
 

 

 

 

 

FAMILY SHAME 

 

 

  

“Mother,” said Katrina, “you can’t be serious.”  

“You have no right,” said Charleton.  “You cannot deny us our heritage, our birthright. 

What makes you think–”  

“Your name is your birthright,” said Sydney Chartane.  “No one can take that away.  It is 

a name you should bear with pride and dignity.  At this point, I’m left only with a faint hope you 

will someday appreciate this family’s history and the roles you were meant to play.  Clearly, 

your father and I failed in that endeavor.”  

Sydney had summoned her children to the library of the Chartane three story penthouse 

located in L’Hotel de Chartane adjacent to New York’s Central Park, a mere three blocks from 

the world-famous Plaza Hotel.  Most famous celebrities stay at the Plaza.  Royalty has always 

stayed at L’Hotel de Chartane.  It was established in 1932 by Rubick Chartane, Katrina and 

Charleton’s great grandfather.  

Grandfather Rubick, Jr., had the library built in the late forties, and it currently holds the 

largest private collection of first edition literary masterpieces in the world, appraised ten years 
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ago at a value of just under thirty-five million dollars. Rubick, Jr. read the entire collection over 

the course of forty years.  Neither Katrina nor Charleton could even locate the collection within 

the twenty thousand books confined inside the twenty-five-foot walls surrounding the white 

brocade Queen Anne sofa upon which they were seated.  

Charleton leapt from the sofa.  “You are disturbed.  You’re clearly manifesting signs of 

dementia.  There is a hospital room awaiting your arrival as we speak.”  

Katrina, who at five foot ten was often mistaken as a run-way model a decade earlier, slid 

forward and leaned toward her mother, seated in a matching Queen Anne chair.  She placed a 

hand on Sydney’s knee.  “He’s being honest with you, Mother.  You are not well.  We’re both 

concerned for your welfare.”  

Sydney placed her hand atop Katrina’s.  “I am thankful for your concern.  However, I had 

my annual checkup a week ago, and Dr. Siroky said I am the healthiest sixty-eight-year-old 

woman he has ever seen.”  

Katrina pulled her hand away and fell back against the couch.  “For Christ’s sake, 

Mother.  Whatever you have in mind is crazy.”  

Charleton walked behind the sofa, and placed his hands on Katrina’s shoulders.  “Fine, 

Mother, let’s say you are in possession of your faculties.  You said you’re dissolving the trust 

funds father established in our names.  I will not concede you can do this, but do tell us what you 

have in mind.”  

Sydney smiled.  “I’ve made some changes in our family’s holdings.  I’m in the process of 

disposing of our villa in Italy. It will–”  
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“The villa has been in our family for generations,” said Charleton.  “Grandfather 

cherished the seventeen-century estate.  He died there.  I was ten years old.  We buried him on 

the grounds, his wish.  And you are selling it?”  

Sydney shook her head.  “It’s not being sold.  Ownership is being transferred to the 

Vatican, which will turn it into a convent for–”  

“What?” Charleton screamed.  “We aren’t Catholic.  Seriously, you have lost your mind. 

Uncle Theo told me Father made a mistake marrying a girl with your background.  You rant 

about our lack of appreciation for our family history, but you’re destroying both our family and 

our history.”  

Sydney raised her hand.  “Charleton, if you interrupt me again, I will terminate this 

meeting and you can meet with my attorneys.”  

Charleton raised his hands in surrender and returned to the couch.  “Continue, Mother.  I 

won’t say another word.”  

“Thank you,” Sydney said.  “I won’t bore you with all the details.  You’ll each be 

provided with an outline of my plan.  In addition to the Italian villa, our homes in Palm Beach, 

London and the Riviera are being donated to various worthy organizations.  I’ve never been fond 

of the Floridian climate, and since your father passed away, I’ve not even been back to Europe.  

I’m quite content to split my time between here and the Hamptons.  Naturally, you are both 

welcome as always.  While I’m alive, you will each receive a monthly allowance of thirty 

thousand dollars.  Upon my death, you will each receive an inheritance of ten million dollars.”  

Charleton raised his right hand, as if he was in Sunday school.  

“Charleton?” Sydney said.  
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He lowered his hand.  “Will we retain possession of our Hampton estate, this place, and 

the hotel?”  

She shook her head.  “You will each have a twenty-room apartment in the Dakota.”  In 

unison, both Charleton and Katrina, said, “The upper west side?” 

Sydney smiled.  “I should think if the Dakota was good enough for John Lennon and 

Lauren Bacall, it will be good enough for both of you.” 

“Mother,” said Charleton, “you are not being realistic.  How are we supposed to survive 

on that?  How can we expect to keep up the expenses associated with our staff, the family 

vehicles, the jet, the –”  

“Charleton,” said Sydney, “I donated the jet to City of New York last week.  Our staff 

will be decreased by having some of them transferred to positions in the hotel, and attrition.  You 

do have the option of retaining your limousines, but you’ll be responsible for maintenance and 

your driver’s salary out of your monthly allowance.  Your inheritance is limited to the funds and 

the apartments.”  

Katrina had tears streaming down her face.  “Mother, why are you doing this to us? What 

have we done to make you hate us so?”  

Sydney reached out and patted Katrina’s knee.  “Darling, I don’t hate you.  I love you 

both with all my heart.”  

“Th-then why?” Katrina stammered.  

“By the time your father was Charleton’s age, he had secured a dozen patents in 

biogenetics, worked on the election campaigns of two presidents, four senators, and was 

planning his own successful campaign as a United States Senator from this wonderful state, 
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which he loved dearly.  He served his constituents with great dignity for twenty years until his 

death two years past.  

“Katrina, you’re thirty-two years old.  You’ve lived with how many men since you turned 

twenty, four, six?  You attended five different universities in three different countries, yet you 

never obtained a degree.  Your accomplishments are limited to making the covers of dozens of 

super market tabloids here and in Europe over the past ten years.  

“At thirty-four, Charleton is perhaps one of the few people to appear in the tabloids more 

than you.  Though he succeeded in procuring a master’s degree in philosophy from Oxford, he 

has applied it by managing to impregnate four different women, resulting in two abortions, and 

two children born out of wedlock.  He has never held a job, has failed to contribute anything for 

the greater good, and has never been concerned with anything other than having a good time.  

“Your father and I were always pleasantly surprised when the voters forgave him for the 

shortcomings of his children.  I will accept this as my failure, but it is clear that neither of you 

have developed any values, no direction, no goals.  I will take that to my grave, as did your 

father.”  

Katrina and Charleton had sat in silence as Sydney shared her criticisms.  

“What about Rubick the fourth” said Charleton.  “What of your son who turned his back 

on our family, on you and father?  What is to happen to Rubick, who refused to keep the 

Christian name you and father bestowed on him?  I assume he is to receive the remainder of the 

Chartane fortune?  What of his children, your grandchildren?”  

“Charleton,” said Sydney, “are you attempting to imply you are concerned about Rubick 

and your niece and nephew?” 
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“Don’t be silly,” he said.  “I haven’t talked to Rubick in twelve years.  Why would I be 

concerned about a niece or nephew I have never met?  Furthermore, I presume Rubick is doing 

just fine, considering the fact that Uncle Theo left his entire estate to him and him alone.”  

He turned toward Katherine.  “Talk about a Chartane with dementia.  Uncle Theo must 

have been wacked out of his mind.”  

“Your uncle respected your brother a great deal,” said Sydney.  “What had you done to 

earn his respect?”  

Charleton turned red.  “Rubick quit Uncle Theo’s law firm to join the Marines and play 

war.  Are you suggesting I should have acted so insane?  Are you suggesting I should have 

changed my name and joined the FBI?  Is that a testament to our family heritage?”  

He leaned over and kissed Katrina on the cheek, then stood up and drifted toward the 

door.  He turned back toward Sydney.  “Mother, you have truly lost your mind.  I cannot listen to 

this any longer.  You will be hearing from my attorneys.”  

Katrina rose and leaned over to kiss Sydney on her cheek.  “I’m sorry, Mother.  But we 

really are very worried about you.  I will contact you tomorrow.”  

Four hours later, Sydney finished the cup of warm milk and placed the empty cup on her 

night stand.  She opened her book to its final chapter and began reading, hoping to finish the 

story before she fell asleep.  

Unfortunately, she died with three pages left to go.  Sydney would never learn who killed 

Colonel Mustard in the study with the candlestick. 

    *    

“Special agent Ruben Chart,” he said after he picked up his phone.  
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“Agent Chart,” said Richard Lanning, “can you tell me why our director wants you in his 

office A.S.A.P?”  

“Sir?” said Ruben Chart.  

“Lawrence Titus, the Director of the F.B.I., wants you in his office, and I mean like 

yesterday.  What do I need to know, son?”  

“Sir, I have no idea why the director would want to see me.” 

“I told them you would be there in ten minutes, and that was two minutes ago.”  

“Sure...I mean yes, sir.” 

Ruben hung up his phone, grabbed his blue blazer and hurried out of his office.  He 

walked as fast as he could, without running, looking at his watch every thirty seconds.  Eleven in 

the morning and he couldn’t find a vacant taxi.  It was actually three-quarters of a mile from the 

FBI’s Washington field office to its headquarters on Pennsylvania Avenue.  He arrived in ten 

minutes.  

To say he was puzzled by the call would be an understatement.  He’d been with the FBI 

for six years.  The highest-ranking person he’d ever met was a supervising special agent.  He’d  

only been to headquarters twice, and once was during orientation.  He could not fathom a reason 

for his being called in to see the director.  

Ruben started in the Louisville field office, working white collar crimes, specifically 

health care fraud, which bored him.  From there he was transferred to Los Angeles, in the bank 

robbery unit for three years, which had some exciting moments.  Those assignments were fine 

for some agents, but his interest from the beginning was violent crimes.  Ultimately, he expected 

to work in the FBI’s Behavioral Analysis Unit.  
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Since being with the FBI, Ruben had obtained a doctorate in psychology, which 

combined with his law degree obtained years earlier, made him an attractive candidate for the 

BAU.  

He grew tired of trying to figure out why the director wanted to see him.  He’d find out 

soon enough.  

“The director will see you now,” said the silver haired woman seated at a desk outside the 

director’s office.  

He stood up.  “Thank you, Ms. Littleton.”   

He opened the door and was greeted by Director Titus, walking toward him, smiling with 

his hand extended.  He shook it.  “Nice to meet you, sir.”  

Ruben was an inch over six feet tall, probably three inches taller than the director.  

Nonetheless, he felt as though he was looking up toward the man.   

“The pleasure is mine, Agent Chart,” said the director.  He pointed toward the seats in 

front of his desk. “Have a seat and relax.”  

Ruben quickly glanced around the office.  There was nothing glamourous about the view  

from the window.  The office was large, but not luxurious.  He sat and drew in a deep breath.  

“I’m sure you’re wondering why you’re here,” said the director. 

“Ye...yes, sir.” 

“Well, Ruben, do you mind if I call you Ruben?”  

“Not at all, sir.”  

“This has nothing do with your job, Ruben.  I’ve heard only good things about your 

service with the bureau.”  
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Ruben thought it odd the director had heard anything of him at all.  He nodded, but said 

nothing.  

“Is your real name Rubick Chartane?”  

Ruben paused, considering how to reply.  “No, sir. My real name is Ruben Chart.  My 

birth name was Rubick Chartane, but I had it legally changed twelve years ago before I joined 

the Marines.”  

“Do you mind if I ask why?”  

Because he didn’t want to be called into the offices just like this one.  He’d not been 

called Rubick in over ten years.  It took him two years to convince his mother to call him Ruben.  

Ruben sighed.  “I suppose you could say I wanted to be known as just a regular guy.  I 

had no desire to be treated as a Chartane.  If promoted, I wanted it to be based on my 

accomplishments, and nothing else.”  

The director leaned toward Ruben.  “Well, it appears you’ve been quite successful in that 

endeavor, because I’ve never heard of you before today.”  

Ruben nodded.  “Thank you, sir.”  

“Did you cut off all ties with your family?”  

“Not quite, sir.  I’ve stayed in contact with my mother.  Generally, I call her two or three 

times a year.  Sometimes, more often.”  

“And that’s how you keep up with your family, periodic calls to your mother?” 

“Yes, sir.  That, and I occasionally read news accounts of the family.” 

“Can I ask why?” 

Ruben hesitated, and shook his head.  “I’d rather not say, if that’s alright, sir.” 

“And what if your family wishes to contact you, Agent Chart?  Do they know how to  



FAMILY SHAME     10 

reach you?” 

“My mother knows how to reach me, if some type of emergency arises.” 

“Does anyone else in your family know how to contact you?” 

Ruben relaxed in his chair.  “Not unless my mother told someone.” 

“Well I suppose that explains it.” 

“Explains what?” 

Titus looked at Ruben with sad eyes.  “I take it you haven’t listened to the news today.” 

Ruben shrugged.  “I’ve been examining a homicide case at the request of the locals.”  

“I’m afraid I have some bad news for you, Ruben.” 

Ruben, Agent Chart, Ruben.  He should decide what to call him.  “What bad news?” 

“Your mother passed away last night.” 

Ruben felt a sharp pain of sadness.  He didn’t feel it when his father died two years ago, a  

sense of regret perhaps, but not sadness.  “How did it happen?”  

“She died in her sleep.  It’s the lead news story on every station right now.”  

“From what?” 

Titus looked puzzled.  “What from what?” 

“What was the cause of death?”  

Titus shrugged.  “I’m told she had been ill.” 

Ruben shook his head.  “Not true.  I talked to her two days ago.  She was doing well.” 

Titus’ eyes widened.  “I’m sorry, Ruben.  That’s what I was told.  Maybe she had a heart 

attack?” 

Ruben felt anxious and he stood and walked toward the window and stared outside.  
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“Where was she?” 

“At home” said Titus.  “Her housekeeper found her this morning.” 

“When is the autopsy?” 

“According to Senator Healy, the family did not want an autopsy done. It seems– ” 

“This can’t be happening.” 

“What?” 

“Something’s not right.  They can’t bury her without ascertaining why she died.” 

“Act...actually, she’s scheduled for cremation this afternoon.” 

Ruben turned from the window and glared at Titus.  “How on earth can they cremate her  

within hours of her death?” 

Titus looked chagrined.  “I assume because it’s the Chartane family...your family.”  

“We can’t let that happen.  My mother was murdered.”  

* 

Ruben looked at his watch to see it was three thirty.  The train would be pulling into New 

York’s Penn Station in fifteen minutes.  He hoped taking the train wasn’t a mistake.  All 

afternoon flights to New York were sold out, but he could have chartered a private plane.  His 

mind was racing, questioning every decision he’d made in the past few hours since he’d learned 

of his mother’s death.  

First, he’d become incensed at Director Titus because he’d refused to do anything to stop 

the cremation, claiming the FBI had no jurisdiction to intervene in a local matter in New York 

City.  After returning to his office, he called the Assistant Director in charge of the New York 

City field office, did not tell him of Titus’ refusal, and he also would not intervene.  

Ten minutes later, Titus called Ruben, angry he’d contacted New York.  “Agent 
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Chart, don’t ruin your career.  This is not an FBI matter.  Do you understand?”  

Ruben lied and said he understood, but needed to take a two-day bereavement leave. 

Before Titus could reply, Ruben hung up on him.  

Ruben contacted the homicide chief in New York City’s Nineteenth Precinct, where his 

mother had resided.  Captain Holland told him he had personally responded to his mother’s home 

when the call came in that morning.  He tried to assure Ruben his mother’s death was due to  

natural causes.  The city’s best coroner had attended to her body and saw no reason to suspect 

foul play.  He had spoken to the family lawyer and neither of Sydney Chartane’s children wanted 

an autopsy performed.  He not only refused to do anything to postpone the cremation, he thought 

Ruben was being insensitive to the family during this ordeal.  

Ruben smiled as he recalled his next conversation with Detective Lou Caretti, a close 

friend in the city.  He considered him his last chance for help.  

“Caretti.” 

“Louie,” said Ruben, “this is Ruben Chart. I need your help.” 

“Rube, my favorite fed.  How’s it hangin’?  You gonna take my advice and come work  

with me?”  

“Nothing like that, Louie.  I have a serious problem.” 

“Whad ya do?  Knock some babe up?  Fraid the ol’ lady gonna find--” 

“Louie, this is serious,” exclaimed Ruben anxiously.  “I need your help, and the clock’s  

ticking down.” 

“Damn” said Caretti, “this must be heavy.  Never seen you on the edge.  How can I  

help?” 

Ruben sighed.  “Sorry, Lou. I’ve been dealing with bureaucrats for the last hour, and  
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I’m...I’m just–” 

“Relax, Rube.  The crats will screw anyone up.  Just tell me what’s happening.” 

“Have you heard about the death of Sydney Chartane?” 

“You think I live in a shoe?  It’s all over the news.  Too bad.  She was a great lady.  

Course her kids are shit. Why?”  

“She was my mother.” 

“Whaddya mean, your mother?” 

“My birth name was Rubick Chartane.  I don’t have time to explain right now.”  

“You’re a freakin’ Chartane?  What the hell you doin’ workin’ for the feds?  Hell, why  

you workin’ at all?” 

“Louie,” said Ruben, “I promise I’ll run it all down to you later tonight.  We’re running  

out of time.” 

“Right, right.  Whatcha need?” 

“I’m stuck in DC, catching the one o’clock express train to Penn Station in ten minutes.   

I’ll arrive at three forty-five, but they are supposed to cremate my mother this afternoon.  That’s 

where you come in.”  

“You lost me.” 

“They claim she died of natural causes.  She didn’t.  She was murdered.” 

“How do you know that?” 

“I just know.  But if they cremate her, it’ll be too late to do anything about it.” 

Caretti hesitated.  “Ruben, I know I tell people I’m Superman, but it’s a joke.  I’m just a  

paisan from Brooklyn.  I can’t stop that.” 

“Louie, I know that.  But, you could find out where they took her body.  You could get a  
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blood sample.  You could--” 

“Wait a minute!  Hold on.  You think I can just waltz in there and say, ‘Pardon me while 

I grab just a tad of blood from Mrs. Chartane’?  Are you nuts?” 

“If you don’t, someone is going to get away with murder.”  

“You’re the damn FBI.  Why can’t you stop it?” 

“I tried, Louie.  They’re afraid of the family name.” 

“Newsflash, buddy, so am I.” 

“Louie, I wouldn’t ask if there was any other way.” 

“Jesus!” said Caretti.  “I know you saved my butt and I owe you, but damn.” 

Ruben sighed and exhaled loudly.  “Maybe you’re right, Lou. I guess it’s too much to  

ask.  I’m sorry I bothered you.” 

“Now you sound like my mom, heaving some Catholic guilt on my sorry ass.”  

Ruben did not reply. 

Now Caretti sighed and exhaled loudly.  “You telling me you are related to those two  

Chartane kids, that pretty boy playboy, and the coke-whor–sorry, his sister.” 

“Sorry to say I am.”  

“You’re older than them, right?” 

“I’m five years older than my brother. My sister’s two years younger.” 

“Give me a sec to think,” said Caretti. 

Ruben remained silent. 

Seconds later, Caretti said, “Alright.  You are the now the elder Chartane.  You have  

requested and authorized me to collect a sample of your mother’s blood and test it for any 

foreign substances, right?”  
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“Right.”  

“Fine.  I’ll pick you up at Penn Station at three forty-five, and you will hand me a written 

document verifying this, right?”  

“Absolutely.” 

“See you then.” 

“Wait, Lou, that’s it?  Don’t you want to discuss how to proceed?” 

“What the hell can you tell me about being a cop in New York City?  How many blood  

samples have you collected?” 

Ruben paused a moment. “See you in three hours.”  

* 

As soon as he walked off the train, Ruben spotted Louie Caretti, in a brown leather 

jacket.  He walked toward him. Caretti was in his early forties, shaved head, with a linebacker 

build.  He could pass for a wise guy any day of the week.  

“Hi, Louie.  Any luck?”  

Caretti shook Ruben’s hand. “What the hell is wrong with your phone? I’ve been calling 

you for the last two hours.”  

Ruben handed a document to Caretti.  “Here’s my written request.”  He pulled his cell 

phone from his inside suit pocket and pushed some buttons.  “Battery’s dead.  I didn’t notice.  

My mind’s been racing for the past three hours.  Sorry.  What’s happened?”  

“Your brother’s been arrested.” 

Ruben threw his hands up.  “What?  Why?” 

Caretti laughed.  “Hey don’t blame me.  I just did what you asked.” 

“I’m not mad.  I’m just trying to understand.” 
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“To make a long story short, let’s just say I got a sample, had it tested and reported the  

results to Captain Holland, chief of homicide in the Nineteenth.  He sent a couple of guys out to 

the hotel.  They did some interviews and found out your brother and your mom had a blowout  

yesterday.  He put two and two together, and booked him, Dan-O.” 

Ruben shook his head.  “Louie, you are Superman.  But I hope he’s wrong about  

Charleton.  Can you get me into my mom’s bedroom?” 

“I gotta clear it with Captain Holland, but I don’t see why not.  Why?” 

“My mom kept a diary.  She wanted me to have it if anything ever happened.” 

“Let’s go,” said Caretti.  He turned and headed for the street. 

Ruben fell in step beside him. 

Caretti looked toward Ruben.  “You telling me your mom suspected something like this  

would happen?” 

“Not at all.  I’m just hoping to find something in there to point us in the right direction.”  

Ruben and Caretti entered Sidney Chartane’s bedroom.  A massive bed was against the 

wall on their left.  The bed had been made and the room was spotless.  Ruben approached a two-

foot square framed family photo hanging beside the bed.  

Ruben felt along the edge of the picture frame until he came to a button which he 

depressed.  He pulled on the right side of the frame, which was on hinges and it opened to reveal 

a wall safe, with a ten-digit number pad.  He took his wallet from his pocket, and pulled a piece 

of paper out and input an eight-digit number.  The safe door popped.  

He opened the safe and pulled out several notebooks.  He began thumbing the pages of 

the top notebook and began reading the last few handwritten pages.  
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After he’d read for five minutes, he stopped and looked at Caretti.  “She wrote about the 

meeting she had yesterday with Charleton and my sister, Katrina.  She told them she was going 

to make some financial changes, inheritances and whatnot.  Charleton left in a huff, after he told 

her she’d hear from his attorney.”  

“So, the housekeeper was right,” said Caretti.  

Ruben shrugged.  “From what my mother wrote, I’m not sure blowout would be an 

accurate description of their meeting.  The housekeeper probably saw Charleton acting like the 

spoiled brat he is.  I suspect the housekeeper will also say that wasn’t the first time she’d seen 

Charleton acting like an ass.  I didn’t talk to my mother often, but she’s told me of difficulties 

she’d had with Charleton on multiple occasions.  A couple of days ago she told me what she 

intended to do.”  

Caretti laughed.  “So, your brother’s defense is going to be was an asshole all the time, 

not just yesterday.”  

Ruben laughed.  “Perhaps.  But I think you’ll find my Mother’s last entry of interest.” 

“What was that?” 

“She said that she had an unexpected visitor last evening.  Gerald Lenahan stopped by 

late, after nine.  He claimed he needed to verify the meaning of some emails she had sent him 

earlier in the day.  She had told him she intended to donate a significant amount of the family’s 

assets and holdings to a variety of organizations.”  

Caretti looked mystified.  “Who the hell is Lenahan?”  

“He’s the family lawyer and I think, some type of investment banker.  He helped my 

mother manage the family holdings.  I knew him years ago, but I’ve not been involved in my 

family’s affairs for over several years.”  
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Caretti sat in one of two chairs facing the bed.  “I don’t get it.  Who gives a shit?  Why is  

this interesting?” 

Ruben had been standing next to the bed, but now sat in the chair next to Caretti.  “My  

mother wrote that before he departed, Lenahan was kind enough to heat her nightly warm milk 

and pour it in a cup for her.”  

Caretti threw his hands up.  “I give up.  I still say, who gives a shit?” 

Ruben handed the notebook to Caretti.  “You’re kinda slow for Superman.” 

“What?” exclaimed Caretti.  “What am I missing?” 

Ruben held a hand up, and pointed a finger toward the ceiling.  “For one thing, lawyers  

don’t drop in to see Sydney Chartane at nine o’clock at night, absent an emergency.” 

He pointed a second finger up.  “Sydney Chartane has around the clock servants to warm  

her milk.  She doesn’t need the assistance of her lawyer for this task.” 

He pointed a third finger.  “Earlier today, Captain Hammond told me the Chartane lawyer  

told him the kids didn’t want an autopsy, not the kids themselves.” 

He raised a fourth finger.  “I believe you have sufficient cause to obtain a warrant to  

search the lawyer’s home, car and office, and you might find the poison you discovered in my 

mother’s system.”  

His thumb was extended.  “However, you’d have better luck interrogating Lenahan prior 

to doing a search.  You can tell him his prints were found on the cup, with the residue of poison 

found in her blood, you just might get a confession.  I’ve seen you in action.”  

Caretti was reading the last page of Sydney’s notebook.  He stopped and looked at 

Ruben.  “Why would the attorney poison your mother?”  

Ruben sighed.  “If my mother gave away the majority of my family’s assets, Lenahan is  
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out of a very lucrative job.  I suspect he had a rather extravagant salary.” 

Caretti shrugged.  “Why does getting your mom out of the way make the lawyer feel 

safe?  What’s to stop the children from getting rids of the family’s assets?” 

“Trust me, my brother and sister don’t want anything to change.  They have no desire to  

dispose of assets, or give any to charitable organizations.” 

Caretti stood up.  “So, this asshole had a significant motivation to have your mom gone.” 

“Superman’s back.” 

“I’m gonna take this notebook and talk to Captain Hammond.” 

“I’m going to walk around here for a bit. It’s been a long time.  I’ll catch up with you.” 

“Don’t you want to try to get your brother out of jail?” 

Ruben smiled.  “Why?” 

Caretti laughed as he went out the door. 

Ruben walked through the family home he’d not visited in twelve years.  The memories  

evoked emotions he’d not felt for a long time, some good, some not.  He decided to go find 

Caretti.  He took the elevator to the bottom floor.  As he exited the elevator, he was stopped by a 

beautiful dark-haired woman.  

“Rubick?” she said. 

When he looked at her with recognition in his eyes, she slapped him.  

* 

 “Katherine,” said Ruben, as he rubbed his cheek, “you look wonderful.”  

She was tall, close to six foot, with a stunning figure, short hair, long dark eyebrows, and 

dark eyes, both shooting daggers at him.  “That’s it?  You leave me at the altar twelve years ago, 

with nothing more than a note saying you’re sorry, and that’s all you could say?”  
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Ruben looked humbled.  “Not exactly at the altar.  It was a month before our wedding 

date.”  

“Don’t be petty.  I deserved more.  I deserved an explanation.  I couldn’t even find out 

what happened to you.  Your mother wouldn’t say.  Your father wouldn’t even speak to me.   

Your brother had no clue.  You just disappeared without a trace.  How do you think that made 

me feel?”  

He paused.  “You’re right, Katherine.  I’ve thought of you often.  More than once I’ve 

considered contacting you, to try to explain.”  

“Let’s hear it,” she said without hesitation. 

“Now?” 

“You’re damn right, now.  Am I supposed to trust you’ll not disappear again?”  

Ruben shrugged his shoulders.  “Okay.  Where shall we go?”  

She grabbed his arm and pulled him into the hotel dining room. 

The maitre‘d recognized Katherine.  “Ms. Armstrong, how good to see you again.” 

“Thank you, Bertram,” she said as she pointed at Ruben.  “Would you please seat us at 

the Chartane table in the back?” 

He led them to a small private corner room, with table large enough to seat ten, and a  

view onto Fifth Avenue on one side, the side street on the other.  They stood as Bertram pulled 

the shades down to assure them privacy and closed the door as he left.  

Katherine continued to hold onto Ruben’s arm. 

“Katherine,” he said, “I think it’s safe to let go now.”  

“I’ll be the judge of that,” she said as she pulled him around the table toward the opposite 

wall.  She sat him in one chair, and pulled another around to face him.  “Let’s hear it.”  



FAMILY SHAME     21 

Ruben smiled.  “You are no longer just a sweet demure debutante, are you?  You seem 

like you are used to getting your way.”  

Katherine shook her head.  “I was never a sweet debutante and you know it.  But I can be 

a bit more forceful that I once was.  Nice small talk, but as I said, let’s hear it.”  

Ruben sighed, and lowered his chin.  “I’ve never told this to anyone, so bear with me.   

This is difficult. I never wanted to hurt–”  

She put a hand on his arm.  “Rubick, forget regrets.  Please just tell me what happened.”  

He nodded.  “As I was growing up, I was always led to believe my family’s fortune was 

due to my great, great...I don’t even recall which level, but it was Grandfather Charleton 

Chartane, who found the Chartane gold mine in Northern California during the gold rush.  

Supposedly between eighteen fifty and eighteen sixty.  His son purportedly made some great 

investments, and further offspring, and so on and so forth, including my great Grandfather 

Rubick Senior, who built this hotel eighty years ago.” 

Katherine nodded.  “Your family’s background is common knowledge, Rubick, as is  

mine.  It is the stuff of legends.” 

Ruben hesitated.  “Well, in my second year as a lawyer in my uncle’s firm, I found out  

that wasn’t true.” 

Her eyes widened.  “Of course it’s true.  There are books written about your family.”  

He shook his head.  “No, I know that much of the history was accurate.  What was not  

true was the gold mine was not discovered by a grandfather.  He bought the mine.  He purchased 

it in eighteen sixty-two for two hundred thousand dollars, a fortune back then.”  
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“Okay,” said Katherine, “so what’s the problem?” 

“The problem is the source of that money, which I discovered.” 

He hesitated, so she threw her hands out.  “What?  What’s the big mystery?” 

“Grandfather Charleton Chartane made his money by operating slave ships prior to the  

Civil War.  He began as a worker on one of the ships, and eventually got his own ship.  First one, 

then a few more.  He kidnaped Africans, transported them across the seas and sold them in the 

South as slaves.  Our family’s fortune is based on the slavery trade.”  

Katherine sat in silence for a moment.  “And how did this lead to your disappearance 

twelve years ago?”  

“When I discovered this, I felt ashamed.  Knowing that our family’s fortune began with 

the slave trade, where people were kidnaped, tortured, transported in hulls across the seas, many 

of them dying en route...it just sickened me.  I didn’t know what to do so I approached my father.  

He denied it at first, until I showed him the documents, about a hundred and forty years  

old, after which he could no longer deny the original source of our family fortune.” 

“What...what did you want to do?” 

Ruben’s eyes were wet with tears.  “I didn’t know.  I just knew I wanted to do something.  

I was fraught with guilt.  I felt we did not deserve such wealth, when it was derived from the 

misery of others.  Particularly misery caused by my grandfather.  Even now, it’s difficult to 

describe how I felt at the time.”  

Katherine looked sullen.  “I still don’t understand why you disappeared.”  

Ruben shook his head.  “Two days after discussing this with my father, I went to look at 

the documents again.  I wanted to check something.  They were no longer where I’d left them.  I 

went to my father and asked for the documents.  He replied, ‘What documents?’  
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Ruben stood up. “I was flabbergasted and caught completely off guard.  I said the slave 

ship documents.  He claimed he did not know what I was talking about.  I knew then that he had 

destroyed them, the only record of this horrific family skeleton.  I told him he could not do that.  

We had to do something to make it right!”  

He hesitated when he saw tears in Katherine’s eyes.  “At that point, I was ashamed to be 

a Chartane.  I could not shed myself of the guilt I felt, worsened by my own father’s reaction.  I 

could barely face myself in the mirror, let alone you, or anyone else.  So, I ran; I ran in an 

attempt to hide from myself, to hide from my family shame.  I did not have the strength to face 

you, to tell you what I had to do.  I changed my name and joined the Marines.”  

He noted the shock in her eyes.  “Don’t ask me why the Marines.  I can’t explain.  I 

suppose I wanted to punish myself.  I served six years before I left to join the FBI.”  

“You...you work for the FBI?”   

“I do.” 

“An...and your name.  What is your name?” 

“Ruben. Ruben Chart.” 

Katherine smiled then laughed.  “You changed your name from Rubick Chartane to  

Ruben Chart?” 

Ruben nodded.  

She laughed louder.  “That is the dumbest thing I’ve ever heard.”  She continued to 

laugh. “I suppose I can comprehend the guilt which obviously overwhelmed you, your need to 

run and hide, even changing your name, but...but Ruben Chart?  Is that the most original name 

you could come up with?”  

He began to laugh.  “I guess it does sound dumb when you put it like that.”  
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Katherine was bent over, laughing hysterically.  “I do...don’t know why I’m laughing so.  

All the pain I felt for so many years.  I blamed myself.  I always assumed it was something I did.  

I should...should be crying, throwing things at you, something other th...than laughing.”  

Ruben reached down and pulled Katherine to her feet. He put his arms around her.  “Hit 

me all you want.  I deserve whatever you want to do to me.”  

Initially, she kept her hands by her side, then she wrapped her arms around him and 

brought her lips to his.  They kissed for several seconds.  

“What’s the point?” Katherine said.  “I doubt there’s anything I could do to you which 

would be worse than you have done to yourself for the past twelve years.”  

He drew in a deep breath.  “You have no idea.” 

She kissed him again before asking, “I guess I should ask.  Are you married?”  

He smiled.  “That’s a fair question.  Divorced, with two great kids, Becca, four, and 

Colby, three.  And you?  Ever marry?”  

“Absolutely,” she laughed. “I married you twice, or at least, I tried to make them you.  

Neither lasted a year.  No children.”  

He kissed her.  She pulled apart after several seconds.  “This isn’t over.  I have a lot more 

questions.  But they can wait for now.  I am sorry about your mother.  I really loved her, even 

after she refused to talk about you.  Ever.  But I still loved her.  She was very special.”  

Ruben began to cry again.  “I deprived myself of so much because of my stubbornness.” 

She wiped his tears away.  “Let’s go to my place.  It’s only a few blocks away.” 

He started to nod, but stopped.  “I can’t.  I have to find a friend of mine, a detective  

working on my mother’s case.” 

Her surprise was obvious.  “What case?  I thought she had a heart attack?”  
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* 

Katherine accompanied Ruben to the Nineteenth Precinct, where they were taken to the 

homicide unit, and they found Caretti talking to several other detectives.  

“Can you believe this guy?” said Caretti.  “All that dough and he’s working for the 

freakin’ FB... shit, here he is now.  Gentlemen, let me introduce you to my favorite fed, Ruben 

Ch...what the hell am I supposed to call you?  What kind of name is Rubick, anyway?”  

Ruben approached and extended his hand to Caretti.  “Ruben is fine.”  

“Screw that,” said Caretti, as he sidestepped Ruben, without shaking his hand, and 

approached Katherine.  “I’m Lou Caretti.  You’re not with this guy, are ya?  You know he 

doesn’t live here.  On the other hand, I live very close by.”  

Ruben made a short wave to the other detectives then turned and slapped Caretti on the 

back.  “Brooklyn is not close by, Louie.”  

“Compared to DC it is,” said Caretti, continuing to stare at Katherine, who was smiling.  

“Katherine Armstrong,” said Ruben, “Detective Louis Caretti, who was just about to tell 

me what’s up with his investigation.  Right, Louie?”  

Caretti turned to Ruben quickly and said, “Fuhgeddaboutit.  It’s over.”  He turned back to 

Katherine.  “You are with this dude, huh?”  

Katherine extended her hand to Caretti.  “I’m afraid I am, detective.” 

“Son of a bitch,” said Caretti, as he shook her hand.  “Every time I try–” 

“Louie,” said Ruben, “what do you mean, it’s over?  What’s over?” 

Caretti continued to look at Katherine.  “Don’t you find him a little rude? I mean–”  

Ruben reached around and put his hand over Caretti’s mouth. “What’s over, Louis?” 

Caretti stopped trying to talk.  He pointed his eyes at Ruben, who removed his hand. 
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“That had to be the dumbest attorney I’ve ever seen.  He waived his rights, no doubt  

thinking he was going to talk his way out of it.  In less than a half hour, he’s crying about how 

guilty he felt for poisoning your mother.”  

“Lenahan confessed?” said Ruben.  “So quickly?” 

“Why are you surprised?” asked Caretti.  “You called it at your mom’s place.” 

“Yeah, but,” Ruben paused to look at his watch, “it’s seven thirty.  You solved this crime  

twelve hours after my mother was found.  You really are Superman, Louie.” He hugged Caretti. 

“Hey?” said Caretti as he smirked, “I’d hate for Katherine to get the wrong idea about 

me.  You, sure, she can think your gay all day long.  But me, I’m one hundred percent Italian.”  

“What about my brother?” said Ruben.  

“They’re processing him for release now,” said Caretti, “unless you want me to lose the 

paperwork for a day or two.”  

Ruben laughed.  “No.  That’s okay.” 

Ruben took Katherine’s hand.  “You ready?” 

“Absolutely,” she said. 

They started walking toward the exit. 

“Where you goin’?” said Caretti.  “I need you to complete some forms.” 

Ruben and Katherine stopped, and Ruben turned back to Caretti.  “I’ll be by tomorrow to  

fill out the paperwork.  I’ve got a few things to figure out, about my family, my future, and...,” 

he paused to glance at Katherine, “an old flame.”  

 END  

 


