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Dear Reader: Who doesn’t love to expose cold-hearted exploiters of the ordinary 

person? Not this ex-crusading newspaper reporter. I wrote the following short novel in 

2009, before the Occupy Wall Street had its brief moment in the tickertape. Previously, 

I’d gleefully skewered the corporate greed revealed by the Enron scandal of 2001 in the 

novella, “Scrogged: A Cyber Christmas Carol,” which appeared in 2004 

After the stock market crash of 2008, I saw the Enron scandal had been only a facet 

of a much broader national infection in our financial institutions, a greed that brought the 

entire country and even the global financial community and especially the small investor 

and the “little people” to their knees. 

I knew I had to reimage a much darker Scrooge for these times, and a past that would 

explain how such a heartless monster could come to exist. (And all the priceless luxuries 

mentioned in this story do exist, and probably cost more today than in 2009.) 

On Christmas Eve, 2011, Caleb Gould is the most hateful and hated man in the 

world…can a modern billionaire outmatch a nineteenth-century pinch-penny for ill will 

and the capacity to change? 



 

 

 

Seventy Years of Singing the Wall Street Blues 

 

“You sit around here and you spin your little webs and you think the whole world 

revolves around you and your money. Well, it doesn’t, Mr. Potter. In the whole vast 

configuration of things, I'd say you were nothing but a scurvy little spider.” 

—George Bailey, It’s a Wonderful Life, 1946 

 

“I wouldn't give you two cents for all your fancy rules if, behind them, they didn't 

have a little bit of plain, ordinary, everyday kindness and a little looking out for the other 

fella, too.” 



—Jefferson Smith, Mr. Smith Goes to Washington, 1939 

 

"We measure our lives by the impact we make on the people around us." 

—Mary Hatch (Mrs. George Bailey), It’s a Wonderful Life 

Bernard Madoff, who ran a Ponzi scheme of more than $60 billion and is in prison 

for life,  “can live with” the anger of victims, but has “terrible nightmares,” he told 

Barbara Walters on October 14, 2011. He’d recently finished reading a book about Wall 

Street robber barons. 

We Are The 99% 

“We are the 99 percent. We are getting kicked out of our homes. We are forced to 

choose between groceries and rent. We are denied quality medical care. We are suffering 

from environmental pollution. We are working long hours for little pay and no rights, if 

we're working at all. We are getting nothing while the other 1 percent is getting 

everything.  The one thing we all have in common is that we…will no longer tolerate the 

greed and corruption of the 1%.” 

—Occupy Wall Street.org, 2011 

 

“There you are, Norton! The people! Try and lick that!” 

—Henry Connell, Meet John Doe, 1941 

http://wearethe99percent.tumblr.com/


 

Chapter	I	

Meet	Caleb	Gould	

 

 

 

SOME PEOPLE CALLED CALEB GOULD the most hated man in America. 

The media made sure he topped Most Hated lists from Main Street to Wall Street, 

but he would have debated that judgment, as he did most annoying media claims. 

As always, they underestimated him. 

The Internet, the print press, and hundreds of televised and online news sources 

detailed his multimillion-dollar “bonuses” and exposed the lavish residences, high-end 

transport, and exotic creature comforts they bought him. The more they criticized Gould, 

the more he exulted in his singular status. 

Caleb Gould was the most hated man in the world. 

Now that title was truly his alone, no argument. 

Death with his nasty sharp scythe had ensured that. Gould’s greatest rival for untold 

wealth and envy and shock value was truly dead, instead of merely being half dead. 

Dead, dead, dead, leaving Caleb Gould triumphant at the gale-blasted Everest he’d 

been scaling all his fifty-seven years. 

J. Jacob Marsh, Gould’s mirror-image and nemesis, a fellow CEO who’d also 

“golden parachuted” out of a failing U. S. mega-bank, had finally hit bottom. He 

supposedly had been holed-up in his Fifth Avenue apartment avoiding the media like a 

Madoff. 

Now, with his death announced, Marsh had managed to avoid “bad press” 

permanently. 

Was it the usual stressed-out CEO cardiac arrest the major news outlets said, Gould 

wondered, or did the idiot do away with himself, as the tabloids claimed? 

Who knew? Who cared? Not Caleb Gould. 

He’d learned the good news off his laptop while en route to his rooftop helipad in 

mid-town Manhattan from a French Alps skiing trip. Laptop, rooftop. He savored words 

that announced he was top dog. Let Leona Helmsley’s “little people” curse his name and 

wish his custom copter would plunge into the cab-choked traffic sixty stories below. 

Sorry, no chance. He had the best pilots and equipment money could buy. 



Caleb Gould was fine, more than fine. He’d gotten all his assets into cash before the 

’08 crash while Helmsley’s “little people” lost their Indonesian-made Wal-Mart shirts 

and even their middle-class Hart, Schaffner and Marx suits. Presidents and heads of state 

could uphold him as a global example of insatiable greed as their governments and 

populations struggled, but they didn’t get that it was a game—getting it all—and Caleb 

Gould had won it for keeps, no matter what. 

Nothing could touch him. Or his assets. 

Not the law, not political leaders, not preachers, not paupers. 

Everybody liked to pay lip service to “success,” but let Jack and Jill and Junior Jones 

see what real big-league success could achieve, and they whined, “No fair.” 

Gould had never whined in his life and wasn’t about to now. 

He gazed down on a distant, gray Manhattan December thoroughfare while the 

powerful turning rotors of his Pininfarina-designed executive helicopter vibrated him 

with the sweet massage of success. Shifting snow flurries made the chopper’s bubble 

cockpit seem like his own personal snow globe. 

The sleek helicopter swooped down to hover over the roof of his multi-story 

penthouse. It topped the skyscraper housing the bank he’d bailed on after running it into 

the ground as CEO. Caleb Gould had always been “tops” in every thing he ever did. 

He was the first super-executive to skedaddle with the largest personal payout, 

almost a billion in salary and bonuses his last year alone, becoming the retired CEO “rock 

star” Americans loved to hate. 

His gold-plated “chopper” (as he always called it, with gusto) usually glinted 

blindingly in the sunlight during takeoff and landing, giving executives with window 

offices in neighboring office towers migraine headaches. The Drudge Report had 

nicknamed it “Caleb Gould’s Flying Golden Parachute.” 

This gray, overcast day muted the chopper’s effect, but not Caleb Gould’s mood. 

J. Jacob Marsh was dead and Caleb Gould was fit, fifty-something, still ferociously 

competitive and fabulously wealthy. 

Gould stooped to exit the chopper and counter the rotor blades’ wind gusts. His 

barrel-chested, larger-than-life figure evoked a tall William Shatner, but with a hundred 

times the clothing allowance. 

Gould was met by a slighter, shorter man failing to hold a plain Republican cloth 

coat—as Richard Nixon, another legendary loser, had put it decades ago—closed against 

the cold and the artificial tempest. 

Robert Carruthers, an assistant public relations vice president, subbing on Christmas 

Eve for his absent boss, Haskell Bricknell, looked the way Gould favored his employees 

looking.  



Scared. 

 

 
 

“YOUR FACE IS GRAYER than the weather,” Gould observed after he bounded from 

beneath the snowy dust devils the chopper blades churned up. “Crockett or Crockpot, or 

whatever your name is, get a move on inside. This crappy weather is downright 

uncivilized.” 

A bodyguard had shadowed Gould from the copter. Another waited by the doors to 

his private elevator. Bob Carruthers had never been so close to the big boss before. He’d 

clung to his job by working endless unpaid overtime and stepping on no one’s toes but 

his own. The position was servile, but what’s a guy to do when the company health plan 

was the only thing standing between himself and bankruptcy? 

“Move it, Crockett!” Gould barked. “You into the elevator first, to take any ambush 

bullets. The b-guards fore and aft of me.” 

“Carruthers, sir.” 

“What are you babbling about in this wind, fool? And what have you got in your 

hands? You’re clutching some damn papers like a stripper hugging pasties to her chest. 

I’m not looking at documents in this mess.” 

“But you asked for them, sir,” Carruthers ventured timidly. 

“Oh. Are those about the rest of the nonsense that AWOL Bricknelly has scheduled 

into my day? Well, good. Only a goldbrick has to take off every holiday. Your boss just 

might not have a job when he gets back.” 

“His wife has brain cancer, sir.” Carruthers’ voice shook.  

Unfortunately, the hustle and clatter of four men—two of them hulking beyond mere 

beefy to bullish—entering the intimate stainless steel-lined elevator did not drown out his 

excuse. 

“That means her brain is gone,” Gould pointed out. “She’ll never miss him, and I 

need a half-ass useful media rep on site today.” 

As the doors slid shut and silence took over, Carruthers said, too late to stifle, “And 

it is Christmas, sir.” 

“Exactly,” Gould’s caffeinated voice boomed out, making even the bodyguards 

flinch. “It is Christmas, Crockett. Christmas is a commercial bonanza. Retail 

establishments make most of their year’s profit on the ‘holiday’ sales, so it’s no time to 

slack off.” 

“Sorry, sir,” Carruthers said, hoping to appease the big boss. 



It was useless. Gould was on a tear. “Yet employers are blackmailed into letting all 

their staff wander off hither and yon in the name of ‘Christmas spirit.’ Christmas is a 

capitalistic grab bag, but this is December twenty-fourth. All the selling’s done by now 

and work does not stop for morbidly obese pedophiles in red suits. 

“Got that, Carsap? Now, tell me what I can get done before the whole freaking world 

shuts down for preachiness and gluttony…and the exchange of hard goods as well as 

hollow greetings and fake cheerfulness toward people they probably hate has much as 

they do me.” 

The elevator doors slid open. Gould’s bodyguards hung back as Carruthers almost 

tripped on the thick forest-green carpeting studded with gilt Napoleonic bees that led to 

Caleb Gould’s penthouse home office. Beneath it laid the green marble that paved the 

entire 15,000-square-foot multistory…well, palace to Carruthers, who’d only worked in 

the business offices below all this until now. 

“Sir,” he shouted, trying and failing to match Gould’s pace toward a pair of exotic 

zebrawood doors. “You’re late. I mean, we’re late. Your schedule is running late.” 

“No problem. I’m here now.” 

“So is Ms. Chelsea Southwick. She’s been cooling her heels with a videography 

crew in your largest private conference room. The interview was arranged a week ago.” 

“Chelsea Southwick. Is she the blonde or the redhead?” 

Carruthers’ eyelids fluttered. “Neither, sir. Those are weekend network substitutes. 

She’s… black and the main anchor with CNBS. The one with all the awards.” 

“That must have upped her salary…to a few paltry million a year. I have a personal 

appointment first. Tell her I’m here and to keep her panties on. Who else is waiting?” 

“Señora Yolanda Rocha Ortega, the former opera star and Vanity Fair columnist, 

something about sponsorship of a charity ball.” 

“Ah, yes. I do look good in white tie, and I wanted to eyeball her latest face and 

frontage lifts close up. I’ll fit her in after the news wench. And? Don’t stand there 

dithering, I’m running late.” 

“This last one a mystery to me, sir. He has no high-profile history or connections. 

Apparently he made points with Haskell.” 

“Haskell?” 

“Bricknell, your PR director.” 

“You’d think he had the brain cancer, not his wife. Less chat and more speed. Who is 

it?” 

Carruthers stifled another wince. “One George Smith of Emporia, Kansas. That’s all 

the info I have. Possibly a tech geek. He claims to be offering ‘a unique opportunity to 



invest in a revolutionary computerized accounting system’ that will make you ‘rich 

beyond measure.’” 

“I am rich beyond measure, Crudders,” Gould said. “Soon I’ll be even richer. And no 

one named ‘Smith’ has ever come up with anything more worthwhile than cough drops. 

Ditch him.” 

Bob Carruthers coughed discreetly. He didn’t bother to correct Gould’s latest misuse 

of his surname. Demeaning nicknames were the boss’s trademark. 

“I’ll get rid of him right away, sir.” 

Carruthers followed Gould as he barreled through another set of double doors with 

their gleaming brass—uh, probably solid twenty-four carat gold—latch plates as huge as 

a Las Vegas hotel-casino’s. 

Caruthers had spun to leave as fast as his wingtip shoes could take him when Gould 

barked for him to stop. 

“You’ll have another nobody to get rid of in a second or two,” Gould told him, 

eyeing the young woman perched on the edge of his eighteenth-century desk. 

The inlaid semiprecious stone and wood monstrosity was so slathered with gold 

ormolu it looked like a truckload of glitzy scrambled eggs had been hurled at it. The 

visitor added a proletarian touch in her motorcycle boots, designer jeans, and black wool 

pea coat with a cheery red scarf lying under the lapels. 

“Driving the help hard on Christmas Eve, Uncle Caleb?” she inquired in a 

remarkably pleasant tone. 

“What is that?” Gould demanded, as if observing a doggy indiscretion on his desk 

instead of the square box wrapped in white glossy paper and red ribbon. 

“It’s a gift, Uncle. Normal people call it a ‘Christmas present.’” 

“You know I don’t celebrate Christmas. Never have.”  

“Not according to my mother,” she said. 

“Your mother is a drunk.” 

Carruthers looked away from the composed young woman. He wished he could slap 

Caleb Gould’s face for that. 

“We say recovering alcoholic, these days,” the girl said calmly. “Look, nothing 

keeps me from lifting a glass of Christmas cheer. I’m having a bunch of coworkers and 

friends to my loft for Christmas dinner at 1:00 p.m. tomorrow, and you’re welcome to 

come.” 

“You call that slum in Tribeca a loft?” 

“The neighborhood is gentrified and very desirable now, Uncle Caleb, a good 

investment for a single woman.” She seemed to be mildly twitting him. 

“Yes, a lovely neighborhood of drug addicts and illegal aliens and hookers.” 



“Please don’t worry about my safety,” she said, standing. “I get along pretty decently 

on my plays and performance art.” 

“Blatherings and obscenities produced for the mentally deranged.” 

“We call it cutting edge.” 

“Why do you bother to take up my time, girl? You know I haven’t seen your mother 

in more than thirty years. Why are you forcing yourself upon me now? You know any 

blood relative of mine can forget the will, and you wrote that obnoxious fairy tale about 

the Wall Street hiccup three years back that clearly libeled me. Agh! What do you want?” 

“To do my duty, Uncle. To invite my only relative in the city, or state, for that 

matter, to a Christmas party. Mother is living in Iowa now, and you can’t go to the South 

Beach mansion because wife number three—Bentley, and is she ever—is establishing 

squatter’s rights for the current divorce proceedings. The Hamptons are out because wife 

number one, very hopefully named Tiffany, got the beach house in that divorce 

settlement, and the Swiss don’t want to see you in Zurich just now, so the chalet is 

useless. 

“I thought you might enjoy socializing with some people who never knew or who 

have forgotten who you are…and that you and your Wall Street Greed Crew screwed the 

whole country to kingdom come. Once upon a time, the annual holiday meant a 

countrywide day of open arms and open hearts, when work paused and even Wall Street 

was Main Street and strangers wished each other the joys of the season and families 

dined together and everyone felt connected, on the same planet and the same page”—She 

took a breath at last.—“with good will to all men and women and children and…well, all 

was merry and bright.” 

Gould remained unmoved. To the contrary, he was pissed off. 

“And to think you make a living spouting such wishful drivel,” he said. 

“Unimaginable. I will always be the biggest Grinch on Wall Street, the one who made, 

and kept, the most money. I’ve no wish to share a penny of it with anyone else, kin or 

stranger. So don’t think I don’t see through your buttering me up. ” 

“Worth a try, Uncle. After all, it is Christmas.” And she smiled. 

“Get out, and take that ugly package with you, and now, or I’ll have my guards 

hustle you out like any other soliciting hussy.” 

“Going, going, gone, Uncle,” She strode to the door while flipping one end of her red 

scarf over a shoulder. “Mother did forgive you finally, you know, for way back when, 

so…Merry Christmas! And to you, also, Mr. Carruthers.” 

“You, too…Beth,” Carruthers managed to say. 

He knew her name, of course, and even remembered that smart and funny video she 

did back in ’08 when it became obvious that Wall Street manipulations had picked every 



pocket in the country and stripped millions of ordinary people of their homes, their jobs, 

their health insurance, their hope. It did him good to see someone stand up to Caleb 

Gould. 

“Crudders! Get that piece of shit off my desk. Did I hear you actually tell my 

traitorous idiot niece ‘Merry Christmas?’” 

“Just to be polite.” 

“Obvious why you’ve gone nowhere. Get that object out of my sight. Then tell the 

waiting women I have important business, but will see them as soon as possible.” 

“The, ah, anchorwoman first, I assume. Her deadline—” 

“This is obviously a feature to run after the holiday. Schedule the uglier woman first. 

You never know what I may decide to get up to with the looker. Did Haskell Bricknelly 

tell you nothing about how to do his job?” 

Carruthers scuttled a wide arc around Gould to snatch the bright box from the 

priceless antique’s surface. It didn’t rattle or thump, so he had no idea what was inside. 

 Gould was already at the door of his adjoining retiring rooms, including a solo 

executive washroom whose size and luxury were legendary, although no one had seen it 

but Gould and the interior designer, not even Architectural Digest. “That frigging custom 

tailor had better be here,” he muttered before vanishing. 

Carruthers had seen that appointment on the schedule his supervisor had left for him. 

“Caleb is giving himself a Christmas present for being the best worst bastard on Wall 

Street,” Haskell had explained when Carruthers had questioned the generous time block 

and the name “Zazi.” 

“A Fifth Avenue men’s furnishings retailer has flown in a tailor from Rome for 

Zazi,” Bricknell had continued, “the Italian men’s fashion house. They hope Gould will 

be the first major executive to give the new line of thirty-thousand-dollar business suits 

his endorsement. The store will underwrite the suit and the tailor’s time, of course. 

Trump pioneered the endorsement power of executive ego, but Gould has upped the ante. 

Them that gets, gets more.” 

Haskell’s acid comment clashed in Bob Carruther’s memory with young Beth 

McClaine’s cheerful Christmas greeting as he visited the VIP sitting room and larger, 

public conference room in quick turn. 

He checked his watch, not daring to do that in front of Gould. He’d always worn a 

lower-level Breitling, but had sold it on Craigslist. Now he “sported” one of those knock-

off designer watches hawked from cluttered tables along Manhattan’s crowded streets. 

Close enough for all anybody ever paid any attention to him at the office. 

Beth’s present wasn’t heavy, but too big to tote around on his errands. Bother! He’d 

deal with it later. He set it down again. White box, red ribbon. You couldn’t get a blander 



post-modern Christmas wrapping than that, and it still offended Caleb Gould. What a 

hopeless emotional cripple. 

Bob sighed and edged open the door to Gould’s private ante-office. The socialite was 

still inside, perched on a desk edge, speaking on her Austrian crystal-covered cell phone, 

and tapping one foot shod in an incredibly high pair of heels that amounted to a boot of 

straps and chains. Against her hip leaned an aggressively buckled large designer bag that 

probably cost enough to underwrite somebody’s chemo treatment. 

Señora Rocha Ortega was a tall brunette with big, dramatically made-up features her 

bold clothing and furs echoed. Carruthers couldn’t help thinking of Cruella de Ville, 

although Ortega was here on behalf of one of many charities she backed. 

He’d let Gould see her last. A stage performer was more likely to be flattered by 

being hit on by a billionaire than a serious newswoman would be, although Carruthers 

knew he might be doing performers a disservice. Gould’s niece worked in some sort of 

street theater and off-Broadway offerings and seemed as sweet as homemade banana 

pudding—and completely indifferent to her uncle’s power. Amazing. 

Carruthers rushed along the bee-stung green carpeting to the largest conference 

room. 

Opening the door of coffered purpleheart wood from the Brazilian rain forest, he 

interrupted the anchorwoman in mid-cell phone call too, and mid-pace, and mid-

aggravation. 

“—No, I haven’t yet seen cashmere-coated hide or Laurent De Louya-cut hair of 

Gould Almighty,” she was telling her news director, probably. “I heard his gold-plated 

eggbeater land on the roof half an hour ago. I’ve got a four-person crew cooling their 

heels in a conference room big enough for the Titanic, and not a soul in it but us. 

Actually, if Gould was here, there still wouldn’t be a soul in it. Wait a minute—I see a 

minion peeking in.” 

“Bob Carruthers, Miss Southwick,” he said. “An honor to meet you. Mr. Gould is, 

ah, preparing for your interview. He’ll be only a bit longer.” 

“A bit?” 

“He’s in his office suite, changing suits.” 

“For us?” She took in the waiting, bored eyes of her crew, their outerwear strewn 

across Italian leather chairs and their high-intensity lights and umbrellas and bulky 

videography equipment covering the marble conference table. 

Gould would feel—and probably say—that Carruthers had admitted the barbarians at 

the gate. Haskell Bricknell had not been happy about Gould showcasing his ego in such 

high-profile network exposure. After all, the man was already crowned America’s most 

heartless fat cat, usually leaving the office mice to fend off the hungry news media. 



But the interview had been approved. So they waited. 

In only fifteen endless minutes by Carruthers’ oddly accurate street-side watch, the 

doors burst open to frame Caleb Gould as if he were posing for a portrait. 

Carruthers jumped aside and slipped out mouselike as Caleb Gould, smelling of the 

thousand-dollar-a-bottle of Lalique pour homme custom-formulated men’s cologne he 

wore, strode into the midst of the waiting media lions. Make that pussycats, Carruthers 

thought. Gould was the headline-hungry lion. 

 

 
 

CARRUTHERS CHECKED HIS watch. Seven p.m. One last leftover to deal with and 

then he could get home to Janet and the kids. 

The next conference room he visited was known as the ‘quick-and-dirty laundry 

chute.’ Anyone waiting here was already on his way out, although he, or she, might not 

realize it. 

Carruthers glanced at the man’s file, mystified why a savvy executive like Haskell 

Bricknell would have let some “George Smith” from Hooterville in the heartland into line 

to see the great and powerful Caleb Gould. The actual town’s name was Emporia, but this 

wasn’t Kansas anymore, George. 

Smith was all Gould would have enjoyed skewering. Even Carruthers winced at the 

Men’s Wearhouse suit and the wrinkled beige London Fog topcoat folded over the back 

of the Herman Miller chair next to Smith. Thom McAn shoes, Carruthers would bet, 

realizing he’d unconsciously absorbed a raft of snobbery from this job. 

The fortyish Smith wore one last thing Gould would never tolerate seeing, a face 

graven with deeply etched worry lines. Carruthers had only seen prematurely aged faces 

like that in the cancer treatment wards on spouses and parents. Like him. 

He consciously relaxed his tense features. 

“Sorry to keep you waiting. My name is Bob Carruthers. Mr. Bricknell didn’t quite 

make clear why you, er, needed an appointment with Mr. Gould. Everyone has left for 

the holiday, I’m afraid.” 

“Gould hasn’t.” Smith said. “He resides here when he’s in New York.” 

“Well, yes. Mr. Gould’s lifestyle is indeed well known, thanks to the tabloids. I’m 

afraid he can’t see you, and never will.” 

“What if I don’t go away?” 

“You have already,” Carruthers said with some regret. “When you leave, via the 

door behind you, only the public elevators await you.” 

“And the door behind you?” Smith asked. 



“Will lock upon my exit.” 

Smith thought for a moment. “You people must regard everybody as a potential 

enemy.” 

“Me? I’m just a cog in Gould’s machine.” 

“I could…hold you hostage.” 

Carruthers, who’d just seen serious hired muscle, smiled at the extremely 

unintimidating figure before him. 

“You’re putting far more value on me than anybody in this company, Mr. Smith. My 

job and livelihood hang by a thread. I may have blown it today. I’ve had to come into 

contact with the great man himself, and he found me wanting on all fronts.” 

“Him? He found you wanting? When he’s sitting on billions bilked from the poor 

working man and woman in every state of the union? Almost fifteen million people have 

lost jobs in the past three years since the crash. Fifteen million.” 

“That is what you want to see Mr. Gould about?” 

Smith gathered up his rage, like invisible reins. “No. He’s still got all his wealth and 

power. I have something that might…appeal to his business instincts and maybe help me 

settle my debts.” 

“Your breakthrough accounting program,” Carruthers said. “Yes, but your 

presentation is rather vague and, pardon me, the most brilliant minds on both coasts and 

internationally have already created plenty of whiz-bang accounting programs.” 

“So? Apple computers started in a garage.” 

“The dot.com billionaire trend is over, Mr. Smith. Maybe you do have a wonderful 

idea. You’ll have to sell it elsewhere. Caleb Gould only deals with international-level 

players. All I can do is show you out and…wish you a Merry Christmas.” 

“It won’t be merry.” Smith’s voice was low and yet strong. 

“No, not for many of us once in the so-called middle class. For Manhattan, I never 

made even that.” 

Smith took a deep, shuddering breath. “My three-year-old daughter, Tabitha, just 

died from leukemia, untreated because one drug alone was $17,000 a month and our jobs 

and health insurance and house vanished in the Crash. All gone, like Tabitha.” 

Carruthers caught his own breath. “My God, I’m sorry, Mr. Smith. I’m on the brink 

of the same situation myself, Mr. Smith. My seven-year-old.…” 

“Then you understand?” 

“Yes, I do. Unfortunately, understanding is not common currency in the House of 

Gould. You thought to touch his heart, earn some charity, if not for you, for others like 

you? Give it up, Mr. Smith. My heart goes out to you, but that’s the only heart you’ll find 

on these premises. Here.” 



Carruthers went to a cherry-wood cupboard, drew out a bottle of Jameson’s and 

poured three fingers into a Baccarat glass. 

“Brace yourself against the cold, cruel New York twilight world, Mr. Smith. Leave 

with my sympathy and fellow feeling and hopes for a kinder future. And never think of 

the…man I work for again.” 

Carruthers didn’t wait to see what effect his few pitiful words had on the deluded 

visitor, but slipped back into the well-guarded aerial palace of Caleb Gould, hearing the 

door click shut inexorably, eternally on this refugee from the real world and all its 

sorrows. 

What had Bricknell been thinking, to let a stressed-out nobody this close to Gould? 

He needed to be armed with more than despair to make Gould pay attention. After a 

moment’s thought, however, Carruthers understood why. 

Cancer created a club that made for strange bedfellows and deep empathy. 

Carruthers sighed. As soon as Gould had seen and dismissed the media and the 

socialite, Bob could go home in the dark to eggnog and mistletoe and a merry Christmas 

buoyed by family, friends, and likely false hope. 

 

 
 

WHEN IT CAME TO APPEARING before the media, Caleb Gould understood the 

lesson of Donald Trump. The public loved mavericks and would accept arrogance from 

anyone rich enough. True, The Donald had climbed his self-named Trump Tower without 

depending on the backs of small investors and institutional investors whose fall left 

elementary school teachers and nurses without pensions, health care, and jobs. 

Still, it was all a matter of confident presentation. 

Gould was a master of that, even though the network newswoman interviewer had 

gotten too big for her bitch britches and had acted as if she was a serious questioner and 

his affairs were anybody’s business—the SEC, the current White House finance czar, the 

president’s and, most of all, the ever-cited “public”—but his own. 

Even without an iconic comb-over—Gould had kept most of his hair, thank you, 

discreetly supplemented by surgery—he played the man you love to hate to perfection, if 

he said so himself. 

Gould abruptly ended the interview when the Southwick woman probed possible 

insider trading. He walked out, wishing the newshound and crew no joy of the season. 

She was too full of herself to interest him, anyway. 



He’d meant to personally kick out the Smith nonentity before his final meeting of the 

day, but Carruthers, showing out the press with proper obsequiousness, muttered that 

he’d already “taken care of” Smith. 

“Well done for an idiot,” Gould said, actually pleased that Carruthers’ presumptuous 

interference left him only the operatic socialite to deal with. A tasty topping for a 

miserable, worthless Christmas Eve day.  


