?" He asked.
"Gee. Can | have some time to think it over, Tim?" | kidded. "OK, that's enough time. | accept!"
"Great, Monday vyoudbre in the pit with me."

| 6d experienced many opening bells in the CBOT in
would experience the opening bell from the trading pit. | would be contributing to the workings of the pit.
To say that | was excited is huge undatestent.

My first day working for Tim in the bond pit was nothing less than spectacular. Shannon and Michael

were working the phones and anticipating the mark
is, at what price he thought the bomgzre going to open at. He told me and | relayed my first hand signal

from the pit to a trading desk.

When the bell rang, chills ran up my spine. | was here! | was a part of the trading pit! | began hand
signaling (flashing) the trading price to the delken | relayed which company(s) or big locals were
buying and selling. In turn, Shannon and Michael would relay all this information, to the office trader on
the other end of the phone. Then | flashed the market simd on and on.

This was my new job to constantly flash all of this information. | was excellent at it from the beginning,
and | would only get better. Other brokers in the pit began to take notice. Soon, they would be interested
in luring me away from DLJ.

Tim and | became good friendde was more a mentor to me than a boss. He could see my immaturity
and helped me draw boundaries when | was overzealous, which was often. | pushed boundaries because |

di dnot know any better. Ti m, Mi chael italtmed Shannon
Somehow they saw through my antics to my potential. They saw an excellent broker assistant, and they
truly wanted to see me succeed. For that 1 6m very

* k%

Most of the time Tim executed our ordesisd sometimes Michael would execute them. Sometimes,

when neither could be in the pit for some reason,
broker. That 6s what | “Wa9s8 3d. o i Mi gc hoane | F rwi adsang6tt Jt ahneur aer,
shown up that morning, which was odd.

There wasndét much trading ctivity that day. Shan
phone, and | began to | a e a

i act
f sh th mar ket , but she w
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other endof the line. After a moment Shannon looked up and waved me over to the desk. | asked her

what she wanted, and she waved to me more urgently. | was struck by the look on her face. As | walked

up to the desk | could see the tears streaming down her face.

ATi mmyés dead. 0 She said to me as she hung up the
AWhat 20 | said in utter disbelief.

Shannon said that Tim had died of a heart attack the previous night.

She explained that Tim had been found dead in his apartment.

| wandered back to theattling pit. | reported the news to the others. The news spread quickly.

Tim died from a massive ingestion of <cocaine. Hi s
a regular bases at the time of hti £ adiset l.f |hdd drela
stop me from using coke in the following years. M

Why would someone who was so successful, good looking and basically seemed to have life by the balls
use cocaine? As my career gressed in the trading pits over the next few years, | got my answer. The
stress of being a trader was immense.

|t was the first time as an adul t t hat someone cl
know. What | remember is becomingmb.

When Tim died, it was if my own father had passed. He was one of the many father figures | sought out in
the CBOT. | looked up to Tim and he treated me like a son. | felt lost and desperate after he was gone.

At the ti me | wassarfabher figure. &\Vitheut thihkeng, | folnd myselfadropping by my

parents house more often. | needed to know that everything would be okay. Unfortunately, when I tried to
connect with my real Fat her , I wasoignergphisct ed . My f
emotions. Hedédd numb himself with alcohol so he di
my sadness over Timdés death, he would become very
about how he was sorry | lost Tirmah blah blah. Statements that were not connected to his emotions but
connected to his unfeeling brain. Useless thoughts. Thoughts that did me absolutely no good. Because |

am a feeler. My feelings needed guidance and my Father was not willing to deaibvaittn emotions,

let alone help me with mine. This was the ultimate rejection.

The tradition of not feeling was being passed down to me by my Dad. He received it from his Dad, etc. |

was | earning not to feel s owdnttadtéuchthattothewindeept o gr i e
inside’ the hole in my soul that represented a fagdingrelationship with my real father. The loss of

Tim and further rejection from my Father was too much. The result was to turn to drinking. Exactly how

my Dad wold have dealt with it.

Shannon and | stayed the rest of the day until the market closed at 2:00 pm. | will never understand why

DLJ didndét close their trading desk for the rest
stopped tradingfer | earning the news of Timés passing. Th
emotional wait for the 2:00 pm bell. Finally, it rang, and | headed home, my emotions in turmoil.

By Monday plans had been made for a wake and the funeral. Finally vedkbel would cry deep,
painful tears. Rarely in my life have | felt such deep grief. Thankfully, Diana was there to comfort me.
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With Timds passing, things would take a dramatic
me to what would beconmay final stop in the CBOT before entering the application for my seat.

45



CHAPTER 16 UBOB

Into the distance, a ribbon of black
Stretched to the point of no turning back

0 Pink Floyd
i me passed slowly the next f eswesnicoutdbys. | r ecove
concentrating on being the best broker assistant in the pit.

We began using several different independent brokers to execute our orders. One of them was Bob Laser,
or O0Lazd6 (pronounced 6Lazeb6) for short.

One day, just after the clog bell rang, Michael asked to talk with me. We walked over to the empty
trading pit on the southeast side of the floor and sat on the top step.

Mi chael began, ABob Laser asked me if you would b
withmefr st , because he didndt want to take you away
would be a very good move for you, Jim.o

ASounds good, but | 6ve always worked for trading
independent broker. o

ATeu However, if youdbre to reach your goal of bec

youol l have. o
ASo thereds not much of a chance of DLJ getting m

il dm sure that wild.l happen dogeaitquitker and baseda.bett@ut , wi
cha

|
hance for success. 0
| t hanked Michael and told him that Il 6d tal k with

| approached Bob before the opening of the market, while he was clearing uptnisiest

AWhat 6s up, Bob?0 | asked.

ider you interested in coming to work for me?bod

AAs your broker assistant?o

AfYes. O

I didndét hold back one iota with my next statemen
AWhen can | get my seat ?0
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t a time. Jandclgehmomet pr o mi

Bob | aughed, fAOne thing a
'l talk in a year. o

busi ness, t hen webo

My heart leapt to my throat. A year? This was unbelievable! | was so close to my membership on the
CBOT now that | could taste it.

| hel d out my hand to seal the deal and told hi m,

Bobwould, without a doubt, become one of the greatest father figures in my life. | would constantly seek
his approval over the years we would spend together in the CBOT. | wanted him to acknowledge my
accomplishments with a pat on the back. | wanted him¢owage me when | was feeling down.

| wanted him to stick up for me when another person wronged me. | wanted him to fill the void my own
father had left.

Over the years | spent with Bob, | cameemepa real i z
fathers on r el ati onshi p. He coul dndédt give that to me [
me to be his son, he hired me to be his employee. An employee who was there to perform a specific task.

The void still existed.

I would leave DLJ and begin working for Laz in one week with thanks going to Michael, my unexpected

mentor . Back then | didnét know that he was gui di

knew | wasndét corporate mat & bdstawhichsvas workinginthe gitr e d me
* % %

In Bobb6s trading operation, there was another bro

three employees. Bob also worked with another ind

otherwhen one had to | eave the pit Doug stood direc

with the same number of employees.

Bob had several clients he executed orders for. Now | was watching three trading desks at a time and
sometimes four. Was flashing fast and furiously every second of every day.

The bond market was quickly gaining momentum. Bob was doing more and more business. It was very
exciting. But this excitement came with a price. Again, | was moving up the CBOT ladder. Myveaseer
advancing at a very fast pace. I didnét realize t
because | didnét know how t o deaaéalcomliandidrugshat pr ess

| was drinking after work to sooth myself armira down. During the day, | needed the boost of
amphetamines to keep myself going. Weekends would consist of drinking beer and gin and snorting
cocaine. I could begin as early as noon on a Satu

Thedrugand al cohol abuse happened gradually. I't crep
to myself. At each moment | just reacted in the only way | knew how, and tried to keep up the pace. Bob
was paying me extremely well. So monetarily at ldastuld afford my lifestyle.

Diana and | were to marry in June, 1983. The responsibility of marriage added to-ralajel stress. It

was all beginning to take a toll on me physically
Predictably, my drinkig would begin to interfere with my job for the first time in my life. Laz laid down

the law the first time | showed up late for work, saying it was unacceptable. | would take his talk to heart,

well, for a month or so anyway.
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During the following eighmonths Bob made some employee changes that lead to the hiring of a new
broker assistant named Jerry Keeley. Jerry and | knew each other from high school. We became a
phenomenal tag team. We also became close friends.

Soon it would be Christmas, 1983. Bad Doug took their employees and spouses to dinner in the city
to thank us for a great year. Theyo6d also hand ou
$5, 000, and Doug gave me $1,000. [ wikal sould ¢vern ned at

have to worry about money again.
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CHAPTER 17 UING

Polarize me, Sensitize me, Criticize me, Civilize me,
Compensate me, Animate me, Complicate me, Elevate me.
d Rush

e entered 1984, breaking all kinds of volume records in the trading . Bobo6s trading

was expanding, and he needed relief from trading. Standing in the trading pit, day after day, was

wearing on him. The logical step for Bob was to have me take over for him in the pit, so that he
could get out once in a while.

At about the same time the CBOT, for various grevefated reasons, came out with a new rule: if a

broker in the bond pit had a broker assistant who was going to stand on the top step of the trading pit, then
that assistant must have a membership. Tokdos needed to have their broker assistants stand on the top
step of the pit for the best visibility, and so that they could communicate orders to the broker and
transactions to the desk. Brokers were put in a position where they had to either buy ar leas

membership for their assistant(s) to us.

It was evident that it was time for my application to be entered for membership on the Chicago Board of
Trade.

I n May of 1984, I entered my applicati onAhdadr me mb
of me was a twamonth process before | could receive that ultimate ticket.

First, there would be an announcement of all applicants that applied that month in the monthly newsletter
that went out to all members. That way, if someone had an objélatiprcould raise their concerns with
the membership committee. No one objected.

Then, t her eddbad nboen sttheer eoxfam t est , (Back then it was
hours. | needed 75% to get a passing grade on the exam. | was worrieday oecall my poor

academics in high school. I wasndét a test taker a
though, |1 wusually did okay. Even in my sedated st

Af ter the exam t hag'dwvadntaried aBdutrithe sinautateditrading lzedause it
wasnot a test. | t was there so that a future memb

Then, | 6d finish with the signing of 6The Book, 06
Every member that ever traded at the CBOT had signed that book. The signing of the book was just a
formality, so the only serious hoop was the exam.

I f all went wel |l , |l 6d receive my membership. The
for me.

| studied the best | could and entered the testing room on a Friday afternoon, armed with my No. 2 pencil
and, thankfully, a calculator. It was brutal.
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Even though | wouldndét be trading opti ethesrest.li t was
struggled with one question that had six parts to it. Over and over | fingered the numbers into the
calculator. 1 6d done pretty well on other parts o
out of the hundred asked. Even gt left me in a precarious position. If | missed thispsirt question,

| 6d pr ob anbtgoodjeadudgh anoré Mumbers punched in, more calculations made. Time was

running out. Finally, I had a breakthrough and logged what | thought was thensgiera

I turned in the exam after sitting for over two a
until Monday to find out the results.

When Monday came, | was tense. At about 10:00 am, | left the trading pit and found a phoeé theall
number for test results.

AName please, 0 the voice said on the other end.

iJames Goul ding. o

A80. Congratulations. 0

AThank you!o6 | smiled the biggest smile | ever ha
* % %

On July 9, 1984, I segsedreharmémbef $§dckboskgnnfyh

member of the Chicago Board of Trade. The only thing left was to go to the third floor and get my badge.

When | entered the office where the badges were made, | was greeted by a smiling womdrereldlo us
me to a table.

She asked me what acronym | wanted to go on my ba
exchange and is pinned to your trading jacket so other traders in the pit can identify you.)

I said JAG flamesAllenGodldimg. $he fipped éhrough a computer printout, scanning the
names and acronyms of all the members.

AfThat 6s taken. o she said.

AHow about JG?0 I sai d.
Flip, scan.
AfThat 6s t aken, t oo. ALet s seeéWhatods your name a

AJames Alnlgem Goul di
AWhat about | NG?0 she offered.
ABingo! o | exclai med.

My picture was taken, the badge assembled. She handed me the final product. | thanked her, pinned it on
my trading jacket and walked out into the hallway on my way to the trading floor.
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| stepped onto the escalator and headed up, feeling pride like | had never felt before. As | walked on the
fl oor, the guys in Bobds trading operation caught
to see ifit was pinned on my trading jadke

I floated up the trading steps to my broker assis
customers. Bob turned around and congratulated me, then Doug, then some of the other traders. Then my
customers took notice and silently applaudedas beaming.

I couldnét help but to think back to the first op
the pit. Running my first order into the corn pit. Getting promoted to phone clerk then losing my job at
Refco. There was the suicidgeanpt, and then coming back, swallowing my pride. Starting at DLJ.

Broker assisting for the first ti me, and t hen
standing on the top step of the pit, Iwastwantwo year s ol d and | was 0fl

Tim
NGO .
Later that day | called Mom. She was nothing less than elated and sent the information blazing through
the family tree as soon as we hung up.

| went by to see my parents later that evening. The adulation | most wanted was from my father. On my
way there | envigined him jumping up from his chair and embracing me, giving me hearty pats on the
back, and smiling ear to ear. |l could see him in
hear him saying, "My son! The Broker! What a success! He did thas &lis own! I'm so proud of him.

He overcame such adversity!"

His real reaction was quite different from the one | imagined. It was muted. Hentikdfl. There was no
"Way to go!o6, no dAal'm proud of youl!l ". Not hi ng.

Dad was so proud of me when | wasipoted from a runner to a phone clerk. How could he not be LIT

UP over this? To say the least, | was confused. "Oh well." | thought; "He'll really be proud of me when |
make my first million!"
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CHAPTER 18 U TRADING

We have taken care of everything

Thewords you hear, the songs you sing

The pictures that give pleasure to you eyes.
0 Rush

was now an official member of the Chicago Board of Trade and that gave me the right to trade.
The beauty of this was that now | had two new income streams, besiaeBathwas paying me.
The first was the money | could earn as a broker, and the second was trading as a local.

* % %

What are the traders doing in the pit? The trader
commodity? Something that can baulght, sold, traded and speculated on, just like corn. My commaodity
was T-Bonds, so | will explain my work from that angle.

Treasury bonds are fulyacked U.S. debt instruments. They have maturities of more than one year and

pay the investor a fixed anal rate of return or coupon which is paid semnually. The return on a

Treasury note or bond is equal to its face value times the coupon interest rate. They can be traded just like
corn.

For a trade to be completed there must be a buyer and sefleirggon a price for the commaodity that

they are trading. Traders are looking for people to match what they want fougosell and trade at a

specific price. A broker will get an order to buy or sell at a given price, and they often get these orders as
the market hits the price the customers viamiit that price can change at any moment. What makes

things interesting is that commaodity prices are a moving target.

The way they tell other traders in the pit what they are doing is by using hand sighsit®ating what
price and how many contracts they are trying to do.

When you see the traders jumping up and down and shouting on TV, the market is trading their price

somewhere in the pit, and they wa nldéteveryoneenithe piter get
know that they have bonds at the price the market is trddimj in case someone is buying. When the

mar ket is actively trading a certain price and th
great deal of activityn the pit. When there are three hundred people doing that, it appears to be
pandemonium. |Itdéds not. Itds just buyers and selle
That 6s why t hecyr ycéa.l I TriadedrCsp eanr eo ulti t er a lpénwheyee | | i ng

everyone can see.

*kk

As a broker, I'd earn a $1.25 for every contract | executed in the pit. | began to execute orders that first
day. Bob limited me to orders that were one to five contracts in size. If | filled an order that was five
contra¢ssinsize(™sL,ot "), then 16d rack up a commission of %

| was also allowed to trade as a local, risking my own money. In order to do this | had to open an account
at TransMarket Group, which was a brokerage house at the CBOT. They allowed medn apeount
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and trade because Bob backed me. Put another way, Bob put his ass on the line. If | hadtealigy @ut
error, Bob said hedéd cover my |l osses if | couldno

On that very first day | traded some of my own money for the first time. Intfexf the other locals

gave me winning trades. It was a ritual in the trading pit. The locals would buy and-$atila & loss to
themselves and at a profit to a new trader. A couple of locals each gave me winning trades, and | made a
profit of $62.50 minus a small commission that went to TransMarket and the CBOT.

The first order | filled for a customer that day was 4 "o t buy order for one of B

me to ABuy one bond at the mar ke trice@tth8tipantgdlay put , t
moment for one bond. The market at the moment was fifteen bid at sixteen offered. The customer
assumed theydd pay no more than sixteen. I't was a

turned to execute the ordetpld the customer to expect no worse than sixteen. Then | turned to the
traders and tried to execute my first trade in the pit.

I bid,ofis5fé&or 110
The other traders wanted to sell at sixteen. They

Before | cold respond the market suddenly moved to sixteen, bid. | bid sixteen for one and the locals
said,

nSel |l it at 17. 0
In ot her words | had promised sixteen, t he mar ket

The difference between the pricesbfteen and seventeen on a-¢oteorder was $31.25. If | bought the

order at sevent een, then |1 6d have to give a check
If | filled the order at seventeen and had to give the customer a check.fab$®d the customer was
paying me a commission of $1.25, that wouldndét be

when filling orders in the pit.

The market was sixteen, bid at seventeen. Before | could respond the market movedtezsebid. In
about 4 seconds, it rose tbotwehtfty] bobdght sti bt
customer Afour ticgforacommibsiorof$1P4 . 25 = $125. 00

| finally filled the order at twenty, but the locah the other side of the trade changed the price for me to
nineteen. That was great, but | still had to tell the customer that | filled the order at nineteen instead of
sixteen. The customer stared at me, laughed and said, "Cut us a check."

The results ofhat first day are as follows: | made $62.50 trading my own money and executed nineteen
contracts for a total of $23.50 in brokerage. However | had to cut a check to a customer for $125. That
made my first day a net loss. Welcome to the life of a broker.

The days of summer wore on, and | started executing more and more orders. Bob began taking breaks by

the end of the summer, and | would step up to the
customers gained confidence in me and allowed me taddjer and bigger orders. By the middle of
December , | 6d racked up over $20, 000 worth of com

own money. $21,000 in just over five months, plus salary. Not bad for a guy with a high school
education.
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* k%

Diana and | had moved to a new apartment in early 1986 on Oak Park Avenue, in Oak Park. It was a big
Oak Park house that had been converted into three apartments, very large and newly decorated. We lived
on the first floor of the house. The owners lived ajst and another couple lived in the remaining

apartment that was also upstairs.

This place would abet in escalating my drinking and drug intake. The people who lived in the complex
partied, big ti me. I di dn 6t ustthow badk could getcAond $ayingb e d on
that it was the fault of the people who lived there? No. We seek out those who have the same beliefs as

we do. If we are on a health kick, we will attract healthy people. If our passion is dancing, we find other
dancersor they find us. | was into numbing myself to the extreme; hence, | found the same type of

people.

*k%k

In 1986 | began executing more and more orders. | was averaging about $25,000 a month by March. This

was an astronomical increase in just a few morRlesnember, in my first six months of executing trades

| did $20,000 in business. Now | was doing that, and more, every month. With these kinds of returns, Bob
soon passed two of his employeebds salaries onto m
independent broker with my own employees, and | had just turngde24 old.

Bob bought the seat that | was using to trade with in 1985. In July of 1986 | bought the seat from Bob; |
was now a seat owner. This was a monumental occasion for me. | tigededethe check to Bob while
he was in the pit. Then | said, ASee ya!o

AWhere are you going?o
AWhere else? To the bar. oo
It was 9:00 am.

My advancement to broker came with all kinds of new pressures and stresses. | had no idea how to deal
with this. | was like a pressure cooker. Soon it began to affect my personality.

* *x %

Diana and | celebrated the seat purchase with our first exotic vacation. Early that fall we took off for

Tahi ti and its neighbori ng indpeacettere. \Bhemrwe finBllygoa . Sur
to the hot el on t he issvershouds straigte. e hatetreomewered f or t we
magnificent huts loaded with all the amenities. The huts sat over the crystal clear water of the South

Pacific. There was deck at the front of the room where you could sit and admire the spectacular view. |

sat in the reclining chair with a beer in my hand, put my head back, closed my eyes and took a deep

breath of the flowery smelling air. This was paradise. Then someoaa bagding wood. It was very

loud and very close.

| called the front desk and asked what the problem was. They informed me that the hotel was sanding and
repainting all of the huts. | went ballistic. | raced to the front desk of the hotel and demakded to

why we hadnét been told prior to coming. I swor e
everyonebs |ife that was within ten feet of me. M
was no escaping it, so | gave in and mimdebest of it.
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When | got home | had other episodes of rage that seemingly came from out of the blue. | knew | had a
problem and needed to do something about it. The inner turmoil was escalating, but | kept cramming the
emotions down with the same olethods. My demons were lurking and | had no desire to face them.

*k%k

Back at the CBOT errors were becoming my biggest expense. They were running at abotftueventy
cents on the doll ar. Mo st broker s 6 olar, bubforafirst an at
year broker, twentfive cents was typical.

Nevertheless, by the beginning of November 1986 I
Tahiti, my business expenses, and buying my seat and trading errors. That 80kdvemidbvember, in

about one minute. It was November 6, 1986, an inactive Thursday, and Bob had taken a break. | would
execute all the large orders our customers put in the pit.

| received an order to by 500 bonds at the market. As | was finishingtugrdes, the customer put in
another order. This time it was to buy 1000 bonds at the market.

On a nor mal day, if there was a | ot of activity i
buy the bonds from them pretty quickly. twasssb ow t hey werendét in the pit.
I could get my hands on from many different traders. Instead of getting 100 or 200 bonds at a time, | got

25 from one, 47 from another, only 8, and then 50 bonds. Not good! Trying to keep trii¢theobands

and be accurate in the count was a challenge. | managed to get my count correct, except | made a fatal
mistake. | wrote a trade down twice.

| had a backup system in place to catch these mistakes. That system was to hire a trade checker. The

trade checker doubiehecked every single trade | made in the pit by taking the trading card the trade was

on, and checking with the other traders6 trade ch
be caught until the next day.

Thenextaay | came in feeling pretty good. I 6d made ab
about 6:45 AM. The mar ket hadnét opened yet.

My trade checker was already on the floor checkin
trades to miee sure that everything was OK. Suddenly he came running toward me waving the printout.

ATherebs a probl em. o
AWhat! 0o My heart | eapt.
ABrian doesn't know the fifty |l ot.o | grabbed the

trying to decipher the problem. Right there on the top line of one of the trading cards was a fifty lot with
Brian and on the bottom of the card yet another f

AWhere are we going to open?06 | asked my <cl erk.

Hedi dndét answer me right away. Finally he winced a
AnOh shit. What's causing the market to go so much
nGener al Mot ors announced they are |l aying off 29,

hist ory. o
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AThey coul dndédt wait one more day, could they?o0

The previous day my customer bought a total of 1500 bonds at a specific price that | quoted. There was
no going back. Bottom line, | owed him fifty bonds a point and a half lower than the makeabaut to
open at.

| alerted Bob to the situation and told him to buy me the fifty bonds the best he could. He bought them on
the opening, and my final loss was $83,000. That wiped me out. | had 80k in the bank and about 4k in my
trading account. Barglenough to cover my losses.

Brian Porter was the guys name that | wrote down twice. He is one of the classiest traders in the bond pit.
Hedéds 6670, very wealthy, and very funny. Jokes ju
when tensionsvere high and | wakhis close to losing it. He was always calm and collected, even when

he had hundreds of thousands of dollars at risk.

At about 10:00 AM Brian stepped out of the trading pit and came over to talk with me. | was sitting
outside the pibn a bench. He felt extremely bad for me. He asked if | wanted to go out and party with
him? Duh.

Bob said to go ahead and take off for the day, an
enough money to cover mytolcovarthens so t hat he woul dn
Brian said to follow him to his house in Wi nnetka

wi feds corvett e itmaraon thidgeoofybeauty.tbougta is for ier dn®ur ®edding
anniversary, and she apprigtely had the license plate read: ANV GIFT.

We raced up the Eden's Expressway towa+badrodr i anbds
house was sprawled out on a huge lot in a beautiful neighborhood. We headed into his basement, which
wasapaty ani mal 6s dream. Pool table, incredible sou
started pounding drinks. By 4:00 pm, | was feeling no effects from losing all of my money. | was

comfortably numb.

Brian was heading up to his house in Lake é¥arfor the weekend, so it was time for me to head home.
Winnetka, IL might as well have been in lowa in relation to where | lived in Oak Park. There wasn't a
good way to get from Briands place to home.

I shoul dndt have be ehadbdenknoeckimgghem back fohse hours. What! pl ac e.
remember about that drive home was that | did some extremely stupid things. In particular, that day |
remember calling Brian from the car whiledl was s
guiding me out of the ritzy neighborhoods to the expressway.

| came to some road construction. The street was blocked off for maybe a hundred feet. To get to the
expressway, | needed to get down this street. | had no intention of turning aroundi @&riatothat. He
asked, AWhat are you going to do?0

AiDrive on the sidewal k of course, o | announced as
that | have a history of driving on lawns).

ANo way! o
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ilém already doing it.o
AYour yowtr afi nd, Jim. o6 Brian | aughed.

He was right, of course. | drove the hundred feet or so on the sidewalk, causing minimal damage to the
lawns, compared to my romp in 1977. (Probably because there was no one chasing me.)

When | got home, | decided théti | was going to continue drinking,
around, or | was going to kill someone or myself. It was Limos for me from then on. The rest of the
weekend was a drug and alcohol filled blur.

Monday, I 6d h av eoclosetobetoming a wealttey trader that Wcautd taste it, but If |
had another error, | 6d be gone. | 6d | ose everyt hi
to an extent, but if | continued to make mistakes, his confidence in me woudd keveak tense.

The flip side was | had a great deal of confidence in myself. | knew | could do this. Luckily, my biggest
customer believed in my abilities.
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CHAPTER 19 URAGE

Get a good job with more pay and your O.K.
o Pink Floyd

desk. They were believers in my ability as a broker and were encouraging Bob to let me become a
full-time broker. If this was to take place there would have to be a spot for metop #tep of
the pit somewhere close to Bob. By moving to the front row, | could handle the smaller orders while Bob
did the big orders. This was my ultimate quest but there was a problem. There was no room in the pit for
me to stand next to Bob.

Earlyin1987myoiggest customer was Morgan Stanley. And

On ourside of the pit, there were about seven brokers in the front row, and each of those brokers had at

least two broker assistants standing on the top step in the back row. There were also nine locals on the top
step in the front row and about three more Ieeadd two more brokers in the back row. Altogether there

were aboutthirsf i ve people on the top step on our side of
been more than 35 ft. across and 2% ft. wide.

There just wasno6t xdtementd the niomentopeople mishediand shovedto ke seen
and heard. Everyone was jostling for position. Inevitably the pushing and shoving lead to people falling
out of the pit, sometimes quite violently. The answer was to install railings.

The railigs went from the top step down into the center of the pit. From above the pit looked like the pit
had been cut like a pie.

In the front row, in our section of pie, we had Bob, Brian, Lance, Bill, Larry, Mark, Jimmy, another Larry
and Al an. 6BandnlLwasy6iwas 60690. )

Nevertheless Morgan kept insisting that | create a spot for myself, so in about the summer of 1987, Bob
called a meeting for the big traders in our section of tie fite people who stood on the top step. We
got t oget lifieerafter time cl@se &f thes madket. He presented the new plan to the stunned crowd.
This was how Bob went about everything, diplomatically, but pulling no punches. Exactly how my father
would have done it. The results from the meeting? | stepped upfrotheow in between Brian and Bill.

It was brutal. The market was now opening at 7:20 am, and | was drenched with sweat by 7:34 am. It was

i nsane. I coul dnot br eat h .tim8hrdker ant lovasirathe éraht rdbvd w | f e
shouldhave cared about how I felt, but | stuffed the stress and emotions deep down inside myself and

traded.

* k%

The broker is the middleman between office traders and the local traders. The broker must satisfy the
office trader who is the client. The brakaust also have a relationship with the people on the other side
of the tradé the locals in pit. Being in the middle between these two factions created an enormous
amount of tension.

The locals outnumbered brokers about ten to one. They were constaraiyipetition for trades from
brokers. The most fascinating thing about this competition was how the locals would go about trying to
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get the brokers to trade with them. Theyo6d berate
do business. Te t ol d us that we sucked and could go fuck
tal king about every few days. l 6m tal king about f
the pit received the exact same treatment. | heard it when diveesed at me and | heard it directed at

the other brokers.

This gets old quickly. Not hing took its toll on m
deal with it.

On the other side of the equation were the customers. My biggest cuydttongan Stanley was fine,
because of the two people in charge at the desk, Mark and Andy. They knew what the brokers dealt with
in the trading pit. They were excellent at their jobs and seemed to put a lot of trust in me.

My other customers were impdse to keep happy. They had little skill in dealing with the intimidating

office traders on the other end of their phones. The office traders hated everyone in the pit, to begin with.
They thought we were all a bunch of crooks. They demanded the phdetaleonfront the brokers,

and so they did. On one side of me | was being told to go fuck myself, and on the other side of me
someone was asking why | sucked so bad. "Why cand
trader was never satisfieldence, the phone clerk was never satisfied.

Furthermore, to score points with the office traders the phone clerks would scream and yell constantly at
the broker assistants who worked for us. This put a great deal of stress on the assistants.

It was anendless barrage of verbal abuse.

The absolute winner in moronic behavior was Drexel, the now defunct trading firm. When | began
working for Bob as a broker assistant, Drexel approached Bob to become their primary broker. From the

word go, they wereimpossb | e t o sati sfy. It didndt matter what
I f we got them good prices on their orders, theyo
I took it all wvery personall y. HKedaggers.mieyknevbtl e t o f

too, and worst of all, they seemed to enjoy it.

The whole point is | was stuffing the emotions. My rage and anger would begin to build from the moment
| started working for Bob. Looking back, | can see that | was doing exacdymihfather had done,
sacrificing emotions to make money.

| was determined to make money at any cost, because the money brought me attention and admiration. |
sincerely believed that if | made more money my Dad would be very proud of me. He would steower

with attention and admiration. | was not willing to face the root cause of my rage and anger, because then

|l 6d have to give up the money. l*"d have to give u

The suppressed rage and anger started to sufaxegh explosive overreactions to things completely
unrelated to CBOT. The first episode was in 1985. While bowling one night | got extremely upset
because of my lousy performance. My reaction was out of proportion. It was only a game. Furthermore, it
ddndét help that | was drinking heavily.

| stormed off and marched over to the corner of the building where there was an exit door with a

diamondshaped glass window in it, at eye level. It had wneshing running through it for added
protectioare.l Idiglndmmed my right hand into it. The
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and it sliced into my hand like a knife through butter. Blood flew everywhere. | dropped my arm and
another pint of blood dropped to the floor.

There was a bank of pghones not far from where | stood. There was one person standing there talking

on the phone, |l ooking directly at me. Al 6ve got t
Al 6m gl ad | 6ve had a few bedisngool told him. iBec
il éll call an ambul ance. o

AfGood idea. o

Many people came to my aid while | waited for the ambulance. | basked in the attention but was feeling a
|l ot of shame. What a scene |1 6d caused. patteecnd t he r
woul dnét identify for years.

The ambulance took me to the hospital, and the medics stitched me up. | was out of the CBOT for two
weeks. To this day, the long arcing scars on my hand are still visible, a reminder of the penalty for not
dealing wth my anger.

There were many other episodes. Some were on the expressway. On my way home from work | screamed

at people who committed the smallest driving infr
things that had absolutely nothingdoo wi t h me. Theydd cut someone el s
of them and slam on my brakes. Brilliant.

Woe to the waiter or waitress who got my order wr
as to start bitching at the extraf§tiney brought me. If | ordered two eggs and toast, and received two

eggs, toast and potatoes, | 6d raise hell. This be
five years.
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CHAPTER 20 UFILLING THE BLACK HOLE

Spinning, whirling

Still descading

Like a spiral sea,

Unendi ngé
0 Rush

n 1987, my career was soaring. The money was rolling in. There were huge checks every month:
$10,000, $30,000, $55,000. | would gross $950,000 that year alone! My family now thought | was
a huge financial succesMy friends praised me. | was getting everything | had asked for. My life
was going exactly as planned. What more had | eve
Looking back now | can see that interrelated emotional and psychological issues, seeglediidhood,
were not going to be ignored any longer. Something had to give. My physical health was the first
manifestation of this. The mental and emotional stuff would follow.
A voice began to push me, ever so slightly.
AYou are notudsagal t hy, 0 it wo

This voice did not taunt, did not abuse. It was just there. Quietly reminding me that | was not physically
healthy.

| tried to get healthy first a health club, then a diet; the usual. But my body revolted anyway. It was
tryingtotellmethat coul dnét possibly continue the I|ifestyl
smoke, eat bad, drink, snort cocaine, take speed and live under the pressure you live under and then

expect a work out to fix it. These things and good health cannot coéxist

ABullshit!o |6d fight back.

Then, my body sent me a message.

I Il eft the trading floor and walked into a little
where we could change our shoes and have them shined. Many of the traders walrs gpemit shoes

in the pit.

| flipped off my trading shoe and tried to catch it in my hand.

My back said, AFuck you. o

I coul dndt stand up. I coul dndt wal k unassisted.
from the CBOT for two weeké$iealing.

Two good things came out of this: first, my introduction into chiropractics. My first encounter with
alternative medicine. Alternative medicine would change me for good, but not for quite some time. The
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other was that it helped me take thengje into giving up nicotine. While sitting at home recuperating |
found a service that could help me give up cigarettes for good, even after ten years of inhalation.

About a month after | returned from my back injury, | set out to the Michigan Avenueeof | 6 d f ound
get that help. First | went to the bar across the street from the building and had one last smoke with a beer.
| put it out, left the pack there and went to the office across the street.

When in the office, they assured me that it oolyktone treatment. They were correct. | never smoked

another cigarette again. They injected a solution into my sinuses. To this day, | do not know what was in

that solution. (What possibly could be worse than what | was already putting in my body.)yeRert |

craved nicotine after that. There was a big down side to this, though. | felt that quitting cigarettes gave me

a |license to drink more. Not exactly what I neede
| had the perfectexcusds. had al ready quit smoking, and | coul d
back. It was time to shut this nagging voice down and get back to work making money. It was time to fill

that black hole.

* % %
Diana and | headed to Italy in March of 1987, faaaation with my parents. It took fifteen hours to get
to Venice, door to door. | didndot stop drinking t
the few blocks to our hotel, | freaked. Call it culture shock or too much beer. It was atackc and it
was the first one |1 6d ever experience. I't woul dnéd

attack was to rest for an hour in the hotel room and then go out drinking. | felt much better after twelve
more drinks. The rest of thewcation was fun and a bit of a blur. | do remember getting sick the last few
days of the trip, while we were in Rome. It was like | was in Mexico. (You get the idea.) It got so bad |
had to call my doctor back in the states.

He asked how | was eating?

AFine, o0 | said.

He asked how much drinking | was doing.

AFine, 0 | said.
He said hedd take that as a sign that | was drink
I didnodt .

Back in the states, | noticed that | was getting more and more restliéssaged filling up my time by
doing things: going to bars, throwing parties that lasted twkntyhours, flying to Vegas on a Saturday
morning on a whim. Taking fortfoot limos out with ten people, destination anywhere.

One weekend, we had a gustty over. We got up Saturday and had nothing to do, so | took $3,000 out
of the bank. We headed to Vegas. This was about my sixth time there.

The parties we threw were unbelievable. | look back now and cannot comprehend how | did it. They got

biggeraml bi gger . By 1987, they were huge. | 6d buy t he
center the whole thing around bl ow. Letds get a |
party. Skip the | i fivorhouafredior-all@ 6udapdrtmene a t went y
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Then, there were the Halloween parties that started in our apartment and grew to full blown events at
hotels. The final one was at a nice hotel. Wedd i
hired a great rock banchd the greatest bagpipe band in the world. But, no cocaine for me that night. Just
alcohol and mushrooms.

| was constantly trying to fill the hole or satisfy it. In /887, we began designing our dream home.
Webd build it with aldr dadte druahiittauate aruds thoaww made .
to move in.

While | was waiting to move in, | got bored again, so | bought a Ferrari. It was magnificent. A black,
1979, 308 GTS, the last of the carbureted engines. | fell in love againeletake Forest Sports Cars

and my apartment. I became obsessed with this car
resort town, call ed Gal ena, Il inois; the first w
n the

shadow hitusanddas a shadow off of the Ferrar.i and o
Mobile.6 We applied for our |icense plates when w
They read: BAT MBL.

mi ng on t hese ex marouhdthewcarnersvasvOateberdq, 1987hce b e st .

The ti
6Bl ack Monday. 6
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CHAPTER 21 UDODGING BULLETS

He had a need to discover
A use for his newhfound wealth.
0 Rush

1987. When people take money out of stocks, which they did that day in droves, they have to put
the money thatodés |l eft over somewhere. That day
that day and dodged the biggest bullet in my career.

B lack Monday will go down in history as the day the DOW lost 508 points. It was Octdher 19

Thechay started out | ike any other. Wedd expected ac
previous week. When the DOW started to head lower in the morning, the bonds started moving up. By

late morning the action was picking up. The Dow slid 20Clown the day, which was big back then.

Then, it slid quickly to 300 lower. The bonds didanadostc e and went down | i ke a

The bonds move in tics. 32 tics is a point, or a full point. The bonds tic like this: 85.00, 85.01, 85.02,
85.03, 85.04 all the way up until they tic 85.30, 85tB&n 86.0086.01, 86.02, etc.

The bond futures had a three point (96 tics) daily limit back then. Meaning that when they went up or
down the limit, the market could go no lower or higherthatdaypy s basi cally a circuit
everyone to relax.

I was in Bobds spot, while he was on break, when
thousands of bonds. We went lower and hit the limit. Then, all this buying came into the ghito Ity

300, as we started moving higher. | bought them and completely forgot about them, because | was so

busy. The stock market headed lower, and we skyrocketed higher. Bob came back from break realizing

the market was getting busy. | stepped out opiht get my trades checked and make sure everything

was okay. The market headed higher and higher, as the DOW plunged to down 450 points on the day.

My clerk came up to me and asked who 1 6d bought t
onthe trading card. | looked at the card and the place where | was supposed to write down the name was

bl ank, and | coul dnot remember from whom | had bo
to come to me to check the trade. However amdtbar passed, and no one came to check the trade. The

bond mar ket was two full points higher from where
Or $600, 000. |l would be out 600k i f | couldnot fi
Time marched forward anotherbha , and st i || no seller could be f ol
if someone sold me 300 bonds two points | ower. Th

with and he could decide to never check the trade with me. We wergtabaut 600k. People have
done crazier things for less. The only course of action was to wait.

Three hours after the trade, someone came looking for the 300 bonds. It was a big local who stood just a

few traders down from my left. | went to the bathroamna cried. The tension had built up so much over

the | ast three hours | just couldndédt hold back th
market produced huge trading errors that day. A few brokers and locals lost everything. The S&P futures
market at the Chicago Mercantile Exchange (CME) was worse. The stories started filtering over to us on
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Tuesday. A few were very successful, as | wrote early in the book, like Jeff. There was another guy who
made two million dollars that day and retired tiext. He circled the city block where the CME was
| ocated screaming from his car window. fiGoodbye e

Then, there were the nightmares. Many people lost everything in the S&P pit. Huge miscommunications

in the pit caused gigantic etrades onelatively small orders, like ten and twenty lots. An order on which

a broker would receive $2 per contract in commission, cost a career. (The S&P brokers made $2 per
contract compared to the CBOT brokers whaal made $1
the brokers refused to do it for less.)

Black Monday was a vivid reminder that nothing was guaranteed. It also told a story of the futures
markets acting as the hero to a nation. Study after study conducted in the following years, proved that if
not for the ability to hedge in the futures market, the DOW would have collapsed even further than the
508 points it did that day. They also concluded that the future marketsheeifference between 1929

and 1987.

From that Monday forward, the Bolaitures market would change. One needs only to look at the
volume over the next two years on the financial floor to verify that a major shift was underway.

In 1989, the volume in the bonds declined for the first time since inception in 1977. In faciutne
would hold steady between 1987 and 1993, until reaching new highs of 99mm and 112mm, in 1994 and
1995, respectively.

The pit itself was also changing. With chaos comes order. The bonds were in chaos in the early 80s. Many
people profited from thachaos. When people profit from anything in an economically driven society,
others come running to cash in, too.

Many new faces were coming into the pit and into
wanted a piece of the pie. With new peogdene competition. Brokerage houses at the CBOT realized

that they could lower the commissions they paid brokers with no consequences. So began a slow decline

of per contract commissions paid from $1.25 in the early 80s@tdp3989. The brokerage houses

started using two or three brokers as primary order fillers. This created intense competition, and a
seemingly endless cycle of brokerage houses never being satisfied with the executions. They had the
brokers by the balls, and they knew it. The complaimingld only increase and so would the stressors

that came with the endless complaints.

But | wasndét compl aining. I would end 1987 making
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CHAPTER 22 U CHANGES

| grow weary of the battle
And the storm | walk towards
When all around is madness
And there's no safe port in view
I long to turn my path homeward
To stop a while with you.

0 Rush

ife moves relentlessly forward. Time stops for no one. Things change. Mistakes accumulate.
Abuses do not go unnoticed. My cycledafstruction was about to come to an end, one way or
another.

| believed that the bigger my bank account was, the better person | was. | thought that driving my Ferrari
or cruising in a 4@t limo made me someone. | believed these things to my core. Tiriemelship was

about hanging out, getting drunk, supplying the party with plenty of cocaine, and babbling on about
nothing.

At the same time | was hearing a voice that nagge
your | ife.uoxdo vioher awwtlidle ask, AWhy am | not happy?
another voice would scream, AFuckyowhé&r enokielyl i ®gr e
yoursel fl o

The inner voices were in conf | bbletsadwesstard depnessionult er b
coul dnot stand the chatterision Iy head kar otrh e oc armfu

something, and continue in the cycle. Something had to snap.

* *x %

In February, 1988 Diana and | headed to Calgary fkinter Olympics. For the first time in the last ten
years, | began to notice that my vacations were (like everythingfetseed around drinking.

I was so unhealthy that | didndédt have the energy
heavier than ever. | found myself making excuses because the event was too far from the bar.

I noticed something else too.

We met one of the top plastic surgeons in the U.S. while at the games. He and his wife were extremely
nice. The four of us decdd to bug out of the games and head to Lake Louise in Banff. While there, |

discovered another behavior pattétrms i ng peopl e for strokes. | 6d spou
the pats on the back, and move ®ncowpltdeamexht wpas!
with it.

Later they invited us to their farm in Kentucky,

told them how wealthy | was and now | had ot hing
thatwas going on in the world. I didnét read the new
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| was beginning to question my beliefs, and another part of me was fighting it all the way.

* k%

Diana and | moved into our new home after we got back fhen®©lympics trip. It was our dream home,
and wedd spent the | ast seven months designing it

I thought leaving the Oak Park apartment would help curb my drinking. Leaving that kind of atmosphere
could only help. Well, atest t hat 6s what | thought.

My drinking just got worse.

| 6d started drinking on the train ride from the C
became a ritual to buy two gin and tonics for the ride home. | met a new group ofpgapteworkirg

at the exchange who rode the same train. They admired my success and were all seeking to replicate it.

By the time | got to Lombard, |l 6d convinced my ne
it was. We all partied together many timesratbe2 summer months. | felt myself using them like | used

the couple in Calgary.
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CHAPTER 23 UTHE BLACK HOLE WIDENS

All that you love

All that you hate

All that you distrust

All you save

All that you give

All that you deal

All that you buy

Beg, borrowor steal.
6 Pink Floyd

s | mentioned earlier in this book, | was unknowingly following a cycle my father started when he
was my age, if in a more extreme way. Hi s phil c
unfair to anyone in business. You magwever, beat the crap out of yours8lcrifice your

health to achieve success in the businessworldfr hi s was perfectly acceptabl

I would follow these tenets, especially the part about beating the crap out of myself, right up to a fateful
Octobemorning in 1988. | was sitting inside my $400,000 home at my kitchen counter with a mirror full
of cocaine, a bottle of Tangueray gin and a .38 caliber pistol.

*k%k

| had achieved everything | set out to do since entering the Chicago Board of Trademideemf 1979.

| had the admiration of my family, friends andworkers. | was worth $2,000,000. | was on my way to
making $1,000,000 in 1988. | had traveled the world from Austria to Tabhiti. | had raced my Ferrari,
bought Rolexes, and traveled thousaoidsiles in limousines, thrown wild parties, built the house of my
dreams. | was 26 years old. | had no desire to make it to fhigtfiday.

Money, trips, cars and possessions were not enough. The alcohol could no longer numb me. There was
never enougleocaine. None of this could fulfill the black hole that resided in my soul. | had lived by the
tenet Alf | make money | will be |l ovedo for ten vy
loved | had to first look to myself. And so | did.

Despite my material success, my life was actually in shambles. My body was iroahraNolt. | was

grossly over weight, drinking daily. Hangovers were becoming unbearable. | was snorting Mount Everest

piles of cocaine on the weekends and taking ampfheés during the day to give me the energy to trade.

| feared getting arrested every time | | eft my <co
we danced around the issues, | knew that my marriage was in trouble.

The trading pit had beconmay hellhole. | loathed going into the pit because of the bitching and whining
of the locals. | was overwhelmed by rage. | feared attacking someone phgsjcafiging on a local and
beating him to within an i nchthepitsineeg1884.1 i fe for all

Nevertheless, the thought of confronting my problems was unbearable. My parents raised me to ignore

sadness and to pull myself up by the bootstraps, so | was stuck in a viscous cycle. Yet at the same time
something inside of me wagaking up and sounding alarm bells. At first, those alarm bells were just
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conflicting and confusing thoughts and feelings,
out, other than death.

* *x %

Saturday, October 15, 1988. 7 AM.

I hasdreftt since Friday morning. |l 6d partied al/l ni
was gone for the weekend with friends. | slid into a deep depression.

As | looked at the mirror of cocaine and the gin and tonic sitting in front of kmew | had two choices.

My eyes scanned the loaded .38 sitting on the counter. That was one choice. The other was to reach out
for help and give up control, but that thought alone made me want to pick up the gun and pull the trigger.
My mind raced betweecompeting voices.

AGive up control? Ask for help? No way! o6 Screamed

ADeath is not the answer! o waged another.

ABut 1 6m so sad. o0 cried yet another.

AHow can you be sad? Look what you have! Your so
AFuck it!o Raged the killer.

Afere must be another way. 0
I snorted a |Iine and took a drink hoping to stop
| picked up the gun and pointed it at my temple, then put it in my mouth. Tears streamed down my

cheeks. | looked out the window through myrixdd vision to see the trees swaying in the October winds.
| slammed my eyes shut and slid my finger to the trigger.

APull the trigger, and it wil!/l al | be over!o
APULL 1 T!! PULL I T!I!IIO
And then suddenly, fADad, where are you?bo

| gasped and blew tHzarrel of the gun out of my mouth in one big gust. | let out a cry from deep inside
my soul and more tears came. The .38 dangled at the end of a limp arm.

After a moment | laid the gun down, picked up the phone and dialed my friend, Dan Brennan to ask fo
help.

This call was the startthe first move to relinquish controlthe first step to admitting | had a problem.
This single step would lead me on the most incredible journey of my life. It would lead me into a world |
had no idea even existed.

But first, |l 6d have to enter a new pit, the pit of

End of Part |
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PART Il Up HE SECOND PITY

KZiN

AfGod would never give me more than | coul dna
wish he didndét trust me so much. o

- Mother Theres a
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CHAPTER 24 U SHAME

ttempting suicide is my call for helop. 't 6s t he
way to reach out. Deathisec o mmon bond bet ween all human bei ni
someoneds attent i mde. |l didnét really want t

| called the only person who | knew cared for me for who | wasywhatl was. That person was Dan
Brennan. He is the only person other than my biamdily who has truly been there from the beginning. |
have known him since | was 2 years old.ddeld have cared less if | was a millionaire and a member of
the CBOT. He could see through my bullshit in a second. | was Jim Goulding to him, period.

Al é6m in bad shape Danny. Can you come out to my h
AlBeéelright there, o he replied, without hesitation
And show up, he did.

It was a beautiful Saturday morning in October. Chicago usually had cold, rainy, S¢gtei@ttobers.

Not today. The breeze was gentle and the sky sunny. Guilty sunny. The sypetbat ate at my gut and

said, AYoubve been partying all night I ong. Youbol
You should be ashamed of yourself!o

I f therebs one thing | can r emembeglenmotonwastimhos e pa
guide and parent for much of my life. It kept me in line, reigned me in, and told me when to talk and

when to SHUT UP. It sat on mountains of anger, pushing the anger further and further down so it was
indistinguishable from other emotis. Shame rarranged my emotions like a brain surgeon. An evil

brain surgeon. Working meticulously in the background day after day, silentlying my internal

circuits.

Danny came in. | neednot say much.okeMadumedahel d r ead
glass, the Gin, the cocaine spread on a ndirard a gun.

He took the gun. |l donét know what he did with it
powder down the drain. Dan had changed the atmosphere of my house by rehmotmgé killers.

Then he let me talk and he listened. This was my first therapy session. | yammered on and on about my
feelings. Feelings that had been stuffed down deep inside my soul since | was a little boy. Feelings about
my fears, anger and misttus people. Dan listened.

I talked about the realization that | didndot trus
screwed over by people in general, though | <could
flood of feelirgs. | told of my misery at the CBOT and about the effort it took to stand in the trading pit

day after day, listening to the verbal abuse. | talked about the stress of having employees at such a young
age. Finally, Dan listened while | talked about Bobdrastold him that | tried hard to seek his approval.

He was | i ke a father to me. But he wasnét my fath

My Father.
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CHAPTER 25 U CONFUSION

wi se person once sai d tthoe nbee g ifinGhoinnfgu soi fo nmoi vse ngeonot ¢
hadndét met this person yet. So | thought | was
my body and mind at the end of 1988 and early 1989.

Nevertheless, | would end up earning $1,000,000 in 1988b&tbfor someone who was in emotional

tur moi | . |l 6d never earn a million dollars in a si

decline in my career would begin.

My marriage began to dissolve aspamha. afidat 6 betgla
el ephant in the middle of the Iliving room that we
there. The elephant consisted of emotional problems within our marriage that we continually ignored.

Most people in this world v a white elephant in their homes. Without a doubt, confronting our

problems was the hardest thing | ever had to do, except for owning up to my behavior, which was twice as
hard.

* % %

We attract those people we need in our lives. At this particulartim n my | i f e, |l 6d been
Wednesday night bowling league for a little over a year. There was a person in that league wkeyheld a
that | needed. She was a student of massage thera

heran assignment. Joan was to give massages away for free, only asking the recipient for written
feedback about the massage. Joan approached me in November of 1988 and asked if | wanted to receive a
free massage from her.

I had never received a massage beond was quitewwi | | i ng at first. I was 501
excess of 215 | bs. |l thought of myself as fat and
purged my teenage acne. It was a nevating curse. It was on my back, chestk and face. | had tried

many cures. All for naught. The problem was, the cures | had tried worked on me from the outside in. It

had never crossed my mind at the time that | should try to cure myself from the inside out.

| told Joan about my skincondton and my embarrassment showed. She
come to her house the next night for a free massage.

Show up | did. This action was a fileap of faitho.
and some sort of inngreace.

I arrived at Joands house and perched myself on t
apply pressure, something very close to a religious experience occurred. As she stroked my back, an inner
voice awoke.

0Therebs yanmt theerr ebaJd m, 86 the inner voice said, as
protection on. Perhaps a suit of emotional armor?

AOh my God, o0 | sai d al oud.

She wanted to know what was going on, of course, so | shared the experience with her.ahen Jo
finished with my massage | wrote my experience into her feedback sheet. Then | asked if | could come
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back again. She agreed. Thus started a series of sessions. What they did for me was nothing short of
miraculous.

As Joan slowly applied the theramyrmy body, something incredible began to happen. Raw, sad, deep
emotions started to reveal themselves. Joan said it may be beneficial if | saw her teacher, who was versed
extensively in dealing with exactly what was happening to me. Her teacher wasralmesdded healing,

badly.

In January of 1989 | had my first appointment wit
her office for the first time | found an atmosphere | was not familiar with. It was calming, candle lit and
smelled of esserdi oils. Karenwas astrongi | | ed woman, yet gentl e-and ve
being.

From the moment Karen began the first massage she encouraged me to let any emotions | was feeling to

AfiCome Upo6. 6Ya, sure.d | thought. O6Whatever. 6

This sort ofthing was completely foreign to me. As she worked her way around my body, | found that |

coul dndt help but feel sad. That was a problem. A
only that, this feeling was taboo. Feeling, much less sigwertain emotions was not o.k. A tenet of my
soul was, #fADonét feel sad. o So, as this feeling b

| worked with Karen once a week, slowly bringing up emotions that had been trapped inside since | was a
youngboy. | needed more though. Feelings were revealing themselves by the dozens. It started to get
chaoti c. I coul dndt or ga nkhowthesereynotiensiot i ons . Hel I I

By the fourth appointment | asked Karen if she knew of a therapist | goidde. She gave me a list of

four she knew. | studied it when | got home, picked out a name on the list, and called it. Thankfully there
was no return call right away. I was petrified an
di dn o tall agveek later. | set an appointment for Marcf, 2989 with Judith Palmer.
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CHAPTER 26 ULEAPING INTOA NEW PIT

he trading pits in the Chicago Board of Trade (CBOT) are a place of money. They are a place that

brought me much notoriety amongst fayily and friends. The CBOT represented a way for me

to get attention. The attention was sacred to me. | craved it everyday, like a nicotine addict craves
cigarettes. The more money | made the more attention | received. The more | received, theawede | cr

Yet, after many years in the trading pits, the at
Drugs and alcohol! Well, that behavior shot my body to hell. There was only one choice left. Leave one
pit and enter another.

* % %
Withgr eat anxiety | went to Judithodés office for my
twice before in my life. Once when | was 15 years old and again when | was 19. Those visits produced
not hing. I wasndt r e a ddotherBygbitidn® money and attentiod.tThistimer | i n g .

would be different. | was ready.

Judith brought me into her office from the waiting area. Her office was small. Maybe 12 x 9. It had one
couch, a big chair and a desk with a chair. One wall was compieéelg of glass. It looked out onto a
busy street. Cars shot by in both directions. People were on the go, living their normal lives, and here |
was living my abnormal life. | plopped on the couch.

My therapy began immediately. Judith tossed the ballfight t he cent er of my court .
I help you, Jim?d6 Her hands were folded on her | a
on her face, utterly void of all emotion.

| looked at Judith and was at a complete loss for wordsamdgr took over, as it often did, and | began
blasting this 56206 woman.

AArendt you supposed to know what the fuck | 6m su
thinkil 6 m doing here?d She didndt r ews pardd.t hl. didghdd,st
confused. 0
AJust start talking, Jim. Tel/l me what és going on
today. 0 There was no emotion in her voice.
So | talked and talked and taTkemeddsJupdth assesse
She instructed me to begin keeping a journal. | was to write down all of my feelings and thoughts in one
place. | agreed and scheduled four more sessions with her, spanning a month. When | got back to my
house | found a spiral notebook andyée to write. Below is the first entry | made that day.
Journal entry 03/21/89.
I just came from Judithds office. Anxiety, ANX
for Diana. I feel bad. I t al kedwhatddood drdmeoff p e opl

of them and want their acceptance.
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