
Sample chapter 

Here it is, less than two months since I joined the agency 
and all of a sudden, I’m the creative director of AAB/
Boston. How I went so rapidly from being totally 
unemployable to being in the most prestigious creative 
position of anyone in Boston’s advertising world is scaring 
me to death. 
     It’s an effort to keep my self-destructive side under 
control. What can I do to screw it all up? 
     Fortunately, there isn’t anything at the moment that 
would make me throw a fit or create a catastrophe for 
myself. No clients demanding asinine changes of our 
concepts or copy, no more Ridgeley and his poisonous 
personality, and at the moment, no problems with the 
account execs other than for Tod, who seethes hatred every 
time he sees me.  
     I do have a problem with an overworked staff, however. 
We desperately need more people. I call Bunny Berger’s 
archrival, Sylvia Lowenbach, to engage her tom find me 
some really good art directors and writers willing to 
transfer from New York to Boston—although I am 
wondering why a really good A.D. or writer would want to 
come to a backwater like Boston. 
     The first person Sylvia sends me is a New York art 
director by the name of Carl Mayler. But when he arrives 



for his interview, two people and a dog enter my office. 
One is a stocky, dark-haired young man and the other is a 
short, dumpy brunette carrying a poodle.  
     “ I hope you don’t mind I brought my wife, Sheila,” 
Carl says, shaking my hand. “She was afraid to be left 
alone in the car.’ 
     “No,” I say, as if it’s absolutely normal having the wife 
there. “How are you?” I ask Carl. 
     “Exhausted,” Sheila answers for him. “We drove from 
Brooklyn. Took forever. I just hope this trip is worth it.” 
     I turn to Carl who looks like he’d like to clamp a palm 
over Sheila’s mouth. 
     Cutting to the chase, I ask to see Carl’s work. It’s 
excellent. He has mainstream ad experience and hi-tech 
experience as well. The latter is an extra plus in case 
Nelson gets into deep water with his drug or with the law, 
due to his habit of protesting everything from the Vietnam 
War to the cruel usage of animals in research. 
     “I like your work,” I say. 
     “You’d have to be an asshole not to,” Sheila says. 
     “Sheila, watch your language, will you? I’m on an 
interview here.” 
     “Sorry,” Sheila says. “Say, how much does this job pay, 
anyway?” 
     “Sheila!” Carl hisses. 
      “No, it’s alright for Sheila to ask,” I say. “How much do 
you want?” 
     “I’ve directed the question to Cark, but Sheila answers. 
     “Oh, I don’t know,” Sheila says. “About seventeen 
five?” 



     “Sheila,” Carl says, “Mr. Bronson was addressing me, 
not you, okay? “Now either hold your tongue or, hold your 
tongue. 
     “I think Ill go piddle,” Sheila says. “Where’s the terlit?” 
     “Down the hall,” I say. “My secretary will show you the 
way.” 
     “I’m really sorry about this, Mr. Bronson,” Carl says 
when Sheila has gone. “I should have left Sheila in the 
reception area, or better than that, in New York.” 
    “Don’t worry about it, Carl,” I say, and am about to offer 
him the job when Nikki walks in. 
     “Say, who’s the weirdo with the dog I saw in the 
reception area?” she asks. 
     After a long moment of awkward silence, “that’s my 
wife,” Carl says. 
     “Oops,” Nikki says.  
     “Carl, meet Nikki, one of our broadcast producers.” 
     Nikki spies some of Carl’s ads on my desk and grabs a 
handful. “Wow Bob, hire this guy immediately.” 
     “I was just about to do that when you interrupted,” I say 
tersely. “Is there something I can help you with, Nikki?” 
     “No, I just want to remind you we have the radio 
commercial for Benton’s Carpets to take care of in the 
morning.” 
     I already know the client has approved the whole lot and 
has said he liked the one with the opening: “Hi, I’m Bud 
Williams and I’m six feet two, but when I stand on 
Benton’s lush, luxurious deep pile carpeting, I’m five feet 
eleven…” 



     “So what do you think?” I ask Carl after Nikki has left. 
“Do you want the job?” 
     “If Sheila is willing to leave her mother, I’m willing.” 
     As if on cure, there’s a knock on the door. It’s Sheila. 
     “Hi, it’s the exile back from Shark Island. So what have 
you two decided?” 
     “We’ve decided that if you’re willing to move up here, 
I’m willing, too,” Carl says. 
     “Willing—of course I’m willing. Why wouldn’t I be 
willing?” 
     “Carl was afraid you’d miss your mother,” I say. 
     “Miss my mother? You gotta be joking. It was Carl who 
cried the first night he as away from his mother, which 
happened to be our wedding night,” Sheila answers. 
     “I think we better be going,” Carl says between 
clenched teeth. “Mr. Bronson is busy.” 
     “Let’s go then,” Sheila says. “Who’s keeping you here? 
Come, Daphne,” she says to the dog. 
     “When can you start,” I ask, walking them to the door. 
     “Two weeks unless you need me sooner.” Carl says. 
     “You are paying our moving expenses, I assume?” 
Sheila asks. 
     “I’ll have to ask,” I say, “I’m not sure of agency pol-“ 
     “Because if they’re not paid, maybe Carl won’t be able 
to accept the job after all, you now what I mean?” Sheila’s 
like the Jewish Mafia. 
     “I think something can be arranged,” I say quickly. 
     “Well, I’m very happy I’ll be working with you,” Carl 
says, and then turns to his wife with a wait-until-I-get-you-
outside look on his face. 



     “Same here,” I say. “And if you have any problems, just 
let me know.” 
     “Don’t worry,” Sheila says. “We will.” 
       
      
       


