
“No one ever put down a Ken Morris thriller.”
—JIM CRAMER, CO-HOST, CNBC’S KUDLOW & CRAMER

DeadlyThe

Trade
DeadlyThe

Trade
a novel

K E N  M O R R I S
BESTSELLING author of f inancial  thri l ler Man in the Middle

The Deadly Trade
KEN

 M
O

RRIS
The Deadly Trade

Financial thriller pioneer Ken Morris has returned with a novel faster, scarier, and
more current than even his highly-acclaimed debut, Man in the Middle. Tim Mack
is a financial analyst running from a past full of death and drink. But when he
leaves the Wall Street rat race hoping to slow down his life in San Diego, he finds
that a calm and peaceful existence is just not in the cards for him.

While researching a local biotechnology firm that has just exploded into flames,
Tim begins to untangle a lethal web of deceit, where he discovers a frightening,
secret triumvirate of mass-murder—a high-finance broker has linked a Middle-
Eastern terrorist organization with a dying biotechnology firm willing to do any-
thing to keep afloat. How far will this alliance go? Tim soon finds out that a bug
that “makes AIDS look like a hangnail” might only be the beginning.

The Deadly Trade pulls on our own worst fears, inspired by the news of yester-
day and almost sure to make the headlines of tomorrow. The anthrax scare of
2001 pales in the light of Ken’s terrifying vision. What legendary sportscaster
Charlie Jones said about Man in the Middle is even truer about The Deadly Trade:
“It can happen—perhaps it already has. And, if hasn’t happened yet, it will.”

Praise for Ken Morris and His First Novel, Man in the Middle
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This uncorrected proof is not to be sold. Please do not quote for publication without checking against the finished book. 

“Pure entertainment. Enjoyably 
engrossing.” — CLIVE CUSSLER, 
BESTSELLING AUTHOR

“Pulse-pounding. My market tip?
Add this one to your literary portfolio.”
— ALAN RUSSELL, AWARD-WINNING
AUTHOR OF EXPOSURE

“A lush tale.”— THE NEW YORK TIMES

“A great, great novel. While it was 
fiction, I could swear it was fact.” 
— HERB GREENBERG, FORTUNE COLUMNIST

“Crisply written, well-developed, sus-
penseful tale of greed and deception.”
— BOOKLIST

“One of Wall Street’s trading legends is
back in business.”— THE TIMES OF
LONDON

“Fast-moving action and high-stakes
financial intrigue.”— PUBLISHERS WEEKLY

“I had a hard time putting it down. 
I’d love to see it made into a film.”
— JUSTIN SCHACK, SENIOR WRITER,
INSTITUTIONAL INVESTOR MAGAZINE

“Morris brings an appealingly wild-eyed
enthusiasm to his first novel.
Breathless.”— KIRKUS REVIEWS

“Engaging and informative . . . Action
packed, first-rate thriller.”— REVIEWING
THE EVIDENCE

“Gripping from start to finish. Plenty of
twists and turns to keep the reader
engrossed.”— DOUG RAMSEY, FORMER
FNN AND CNBC ANCHOR

“A brilliant story about the financial
world.”— MARION E. CASON, I LOVE A
MYSTERY

“It will keep you glued to your seat 
until the finish.”— NORM GOLDMAN,
THEBESTREVIEWS.COM
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T
he investment banking firm no longer resembled a

triage center. There was no hint of turmoil, and it

was almost as if Tim had imagined everything. The

trappings appeared as peaceful as the day he first

arrived to interview at Atterberry-Stanton. He could-

n’t believe it was less than two months since his move

from New York—not even sixty days. Now, highly

trained professionals had restored artificial order. But

artificial was the only kind of order left in Tim’s world.

He understood that these scientific developments had

altered human destiny forever. 

One day, he suspected, somebody would

release a biological killer on innocent people, and that

would mark the beginning of the end for the rest of

mankind’s naïve peace-of-mind. The gates of hell stood

wide open.
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Part I
a new life



chapter 1

VISITORS WERE RARE. Not even cops seemed interested in the

discarded men and women living beneath this overpass in

Southeast San Diego. A one-eyed man in a beat-up Celica slowed

to ten miles per hour and studied a candidate leaning against a

rusted chain link fence. Close enough to talk, he pulled over and

got out. Before drawing attention to himself, he tugged a jacket-

hood over his head, shadowing a heavily pockmarked face.

“Hey, man—” he said, trying to sound pleasant—“you wanna

earn a few bucks?” 

“Maybe,” the derelict said. “Who’re you?” 

“Who am I?” he asked, stifling a laugh. “I’m Santa Claus,

come to deliver a present.”

A blue stocking cap, long sleeves, and ghetto grime made it

hard to tell if the bum was white or black. 

“You got any relatives in this area?” the man asked.

“Unh-uh.” The drifter bowed, gazing at toes poking through

shredded shoes.

“That mean no?” 

“No.”

“You saying you don’t have anyone close to you here?”

“Nah.”

“Good. You have cancer or any other big disease?”

“No. Shakes sometimes.” Through toothless gums, he spoke
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with a lisp.

“Ever had a driver’s license?” the man asked, masking his

disgust.

“No.”

“Any of these nothings know your real name?” The one-eyed

man waved a hand, indicating the other vacant faces.

“Nah. They always try’n’ to steal my stuff.” 

“Can you use a fifty?” The man held out a crisp bill.

“Fifty bucks?”

“Yeah.”

“I gotta kill someone?”

“No. See those two guys in the car?”

“Yeah.”

“We’re on our way to a big-deal party.”

“Party? Me?” The shreds of the vagrant’s plaid shirt flapped,

exposing skin that confirmed he was a white guy.

“Fifty dollars now—” the man handed the recruit the bill—

“fifty more later. You guys are part of the entertainment. I bet a

few buddies I could find three guys could drink them under the

table. They said ‘no way.’ Can you drink a bunch of a-holes under

the table?”

“Fuckin-A. What kinda booze?”

“Everything. Beer. Wine. Whatever. You game?” The procur-

er smiled like this was an invitation to Mardi Gras.

“All I gotta do is drink?”

“You’re holding the money that says you’ll beat these guys

into terminal hangover.”

“Man. I knew this was my lucky day. Gettin’ paid to 

drink. . .”

The one-eyed man bobbed in the direction of the car. “Now

that we’ve got that settled, listen carefully. Your name is Sam.

Those other two in the car, their names are also Sam. Everybody

you meet tonight is named ‘Sam.’ Got it?” 

Sam 3 nodded and broke into an unsteady path towards the

car, as if improvising a jagged dance. The man nudged him into

the backseat, where Sam 3 squeezed alongside Sams 1 and 2. All

three smelled of month-old body odor and Thunderbird.
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The moment he engaged the engine, the man spun the air

conditioning vents onto his face. Twenty-two minutes later, hav-

ing listened to the Sams blather about their collective good luck,

he drove around the back of a seemingly deserted, turquoise-tiled

building.

Lapping in air, hoping to obliterate the stench, he herded the

three men around back. When they reached the entrance, a doc-

tor beckoned all four men inside a darkened hallway.

“You’re certain they meet our requirements?” The doctor

had a Dutch accent.

“Positive,” One-Eye answered. “They got no dental records,

since they got almost no teeth. No family. And they’re still

breathin’.”

“Get them inside.”

“Hey, man,” the last Sam said, “this is a shit place for a

party.”

“Don’t worry, my friend,” the man said. “I brought you here

to give you food first. You’ll be able to drink more on a full stom-

ach. Smart, uh?”

“I guess. I could use a little wine now—”

“Not yet. Gonna save it for the contest.”

“I can have a drink now and still drink lots later.”

“No. Eat. Then drink.” The man pushed all three recruits

towards a far room with a thick door. Once he corralled them, he

pulled a hankie from his pocket, wiped his hands, and tossed the

cotton rag in the trash.

Sam 3 looked at the doctor’s stethoscope on the way into the

room. “Why we got a doctor?” he said. “I hate doctors.”

“He’s here to save the lives of those you destroy in our little

drinking game,” the one-eyed man said, wishing this third Sam

would just shut up and do his job.

Sam 3 attempted an awkward Muhammad Ali shuffle, shad-

ow-boxing the thin air. “They try and keep up with me,” he said,

“they gonna need a doctor, or an undertaker.”

A moment later, inside the sealed room, the Sams gummed

sweetened pabulum from plastic bowls. The one-eyed man

watched, grateful to be behind a two-way mirror. From overhead
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vents in the improvised cafeteria, tainted air filtered down. An

hour later, the three homeless men began to pant and feel the

first blisters. After that, the other symptoms progressed rapidly.

Two hours later, the man heard the doctor mutter, “This is

beyond our expectations.”

Shortly before 2:00 AM, the one-eyed man re-entered the

room, looking like a Halloween elephant in his gray plastic coat,

boots, and gas mask. Having been required to videotape the

nightmare, and having witnessed his recruits pound the wall and

scream as their bodies decayed from within and without, he

appreciated the precautions.

He bent over the first man, carefully tying a thick surgical

mask around the nose and mouth. He repeated the process with

the other two. “Prevent leakage,” the doctor had explained to

him.

“All that blabbing didn’t get you jackshit, did it?” said One-

Eye, tying the mask onto Sam 3.

One at a time, he looped a rope under their armpits, dragged

the bodies outside, and stuffed each into a sealable bag before

tossing them in the back of a pick-up truck.

Job almost complete, he realized. A brief drive along a dark-

ened dirt road, the final drop-off, and then home. Ten thousand

dollars didn’t weigh much, he mused, but it sure felt good.
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Deadly Origins: When Fiction Isn’t False 

P-4s spread through the air, 
have no treatment, are highly 
contagious, and kill you in a 
matter of hours. In his lab, 
they were doing P-4 experi-
ments. 

This was a private lab, un-
regulated. And who hired 
them? The U.S. Government.

In the Author’s Words: 
An Exclusive “Behind the Scenes” Look at The Deadly Trade 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

THE STORY IDEA 
came about 
seventeen years 
ago. I was having 
dinner with a man 
who did research 
at a private lab 
near Scripps 
Institute (“biotech 
row” in The 
Deadly Trade). 
He had a scab, 

perfectly round, in the center of his fore-
head the size of a fifty-cent piece. 
 
OVER WINE AND DINNER, he told me 
about the experiments his lab was doing 
and said that his scab had started out as a 
dot and grown. It was the result of some 
bio-agent from his lab that had somehow 
transferred from experiment to skin. 

 
IT WAS AT THIS DINNER that he told me 
about the P-1 through P-4 system men-
tioned in The Deadly Trade. P-4 was a 
category of death that scared the hell out 
of me—and he was, I recall learning, 
working in a lab doing P-4s. In my 

novel, I create an X-1 through X-5 scale 
based on this classification system but 
tailored to bio-warfare research. X-5 in 
the book (similar to these P-4s I learned 
about that night) spread through the air, 
have no treatment, are highly conta-
gious, and kill you in a matter of hours. 

 
THIS WAS A PRIVATE LAB, unregulated. 
And who hired them? It was suggested 
to me that the U.S. Government was a 
steady client. He went on to say that the 
government paid and hired many other 
labs in the area. 
 
WE KNOW THAT THE STRAIN of anthrax 
that was mailed post 9-11 was an older 
strain developed by government-
sponsored labs—that much was in the 
news. It was enhanced. And altered. 
That I wrote the original draft of my 
novel two years before anyone had heard 
of anthrax makes the revelations all the 
more prescient, but no less important 
today. In fact, I do believe that what I 
wrote about in The Deadly Trade is still 
going on today. 
 
And, quite frankly, that scares the hell 
out of me.  

FOR MORE NFORMATION,  
CONTACT: 
 

Elly Zupko 
Asst. to the Publisher 
Bancroft Press 
410-358-0658 
ezupko@ 
bancroftpress.com 



  
 
 
AS HEAD OF SALES and trading at several 
investment banks in the 1980s and ‘90s, 
Ken Morris was personally involved 
with just the type of activity his protago-
nist, Tim Mack, encounters in his newest 
thriller The Deadly Trade—namely, re-
search, sales, and trading of dozens of 
biotech firms, to the tune of several bil-
lion dollars. 

 
OVER THE 
YEARS, Morris 
came to 
intimately 
understand 
that the 
greatest chal-
lenge for the 

firms then, and still today, was to main-
tain a solid enough balance sheet to fund 
their research.  
 
“I ALSO CAME TO REALIZE they had the 
power to alter the world in a way that 
was unimaginable only a few years ear-
lier,” says Morris. These frightening 
world changes came in the form of gene 
splicing, recombinant DNA, and mo-
lecular alterations. “They make it possi-
ble to create both heaven and hell here 
on earth,” he says. 
 
IN THE EARLY STAGES of product devel-
opment, bio-tech firms have no natural 
sources of revenue. They must invest 
heavily in research and development, 
according to Morris, “in the hopes of 
eventually developing a drug or treat-
ment that will make it through the 
FDA’s long, often tortuous approval 
process.” 
 

DURING THAT PROCESS, these compa-
nies burn through cash, often at an 
alarming rate. Many times, even with a 
chemistry or technology that is superior, 
they succumb to the realities of bank-
ruptcy prior to achieving financial suc-
cess. As Morris says, “An under-funded 
cure for cancer is no cure at all.” 
 
ON THE BANKING SIDE of the biz, Morris 
came to understand just how important 
cash is to corporate survival. Faced with 
financial failure, to what extremes will 
such companies go to fund their sur-
vival. 
 
“THE PREMISE OF The Deadly Trade is 
fiction,” says Morris, “but it is not such a 
stretch to believe that hiring out scien-
tific expertise to the highest bidder—
whoever that may be—is a real tempta-
tion.  
 
“ADD TO THAT,” he continues, “the fact 
that in the San Diego area alone there 
are more than five-hundred largely 
unregulated bio-tech companies (nearly 
every one operating on a shoestring), it 
is not only 
possible, but 
inevitable, that 
a handful of 
folks—some 
even well-intentioned, perhaps—might 
succumb to the temptation.” 
 
AND WHAT SPECIAL, outside interests 
might have a desire to hire these labs and 
rent their expertise? By the time you fin-
ish The Deadly Trade, the answers 
should be abundantly clear. 

 

The Fall-Out of Financial Desperation 



Bio of a “Wall Street Legend”—His Twenty Year Call 
for NYSE Audit Finally Answered 

If you have not received your advance reader’s copy of Ken 
Morris’ newest financial thriller or have misplaced it, please let 
us know, and we will send a replacement immediately. Don’t 

miss your chance to get caught up in The Deadly Trade. 
 

ezupko@bancroftpress.com 
www.bancroftpress.com 
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Author Bio 
 

“I am not done. The Deadly Trade is due out in March and I am working on 
three more financial thrillers. I chose to write fiction instead of non-fiction 

because I hoped to expose the injustices in the capital markets in such a way 
as to make it more accessible to the everyday person. The question is, will 

things get better? It's not a slam dunk they will.” 
 

— Ken Morris 
 
 
 
 

KEN MORRIS IS A FORMER Wall Street 
trader and executive, having started 
Morgan Stanley's International Equity 
Department in 1984. He ran similar op-
erations at other top investment banks, 
including Drexel, Burnham (home of 
Mike Milken and junk bonds), over a 
career in the capital markets that 
spanned twenty years.   
 

HE’S OBSERVED 
everything from 
the lack of over-
sight of hedge 
funds, rampant 
pump and dump 
tactics, front-
running and in-
sider trading—all 
of which have 
made recent 

headlines, from the billion-dollar fines 
levied at the NASD to current insider 
trading allegations against such high 
profile 

investors as Martha Stewart. Morris 
spent years alerting others about the 
unlawful practices prevalent in his busi-
ness and was nicknamed “the angriest 
man on Wall Street.”   
 
HIS TWENTY YEARS of demanding an 
audit of the NYSE's trading practices 
and governance has finally come to frui-
tion in just the past weeks.   
 
IN ADDITION, HE IS the author of the 
bestselling financial thriller, Man in the 
Middle, which takes a critical look at the 
interplay of hedge funds and brokers. 
His second novel, The Deadly Trade, on 
the chilling topic of the relationship be-
tween biological warfare and high fi-
nance, will be released in March 2004. 
 
MORRIS LIVES IN Del Mar, California, 
with his wife, a fund manager, and their 
four sons. 

 
 
 
 




