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Bad Day at 
BlackRock

I’m proud to be the same turd 
I was 30 years ago.

Larry Fink to Bloomberg, 2017

NATION: BLACKROCK
FOUNDED: 1988
REIGNING MONARCH: Larry Fink
CAPITAL: New York, New York
POPULATION: 18, 400 (employees)
ASSETS: $10 trillion (2021)

*****
BlackRock HQ, Park Avenue Plaza:  
CEO Larry Fink: Gladys, what’s going on 
down there? 
Fink’s Secretary: Sorry, your Highness?
Fink: I told you to stop calling me that… 
I’m looking over the parapet up here on the 
44th floor. It’s a long way down but I can 
barely make out what looks like a big crowd 
of people congregating down in the street.

Secretary: I don’t know what’s going on, 
sir…Shall I go outside and have a look? 
Fink: Yes, thank you.

[5 minutes later]
Secretary: It’s a huge crowd, sir. And they 
seem to be pretty angry! They’re stirring a 
big barrel of hot tar and have a burlap sack 
full of what I think are probably feathers.
Fink: Sorry, I can’t hear you too well over 
all the shouting!…Did you say leathers?
Is it the Bloods and the Crips again?
Secretary: It’s a bit frightening, sir! They’ve 
got pitchforks, and some of them are building 
what looks like it might be a guillotine.
Fink: Still can’t hear you too good!…
But I’ll tell you what, Gladys. Why don’t 
you go talk to Gil whatever-his-name-is and 
see if you can find out what’s going on.
Crowd chanting: Fee-fi-fo-fum! I smell the 
blood of a BlackRock bum!…Fi-fi-fo-fum!



Secretary: Excuse me, sir…Mr. Fink sent 
me down to find out what’s going on.
Protester: What the hell does it look like is 
going on? We’re here demonstrating against 
BlackRock’s evil kingdom!…Tell your 
good-for-nothing boss to get his ass down 
from his ivory tower and hear our demands!
Secretary: Mr. Fink, they want you to come 
down and discuss some sort of demands.
Fink: Fat chance!…Hold the phone up so 
I can hear and ask him what it is they want.
Protester: I’ll tell you what we want, you 
worthless rat-fink! We want you to divest 
your stock in weapons-makers and fossil 
fuel, and in companies cutting down the 
rainforest and killing Amazonian peasants!
Fink: Well, sure, we own stock in Amazon. 
But who doesn’t?…And would you mind 
speaking a bit louder? I still can’t make out 
what you’re saying over all the noise.
Protester: We want BlackRock to stop acting 
like a revolving door for the government!… 
We want you to stop bombarding politicians 
with campaign contributions!…We want 
you to sell all the shares you hold in banks 
which you helped the government bail out!  
   We want you to stop raking in a king’s 
ransom managing Treasury debt-buying 
programs! …We want you to stop buying 
up all the rental properties in the land so 
that we can afford a place to live again!…
We want you and your Wall Street cronies 
to stop raking in billions while we can’t 
even afford shoes for our children’s feet!!!
Fink: Speak up!…So my father owned a 
shoe store, so what?…It sounds like you 
don’t think I earn my way around the castle. 
But if you minimum wage serfs would just 
work hard for 2,387 years, you too could 
pull down the $36 million I made last year.
Secretary: Sir, now a bunch of headhunters 
are stirring up a big pot of boiling gravy!

Fink: Sorry, did you say headhunters? That 
reminds me, I’ve got a meeting about another 
directorship…I really don’t have time for 
this! Like you said, see if you can get them to 

boil their grievances down to one main thing. 
Secretary: They say they want you to stop 
pissing in the soup at the soup line, sir… 
Speaking metaphorically, sir.…I think 
basically they just want BlackRock to stop 
acting like it owns the entire world, sir.
Fink: Why should it? We do own the entire 
world!…On second thought, whatever it is 
they want, Gladys, tell them tough titties! 
BlackRock is bigger than the GDP of every 
every nation except the U.S. and China.… 
It’s a major shareholder in every major U.S. 
corporation…It controls the White House, 
Congress, and the Fed…In short, it’s good 
to be King of Wall Street and I don’t need to 
pander to a passel of pissed off peasants!
Secretary: That’s some nice alliteration, sir. 
But if you’ll excuse me, they’ve rolled over 
the security van guarding the entrance…and 
now they’re threatening to put me in stocks!
Fink: Yes, dammit, I know Vanguard’s stock 
is rolling over ours right now. 
Secretary: They’ve broken into the building, 
and their torches have set fire to the lobby!! 
Fink: Relax, Gladys, I’m not going to fire 
you. And I’m on the phone right now with 
our hundreds of lobbyists in Congress.
Secretary: Oh my God!…Now they’re 
heading for the elevators, sir!!!
Fink: Don’t worry about the agitators. 
They’ll get tired of whining soon and go 
back to their filthy hovels in the Village. 
But as long as you’re out, go pick up my 
dry-cleaning and then get your pretty butt 
back up here. I’ve got something I want…
   Just a sec, there’s something going on 
outside my office…Hold the line, O.K.?
I’ll be back in a New York minute. ◾


