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Author’s Note
 
We are taught to study the victors. The ones who built empires on charts and confidence. We memorize their rules, trace their steps, and hope their certainty becomes our own.
But markets do not reward mimicry. They punish the absence of self.
This book is for the others. The ones who stared into the screen until it reflected back a void. They have no capital left to trade, yet their minds hold a liquidity of truth the profitable will never know.
They are the silent teachers. They reached for a geometry of control and found only chaos. Their failure is a higher form of mastery—one of emotional intelligence and humility. We ignore them because we fear what they represent: that certainty is the cage, and uncertainty is the only true teacher.
If you have ever blown an account, frozen before a chart, or felt the slow erosion of your faith—you are not broken. You are being initiated.
The market does not punish you. It reveals you.
And one day, when the capital is gone but the insight remains, you may find you have become something more valuable than a trader who wins: a trader who understands.
The greatest profit is not in winning the market, but in surviving yourself.
Aashish Jung
London, 2025
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Ash and Rain
 
 
London’s cold was a layered pressure. The raw, copper tang of the “Thames misting up from the water”, the dead chill of wet concrete, the thrum of the 5:00 AM trains overhead.
 
Eden Brooks opened his eyes. Dawn was a pale bruise. He blinked, tasting ash. ‘A four-pip slippage.’ The tiny error that turns a controlled loss into a terminal liquidation. Except the loss was no longer in pounds sterling, but in body heat and the slow erosion of his name.
 
His blanket, a sodden tapestry of charity, had betrayed him overnight. He sat up, gathering the few possessions that anchored him to the person he used to be.
 
 
The Notebook.
 
It was battered, water-warped, yet still smelled of expensive leather and dried ink. It had once rested between two 40-inch monitors in a glass citadel. A totem of his certainty. Now, it was a paperweight amidst the cigarette ends and river silt.
 
He flipped it open, the pages stiff. An entry, almost illegible from damp, screamed a forgotten truth:
 
Stop seeking certainty. The market rewards probability, not hope. Hope is the ultimate emotional position size, and it will liquidate you.
 
He didn’t close it. He let the words burn. *I spent a decade building an algorithm for guaranteed profit. All I built was a cage.* The irony was physical, a knot beneath his sternum. He used to calculate maximum drawdown on capital; now he calculated his “maximum time exposed to the elements” before hypothermia set in. The metrics had only changed their unit.
 
“Morning, professor.”
 
Big Joe was crouched by a disposable grill, rolling a cigarette. Ex-Royal Marine, eyes like granite. He called him ‘professor’ because Eden was the only man under the bridge who still carried a book he wrote himself.
 
Eden just nodded.
 
“Got any wisdom for us today?” Joe’s grin was half-teeth, half the defiance of a man who’d survived every war except the one in his own head.
 
“Keep your stop-loss tight,” Eden murmured, the words a reflex.
 
Joe barked a wet laugh. “Sounds about right.” He gestured to the waking city. “You were talking finance. I was talking survival. Same trade, innit?”
 
A few feet away, Maya was drawing the faces of the sleeping with a speed that mirrored Eden’s old ability to read a five-minute chart. She looked up, graphite smudging her cheek like war paint.
 
“You ever think about what your exit strategy is, Professor?”
 
He hesitated. The answer was a trading floor, a penthouse, a woman named Lila. *I was everything.*
 
Instead, he said, “Maybe this is the exit.”
 
She shrugged, dipping her pencil into a small tin of water. “Then you draw better lines than me.”
 
The light rain thickened. Eden stayed by the railing, watching the Thames churn below—grey, relentless, ancient. A lesson his father, the dockhand, had hammered home: *“You don’t fight the current. You learn how it moves, then you move with it.”*
 
Eden whispered the words into the rain. “I fought everything. I traded the current for a straight line.”
 
He closed the notebook. The geometry was dead. Now, there was only flow.
 
 
 
 
The Geometry of the Tides
 
 
The scent of stale bread and exhaust fumes was the new geometry of Eden’s mornings. He shuffled toward the bins behind a Pret A Manger, a ritual that felt like a daily limit-order, a bet on the market of discarded waste.
 
He heard the crunch of aluminum under his cheap sandals. A small, untouched croissant sat near the top. An execution at the ask. He grabbed it, the cold pastry a physical link to a different life.
 
The memory arrived with the bite.
 
**Deptford Docks, 1988**
 
“Look, son,” his father said, pointing to the mudflats. His hands were permanently stained with dock dust. “See the silt? Piled up behind that post? That’s where you’ll find the best catch. The fish don’t fight the water, they use its flow.”
 
Young Eden didn’t care about fish; he cared about prediction.
 
“But why always behind that post, Dad? Can’t we make a formula for the silt?”
 
His father laughed, a rich sound echoing off the cranes. “You want to control the river, Eden. You can’t. The river is the market. It only cares about volume and momentum.”
 
Eden would sit on the broken jetty, sketching the water’s edge. His notebook was filled with maps, obsessive attempts to find the perfect angle of attack, the geometric certainty his father insisted didn’t exist.
 
On the other side of the river, the City glittered, a palace of pure, abstract number.
 
“What’s in those buildings, Dad?”
 
“People who try to control the river from the air. They trade in futures, son. They try to predict when the tide will come in before it ever starts moving.”
 
That’s what I want to do, Eden thought, staring at the financial towers. I want to build a cage for the tide.
 
Present Day: Waterloo Bridge
 
The taste of the croissant was gone. His childhood notebook had been a roadmap to this destruction. He had achieved the City, the formula, the certainty. He had built the cage. And the cage had collapsed on him.
 
He pulled out his current Notebook, the old scent of his penthouse office hitting him. He flipped past the introduction, his own handwriting stark and arrogant.
 
 
The Geometry of Control
 
Lesson 1
 
The Market is a Machine. Your Emotions are the Only Variable.
 
He saw Maya leaning against the bridge support, sketching the flow of the early commuters.
 
“You ever notice,” she said, not looking up, “how everyone has an invisible line they won’t cross? Their own personal risk management rule.”
 
Eden considered her words. They were searching for a certainty that chaos was not contagious.
 
“They believe they control their probability of success,” he said quietly. “They believe that if they follow the line, the drawdown won’t affect them.”
 
He pulled out a cheap plastic pen. His hands, though cleaner than his father’s, were now marked by the spiritual grime of a life lived for pure abstraction. He added a thought to the bottom of the page.
 
Commentary:
 
The Market is the River. You cannot program its flow. You can only manage your boat. Control is the most dangerous emotional position size you can take. It will always liquidate you.
 
He closed the book. He used to think the river was about flow and the City was about control. He had tried to bridge those worlds, and both had spat him out onto the mudflats.
 
 
Present: The Low-Priced Trade
 
The cold was a cruel bear market. By the third day, Eden’s position was terminal. He needed a better blanket.
 
“Thomas has one,” Joe muttered, nodding towards the man meticulously arranging scraps of copper wire. A former quant, Thomas had lost everything to a feral algorithm he built. “But Thomas only trades in certainty.”
 
“What does he want?”
 
“Your pen. He says plastic pens are too ‘volatile.’ He wants a durable asset.”
 
Eden looked at the heavy fountain pen, a gift from his first bonus. It was the exchange rate of his past for his survival.
 
He walked over. “Thomas. I need the blanket. I’ll trade you the pen.”
 
Thomas didn’t look up. “The pen. 100% durability. My blanket. 60%. The trade is an imbalance. Negative skew.”
 
It was the language of his old life, warped by madness.
 
“I’ll offer you the pen,” Eden said, kneeling, “plus a new lesson for your geometry. To replace the one that betrayed you.”
 
Thomas froze. He finally looked at Eden, his eyes wide and brilliant. “A new geometry?”
 
Eden knew the market price of certainty was always infinite. He had his entry point.
 
Flashback: Oxford University, 2005
 
His professor, Dr. Alistair Vance, saw the world in equations. “Your job, Brooks, is to design the function that removes the human error.”
 
Eden took it as a religious calling. He spent twenty hours straight in the lab, convinced the market was a giant, complex clock.
 
Then, the human error walked in.
 
Lila.
 
She studied philosophy. She saw the market not as a machine, but as a collective expression of human longing and fear.
 
She found him in the lab at 4:00 AM. “You’re trying to build a cage for noise.”
 
Eden bristled. “I’m building a model for certainty. I’m eliminating volatility.”
 
Lila pointed to a graph of the 1998 Russian debt crisis. “That line is pure panic. You can model the probability of panic, but you can’t predict the moment the heart stops beating. The best traders are the best psychologists.”
 
He laughed, cold and dismissive. “Psychology is noise. Sentiment is a bug, not a feature.”
 
But she was the unpredictable variable in his perfectly designed life, beautiful, complex, and impossible to solve. His first, and most catastrophic, out-of-sample data.
 
Present: The Trade Execution
 
Eden pulled the pen cap off. The metal made a small, satisfying click.
 
“The new Lesson,” Eden told Thomas, speaking slowly. “You believe in perfect piles. That’s why you lost. The geometry of the street is the true market.”
 
He bent down and wrote in Thomas’s own scrap-paper notebook.
 
Lesson 2
 
The True Cost of Certainty
The largest position size you ever take should be on the belief in your own model. Your risk model is not a cage you build to lock the market out; it is the fence you build to keep your own ego in. If your algorithm requires 100% certainty to function, it will fail at 99.99%. Always calculate your maximum drawdown on the belief that your model is already wrong.
 
Eden capped the pen and placed it next to Thomas’s most valuable pile of copper. “There is your spread. Now give me the blanket.”
 
Thomas stared at the handwriting. A flicker of sanity, or perhaps just profound sadness, passed across his face.
 
“Your pen is the premium,” Thomas whispered. “Your lesson is the liability.” He pushed the blanket towards Eden. “Executed.”
 
Eden took the blanket. The weight of the wool felt less heavy than the weight of the pen he had just traded. He had sold the final artifact of his professional identity for warmth. The risk-reward for survival was infinite.
 
He had made his last true trade.
 
 
 
The Velocity of Money
 
 
Present: The Low-Priced Asset
 
The blanket was a tangible victory, a buffer against the cold. He had effectively de-risked his immediate survival portfolio.
 
Maya was sketching the commuters, her quick, economical lines forming a perfect high-frequency data feed.
 
"Do you have a risk profile on that crowd?" Eden asked.
 
"The bankers, yes," she said without looking up. "High liquidity, zero sentiment. They buy if it fits in their briefcase. The teachers, no. Low liquidity, high sentiment. They see the portrait, they see the story. They usually keep their money."
 
She was a psychological trader, reading the emotion behind the capital. He had once believed sentiment was noise; now, noise was the only thing that felt real.
 
He felt the ghost pain where his fountain pen had been, the last physical piece of his old self.
 
He opened his Notebook to the new lesson. The words stared back at him: Always calculate your maximum drawdown on the belief that your model is already wrong. It read like an admission of failure disguised as wisdom.
 
He looked across the Thames where the financial district's geometry still stood, indifferent to the lives broken on its banks.
 
Flashback: JP Morgan, Canary Wharf, 2012
 
The trading floor hummed with high velocity, money moving at the speed of light. Eden, barely twenty-five, was already being called a prodigy. His algorithm, The Oracle, exploited microscopic latency, the barely measurable delay between information hitting the market and human reaction.
 
"We're harvesting the inefficiency created by human slowness," his boss Marcus Thorne told him. Thorne's face maintained its permanent mask of calm ambition. "You're not a trader, Brooks. You're a machine mechanic."
 
Eden lived on caffeine and the physical rush of successful execution. His monitor blinked +2,000,000, then +5,000,000. The numbers felt abstract, like a video game with extra zeros. He didn't feel rich; he felt proven.
 
That evening, he met Lila at a rooftop bar, the City's lights spreading beneath them like a circuit board.
 
"You look like you just won a war," she said, her voice cutting through the smug hum of the successful.
 
"I won the day," Eden corrected, breathing in the cold, clean air. "The Oracle executed flawlessly. We capitalized on a delayed reaction to the Greek bond auction. Pure arbitrage."
 
Lila swirled the ice in her glass. "And what did those bonds represent? A family's pension fund? A town's water infrastructure?"
 
"Lila, I trade in risk-adjusted returns," he sighed, annoyed. "It's about the spread. The geometry. My job is to see the pattern others can't."
 
"The minute you stop seeing the human element, you become part of the machine you're trying to control," she warned. "You're trading in abstract fear, and that fear has a name."
 
He desired her, this beautiful, volatile, unpredictable element that defied all his models. But he feared her truth, which threatened to crash his perfect system.
 
That night, he faced a choice between Lila's volatile truth and The Oracle's perfect certainty.
 
He took her home, and for a few hours, he let the algorithm of his life halt. But the next morning, he was back at his desk, already trying to quantify her, to apply game theory to their arguments. He had begun the deadliest trade of all, trading his humanity for a formula.
 
Present: The Fatal Flaw
 
Eden leaned against the concrete arch, the morning traffic creating a low, persistent roar, the
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