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The ten-mile drive from LaGuardia to The Dominik Hotel took the usual two hours in heavy traffic. My Uber was sardined between taxis and other Ubers from the moment I squeezed into the back seat. 

Crawling across a small heavily graffitied bridge, I noticed that some of the newer Manhattan skyscrapers reflected the afternoon sunlight by exhibiting a weird greenish glow—a cheery color for the thousands of hopeful businessmen and women residing within. I was glad I wasn't one of them. 

But I also imagined them looking out of their sky high office windows at this cross-beamed bridge I was stuck on, with cars and busses strung out in endless rows, being glad they weren't me. 

They would also have been glad they weren't me because I had a business meeting that was bound to go badly, and a lady friend who was sure to tell me that our relationship was headed in the same direction as my business meeting. 

While at a dead-stop mid-span I received a text from back home. Apparently, Marilyn, my normally well-trained dog and faithful five-year companion, had just soiled my previous ex-girlfriend's antique Turkish rug. That would not be a cheap fix. It made my business meeting all the more important. 

I assumed the meeting was going to be an exercise in begging. I was going to be asking for a promotion and a raise. I had created a stock market timing model. My predictions had thus far been uncannily accurate. The board wanted to buy my model. I wanted to manage it myself and split the fees.   

But my other incentive for venturing into Manhattan, far from my calm little branch office in upstate New York, was to urge my most recent ex-girlfriend, Lilly, to consider taking me back. 

She was working for a fledgling software company that was trying to launch a new video game based, of course, on a series of endless adventures. My sense was that her job was going to be far from endless, in fact, all too temporary, like my relationship with her had been. 

Back in my home office, I had found myself thinking about Lilly quite often. I recently concluded that just because she had lost to temptation by having an affair with a major league baseball player (now back in the minors) it didn't have to spell the end for us. But then what did it spell? 

Lilly was dynamic and fun-loving, brilliant and streetwise. But her face emanated an aura of innocence that I truly adored. I think some of it was due to the misty tears of joy that would make her eyes turn glassy when she laughed. 

She also wore very short skirts and revealing tops to work each morning, but once home, she would go barefoot and stockingless. She would sit on her couch cross-legged while eating take-out Chinese food out of the little while boxes with red Chinese lettering. I loved that. 

I remember her short skirt would become quite a bit shorter as she curled up on the couch, not in a way meant to seduce me, or a major league baseball player for that matter, but out of the same natural, casual kind of innocence she exuded. 

The millennial males at her company imagined themselves becoming a human software code that could hack into her world somehow. But they lacked the sophistication and self-confidence that would attract her. 

I seemed to possess those two qualities, and she always appreciated that about me. For example, after she confessed that she'd had a fling with the aforementioned major leaguer—a confident young relief pitcher who had to choose between the minor leagues and Yale, I bowed out quickly and gracefully without making a scene. No pleading, no shaming, no threats. She respected that. She saw it as an elegant and mature response to gut-wrenching heartbreak. I survived a few weeks of nightmares and silent jealous rage and drinking too much at business lunches, and moved on. 

My rationale at the time was that we were young, we'd had no standing verbal commitment, and I was living upstate, working in I.B.I.F.'s Rochester office, a plane ride from New York City where she worked. I would fly into the city to see her on free weekends. Occasionally she would fly to Rochester to see me. But the immediacy and spontaneity of getting together was never there. I didn't have "home stands" in my line of work. 

There was some consideration of me moving to Soho eventually and working at the main headquarters to be nearer to her. But when I found out about the fling, I promised her I'd stay in Rochester and not push myself into an unwanted situation. This was yet another example, in her mind, of my emotional goodwill, and a sensible acceptance of my fate.  

When their fling ended in the early innings we began texting each other again. It was mostly friendly chatter. Occasionally we would go on philosophical rants, or share Instagram humor, and memes, and YouTube videos. But we never spoke directly on the phone or hinted about getting back together. 

A week ago, when I mentioned I was coming into the city for an important meeting, she surprisingly invited me to dinner. Of course, I accepted. And suddenly my concern about how that dinner would turn out was equal to that of getting a raise, or getting recognition for my work. 

Although, if I did get a raise, dealing with my previous ex-girlfriend's soiled Turkish rug would feel slightly less financially daunting. Sadly, dog poo is not really something that is fully extractable from a seventy-thousand-dollar, four-hundred-year-old, hand-made Turkish heirloom that had once been stepped on by Emperors and Kings. (And as far as the diameter of the stain, let's just say, Marilyn is a rather large dog.)  

As my Uber crept eternally towards my hotel, we passed by a building near the freeway that had graffiti spay-painted on its old brick wall. The message summed up my feelings for Lilly at the moment. Scrawled boldly in white paint, it said: "If I ain't dead already, you're not the reason why." It was a variation of a John Lennon quote, ironically enough. Followed by a skull and crossbones. 

I contemplated the raw emotional power of this double negative as my driver let me out in the middle lane of midday traffic at the entrance of The Dominik. 
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The Dominik hotel was embarrassing in countless ways—reasonlessly over the top, made for millionaires pretending to be a billionaires. But I.B.I.F. was footing the bill, including meal stipends, so it would have been more uncouth to complain about the hotel than to just go ahead and graciously accept the garish masquerade. 

I figured the reason for the board's extreme generosity was that they were going to turn down my request for a raise and a promotion, and then ask with a patronizing smile if I was enjoying my beautiful accommodations. I would have to begrudgingly admit it was all just too kind of them, and then crawl off to meet Lilly for rejection number two. 

It was a heat wave of global warming proportions. One hundred degrees at one-thirty in the afternoon. My meeting was at four-thirty—a convenient time for them to quickly reject me and then segue back to their private lives via limo, or perhaps walk half a block southeast to the neighborhood bar-and-grill until the evening traffic died down. I would surely not get an invitation to join them. I was simply their four-thirty mosquito. 

I settled myself into my hotel room, then headed to the fitness center on the lower level where my treadmill neighbor was apparently trying to outrun his asthma attack. I then returned to my thirty-third floor abode and disrobed for my pre-meeting shower. I soon became aware that the thick glass shower door in this one thousand seven-hundred dollar a night room had no rubber molding, and therefore slammed loudly into the connecting glass wall when it was pulled shut. So I shoved a towel between the door jam and the metal drip rail. The door shut quietly. That was good, because what I needed more than anything was silence. I needed to think things through. 

After rehearsing my beggar's speech I put on my most expensive suit and took a thirty-minute Uber ride to corporate headquarters seven blocks away. Traffic is simply part of the landscape of New York. Every block of Manhattan has been under construction for the last thirty years. Cars have to zig-zag around endless temporary plastic red lattice-work barriers, much like a rat would have to make its way through a maze of strawberry Twizzlers. Some would try to stop to eat (park) but too many other rats were shoving them forward. A multitude of horns blaring in every direction created the perfect backdrop as we crawled our way through time, where minute hands turned into second hands, and everyone had a reason to be late. 

I entered the elevator of the fifty-story building where the I.B.I.F. offices were, after being checked by the security guards for guns, knives, hand grenades and other explosives. All standard procedure in high-rent New York office buildings.   

The meeting was in the main board room, a one thousand square-foot suite on the top floor, with a wall-wide eastern-facing picture window. The Empire State Building stood defiantly in the distance, enduring the daily shroud of smog. 

The meeting quickly took an unexpected turn. I was greeted with sincere smiles and handshakes. This was befuddling. They proceeded to compliment me on my timing model, agreeing that it had, so far, been surprisingly accurate. They then proceeded to ask me questions about how I thought the model would do during black swan events like a currency shock, a pandemic, or a sudden war. 

I answered as best as I could, but I began to realize as the meeting dragged on that the subject of a raise or a promotion did not seem to be emerging as a main topic, or even a minor topic. So I brought it up myself. 

"May I presume one of the reasons for this meeting is the one I had in mind?"

"And what reason would that be, Stephen?"

"Frankly, I was hoping my market timing model would lead to a raise or a promotion, since it
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