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Chasing Shadows 
 

By: James Garceau 
 
 
A grin spread across Tony Alinari’s face as he slouched back in a black leather 

chair in his upper east side apartment, his head wreathed in gentle billows of smoke 
from the cigar that adorned his left hand, his mind at ease after sipping the dram of  
Scotland’s finest in his right.  His mind drifted to a day several years back, the day 
that he met the clients he hoped would pave his personal path of gold. 

Tony was in Chicago for a few days for a meeting with a client.  While he was 
there, he dropped a line to his old fraternity brother Tim.  Tim had always been 
seriously into music, having played in a punk band in his high school and college 
days.  After several text messages worth of prodding, Tim convinced Tony to leave 
the Hubbard street club scene behind and join him for a drink at the Tipping Bottle, 
a local dive and music joint where Tim insisted “all the best local bands play”  

As he grudgingly walked through the door, the stench of years of sweat and 
stale beer wafted through his nostrils.  It was a dark, damp space that was 
surprisingly large inside given its compact exterior appearance.  The scratched-up 
dark wood tables and chairs that adorned the space were haggard enough to have 
survived the great Chicago fire of the late 1800’s. Towards the back of the place 
stood a large stage adorned with wood veneer reminiscent of a low budget 70’s film.  
Just then a flash of red light swept across Tony’s face, as a crew began testing the 
surprisingly modern light and sound systems.  On the stage, a flurry of plaid-shirt- 
clad twenty somethings scurried about tuning instruments and setting up 
microphones and amplifiers. To the left of the door, two shapely brunettes stood 
behind an ornate antique bar, attempting to keep up with the seemingly endless 
onslaught of locals, most of whom were chugging cheap beer like water.  “This place 
is a fucking shithole”, Tony remarked as he glanced over at Tim.  “Just trust me” Tim 
replied, I’ve been living here in Chicago for ten years now, and I’ve yet to find a place 
with better talent.  “Alright, fine” Tony said with a sigh, “but the first round’s on 
you.” 

The two then made their way across the floor, and sat down at a table in the 
back corner.  Moments later, a woman in her twenties headed towards their table.  
Her bright red lipstick was a stark contrast to her jet-black hair and ratty “Misfits” 
band tee.  “How are you guys doing tonight?” she asked as she approached.  “Well 
enough” Tim replied.  “What can I get you boys?”  “I’ll have a gin and tonic, and, 
Tony”?  after a brief pause Tony responded “Makers on the rocks please.”  “Cool” the 
waitress exclaimed cheerfully, “be right back with that.” 

As promised, a few minutes later the waitress returned with the drink order, 
and then quickly departed, heading towards one of the four or five other tables she 
was attending to.  For the next fifteen minutes or so, Tim and Tony engaged in the 
sort of how have things been small talk that is commonplace amongst old friends 
who haven’t seen each other for some time, until a disheveled man in his 30’s 
grabbed the microphone in the center of the stage.  The man tapped the microphone 
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with his fingers a few times, and immediately the buzz of conversation that 
consumed the bar began to subside.  

 
“How’s everyone doing tonight?” the man shouted.  His question was met 

with moderate cheers from the spectators who were now making their way to the 
barren space in front of the stage.  “Fuck yeah!” the man replied almost a little too 
enthusiastically.  “We’ve got a great lineup for you here tonight.  Up first, from 
Detroit Michigan, give it up for Mud Riot!”  The crowd kicked in again, this time with 
slightly more life in them.  As they did, a band ran out onto the stage, and the whole 
bar shook as the first chord rang out from an electric guitar.  As they played though 
their set list, Tony remained slouched in his chair, occasionally breaking his statue 
like demeanor to sip at the amber elixir that filled his glass.   

“Well what do you think?” Tim asked as the first band collected their gear 
and walked off the stage.   

“It was good, but not great.  They were entertaining, but they’re not refined 
enough to make it big.”  Things continued on in this manner through the next few 
bands, until the longhaired man once again took to the stage and shouted  

“All right! We have one more for you guys tonight!  From right here in 
Chicago, give it up for Shadows of Humanity.”  The crowd that had been half alive 
until then suddenly sprung to life with a roar of cheers and applause. From 
somewhere off stage, the familiar sound of an electric guitar echoed though the 
venue.  Suddenly, a four-man outfit came charging out from behind the curtains, 
immediately starting in on the first song of their set.  As they did, Tony straightened 
up in his chair.  His face brightened with interest as the band continued on with 
screeching guitar solos and booming, innovative baselines.  Tony couldn’t believe 
his ears.  The band was masterfully mixing elements of punk, metal and alternative 
rock to create a sound like nothing he had ever heard before.  Assuming it had to be 
too good to be true, Tony, now intrigued, continued to listen closely through the 
next couple of songs, each of which seemed to be just as unique and perfectly 
executed as the last.  Midway though the set, Tony leaned over to Tim.  

“Holy shit” he shouted with excitement, “I need to meet those guys.” 
 
As he snapped out of his scotch-induced flashback, Tony chuckled slightly to 

himself.  He could have never guessed how much that one visit to a dive bar on the 
West Side of Chicago would change his life.  After the set that night, Tony had gone 
backstage, handed the band his card, and offered to represent them.  A month later, 
the members of Shadows of Humanity packed up and left Chicago to begin the next 
chapter of their lives in New York City.  Happy and reminiscent thoughts of that 
fateful trip filled Tony’s head as he gradually dosed off to sleep. 

“Shit!” Tony gasped as he came to, the late morning sun already glaring in his 
eyes.  He was sitting slouched in the same chair he had been lounging in the night 
before, still fully dressed in a sharp, well-tailored black suit.  He immediately sprang 
up, eyes still blurry in the sunlight, and headed towards the back corner of the main 
room, where the door to an ornate granite clad bathroom stood ajar.  He quickly 
splashed some water across his face.  He then headed for the bedroom, where he 



 3 

grabbed a fresh tie from the closet and quickly fashioned a knot around his neck, a 
perfect full Windsor as always.  

With that, Tony grabbed a pair of sleek dark sunglasses, threw them on his 
face, and bolted out the door of his 40th story apartment.  

 “Twenty five minutes” he muttered to himself as he awaited the arrival of 
the elevator.  “I hope city traffic is generous today.”  Moments later, the ground 
rumbled slightly as a black ’69 Dodge Charger rolled out of the buildings 
underground garage, the paint glistening in the warmth of a beautiful summer day.  
In the drivers seat sat Tony, one hand perched on the wheel, while the other rested 
on the sill of the open window.  As he put his foot down, the massive Mopar power 
plant let out a fierce low growl as the car rolled through the parking gate and onto 
the streets of New York.   

Just about twenty minutes later, Tony pulled up in front of a Manhattan high 
rise with mirrored façade.  As he stepped out of the car, Tony passed a twenty to a 
valet wearing a white shirt and maroon vest, and then proceeded though the 
buildings main set of revolving doors. As he waited for the elevator to whisk him 
away, Tony let out a sigh and ran a hand through his slicked jet black hair. 

When the elevator arrived on the 50th floor, Tony stepped off briskly, and 
was immediately met by Beth, the office’s main receptionist. 

“Good morning Mr. Alinari, she said with a smile.” 
“ Morning Beth, is everyone waiting for me in the conference room?” 
“Yes Mr. Alinari” 
“Very good, thank you” 
 
With that, Tony strutted off down the hallway.  A moment later, he entered a 

large ornate conference room overlooking the harbor.  Around a large mahogany 
table sat a band of suit-clad professionals that represented the rock division of the 
music department, each with the unmistakable look of anxiety of their face.  Tony 
approached the table, and immediately sat down in the empty chair at its head.   

“Ok people, we don’t have a lot of time here. We’ve got clients coming in and 
out all day so lets make this shit quick!” he belted, no later than 3 seconds after 
taking his seat.  “Ferguson, how are we looking with Merciless Death?” 

“So far so good” replied a blond man in his late twenties.  “They’ll be here at 
one to go over the terms of their new album and tour.” 

“Good, good” Tony replied.  “get them to accept the terms the label offered, 
and make sure they’re locked in for at least 15 shows nationally next summer.” 

“Yes, sir” 
“Stephanie, how are we looking with Carlos Perez?” 
“He’s excited to be working us” replied a mid-thirties woman with pale skin 

and long brown hair, a stutter of fear noticeable in her voice.  “I have him coming in 
today at four to discuss the terms of his new recording contract with Atlantic.” 

“Excellent, I want to see the first single out within the next couple months 
before the hype from his big win on Who Wants to be a Rock Star wears off. 

“The label seems to be eager too, sir, I think they’ll have it recorded and on 
ITunes within the next month and a half” 
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“Very good!  Stevens, how are we on that tip we got about the Country rock 
band that plays over at the Western Star Saloon?” 

“I’ve sat in at a few of their recent performances, they’ve got massive 
potential”  a balding grey haired man replied without making eye contact. 

“Then why aren’t they signed with us yet?” 
“I tried, but they said that they weren’t ready to leave their jobs yet to pursue 

music full time.” 
“Are you paid to give me fucking excuses? Tony barked scathingly.  Now go 

get them signed before you’re working for the guy who parked my car this morning! 
With that, Tony stopped and took a sip from the coffee cup sitting in front of him 
while he re-gathered his thoughts. 
 “Ok, I’ve got lunch with Shadows of Humanity at one.  “Jansen, I want you 
there” he started, as he turned his attention to a petite redheaded woman no older 
than 24.  “You’ve been doing well lately, and you could use more experience 
interacting with big name clients.  Meet me in my office at 12:30.” 
 “Yes, sir, thank you sir” the woman replied eagerly. 
 With that, Tony wrapped up the meeting, and walked down the hall and into 
his office.  It was a pleasant space, bright from the abundance of sunlight that 
poured through the floor-to-ceiling windows.  In the center sat a huge, ornate, dark 
wood desk and black leather chair.  The walls and shelves were graced with 
elaborate artwork, some of which was worth many thousands of dollars.  The entire 
space was meticulously maintained; not a single paperclip seemed to be out of 
order.  Tony dropped his briefcase on a black leather couch that sat to one side of 
the door, made his way to his desk, and delved into the endless list of phone calls 
and emails that awaited his reply. 
 Several hours later, he was interrupted by a soft knock on his door. 
 “Come in.” 
 “Sorry to bother you Mr. Alinari, but it’s 12:30.  You asked me to come by 
your office before the lunch with Shadows of Humanity” 
 “Yes, of course.  Just give me one minute to finish this email and we’ll head 
out.  I’ll meet you over by the elevator.” 
 A few minutes later, they walked out onto the street, and hopped into a black 
Lincoln that had been waiting there for them. 
 “Mortons at 45th and 5th please” said Tony. 
 “Right away” the driver replied. 
 
Ten minutes later Tony and Tiffany Jansen walked into Mortons and approached the 
hostess stand.  The décor was in every way reminiscent of the typical high-end 
steakhouse.  Massive golden chandeliers graced the ceilings, illuminating the entire 
space with a dim golden glow. Waiters and busboys in black and white buzzed 
around in the open spaces, whisking plates and platters from the kitchen to the 
hungry patrons whom where anxiously awaiting their midday meal. 
 “Welcome to Mortons” a hostess exclaimed cheerily as they approached. 
 “Thanks, I have a one o’clock reservation for Alinari” 
 “Let me just check on that…yep, we have you right here, party of six.  Looks 
like we already have a table set for you, right this way please.”  The hostess led them 
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to a large table tucked in one of the back corners, and laid menus in front of each of 
the tidily arranged place settings. “Your server will be over in just a minute.  I’ll 
bring the rest of your party back when they arrive.” 
“Great, thank you” Tony said with a brief smile.  As soon as she left, Tony began to 
tell his colleague the bands backstory.  Things continued on in this manner until a 
few moments later, the hostess returned, this time with four more people in tow.  As 
soon as they drew near, Tony sprang up from his seat, with Jansen quickly following 
his lead. 
 “Johnny, Kyle, Eddy, Casey, How’s my favorite band today?” 
 “Living the dream man.” Replied a cocky looking younger man with unruly 
dirty blonde hair.  He was dressed in a pair of old blue jeans and a raggedy black tee 
shirt.  As he approached Tony, the two exchanged a friendly handshake.  This 
process then repeated itself as each of the remaining three men approached the 
table and then one by one filed into their places.  After the fanfare of hellos had 
concluded, Tony too retook his seat.  Directly across from him was Eddy Graff, the 
bassist.  He was a big guy, standing close to 6 feet 4 inches tall with shoulders like a 
linebacker. The plain white tee he was wearing stood out against his dark brown 
hair and black leather motorcycle jacket. 
 To his left was Kyle ward, the drummer.  Kyle was the true musical purist of 
the group.  He’s been playing drums since he was six, and picked up guitar and bass 
by the time he was fifteen.  He also fit the textbook description of a rock drummer; 
short and skinny with buzz cut blonde hair, wearing a cut off tee shirt that revealed 
the full sleeves of vibrant ink that ran the length of his arms. 
 Next to him, on one end of the table sat Casey Singer, the lead guitarist.  Casey 
was the most quiet spoken of the band members.  He was also the best dressed of 
the four; his jeans and black blazer being the only outfit close to meeting the 
restaurant’s dress code. 
 Finally, on the other end of the table next to Tony sat Johnny McAllister, the 
bands ego driven front man, and the first man Tony had shaken hands with. 
 “Thanks for coming guys.  This is my colleague Tiffany Jansen.  She’s one of 
our brightest young agents.” 
 “Pleasure to meet you Tiffany” Johnny responded with a wink and a smug 
smile.  Just then a waiter came over and took their order before hastily scurrying off 
again. 
 “Ok fellas, lets get down to business” Tony began.  The reason I asked you 
guys here today is that your recording contract with TIR Records is about to expire.  
Once you’re done with this album, you guys need a new deal, and NEA Records is 
willing to pay big to sign you.”  Tony reached down into his brief case and pulled out 
a folder crammed with paper.  “This is a contract that NEA delivered to our office.  
They want to offer you a three-album deal, and this one comes with a serious pay 
bump.” 
 “NEA? Awesome man!” Johnny replied enthusiastically.  “They’re one of the 
biggest labels in the game! So what’s the problem?” 
 “It’s not that there’s a problem, it’s more of a condition.”  Tony proceeded to 
open the folder of papers, and ruffled though the packet until he found the page he 
was looking for.  “As you know TIR is a big name indie label.  They’re very 
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supportive of artists and their rights, but they pay less than the mega-sized firms do.  
In exchange for doing three albums, NEA is willing to give you a hefty raise from 
what you’re being paid now” he said as he plopped the packet on the table in front of 
Johnny.  Johnny’s eyes widened slightly as he looked to the section at which Tony 
was pointing.  “The only catch is that the label wants a little bit more control over 
the direction of your music.  They feel that you have the potential to become even 
bigger than you are right now, they want you to work with some of their high profile 
songwriters in the hope that you can gain appeal to a wider audience.” 
 “Wait. what?!” Eddy barked.  “They want us to give up creative control to 
some fucking suit and tie douchebag? They want us to go mainstream to sell 
records? No fucking way man, not gonna happen.” 
 “Guys, relax.  Just take a little while to think about it.  Lets just enjoy some 
lunch; you guys can take that copy of the contract home and talk about it without me 
around.  If you have any questions you can call me, that’s what I’m here for.  Think 
about it, there’s a lot of money on the table here. 
 “He’s not lying” Johnny chimed in as he handed the packet to Eddy.  There’s 
some serious money in this.  Maybe he’s right. Maybe we should take a little time to 
think it over and talk it out before we decide what to do.” 
 “Good, good.  In the mean time I’ll give NEA a call and see if they’re willing to 
bend at all on the creative direction stuff.”   

With that, Tony coaxed the conversation away from the contract deal and 
onto the bands new single, which had just hit number one on the rock charts.  The 
conversation remained pleasant until the last bite of steak had been devoured and 
the parties bid each other farewell.   
 “son of a bitch!” Tony exclaimed as the door of a black Lincoln slammed shut 
outside the restaurant.  They’re set up for the deal of the century right now and 
they’re fighting it.  Get ready Jansen, this one’s about to get interesting.” 
 When he got back to his office, Tony plopped down into his desk chair and 
pressed the intercom button that sat on the desk’s back corner. 
 “Lisa, Can you please get Steven Shepard from NEA on the phone?” 
 “Right away Mr. Alinari” the box squawked back.  A moment later, the voice 
returned.  “Mr. Alinari, Steven Shepard is on line one.” 
 “Thank you Lisa.”  As he reached for the receiver, Tony let out a sigh.  “Here 
goes nothing” he muttered to himself.” 
 “Steve, how’s the wife and kids?” 
 “Good, good.  Little Billy just had his first football game the other day.  Who 
knows, maybe he’ll end up a high school star like his old man. How about you Tony, 
is your golf game still as shitty as it was at last year’s charity tourney? 
 “Still good enough to beat your 16 handicap ”Tony replied with a chuckle. 
 “So what can I do for you, Tony? You know we’re still waiting to hear from 
you on that new Shadows of Humanity deal.” 
 “Yeah, that’s actually what I’m calling about.  I met with the band today, and 
they’re interested in working with NEA.” 
 “That’s great.  When will they be in to sign?” 
 “Before we sign anything, there are a couple of clauses in the contract we 
need to address.   
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“Ok let’s talk it out, what seems to be the problem.” 
“The band has a serious issue with the clause that reads: 
 
 NEA shall have the sole right to select all material, songs, and producers that 

contribute to the Albums.  NEA, in good faith, will seek input from the Band in the 
selection of materials and songs.”i 

“They’re also not thrilled about the clause that gives NEA near complete 
control over any music videos that are put out in connection with the albums. 
 
I explained it all to them in plain language, and frankly, they’re afraid that with the 
added power on your side of the table, they’ll completely lose their artistic direction 
and be forced into making whatever generic music the label feels will sell well.” 
 “Tony, come on, that’s not what we want at all.  Shadows of Humanity have 
been a great success thus far, and we want that to continue.  We just want a little bit 
of security before we sign a contract that involves the kind of numbers we’re talking 
about here.  Besides, like the contract says, we’ll solicit input from the band on what 
they want to see on the album.” 
 “While I believe that you’ll ask for input from the band, the contract as it’s 
written still ultimately gives NEA complete control of what’s produced and put on 
the album.  I understand your hesitation given the substantial offer, but like you just 
said, Shadows have been successful thus far, and they’ve already racked up 
considerable numbers with their current label.  If something’s not broke why fix it.  
Now come on, realistically speaking, is there any chance you’ll be able to fid some 
wiggle room on the artistic control stuff.” 
 “That’s not the kind of thing I can negotiate with you directly.  With an issue 
this material to the contract, I can’t say anything with certainty until I run it up the 
flagpole to the CEO himself.  Realistically though, if I had to guess I’d say its likely 
that NEA won’t budge on this one.  If they did, it would probably be accompanied by 
a substantial pay cut.” 
 “Alright, well, let me know when you know for sure.” 
 “Will do.” 
 “Ok, take care Steven.” 
 Although he had other meetings and phone calls that afternoon, Tony 
couldn’t help being preoccupied with the Shadows of Humanity deal looming.  On 
one hand he knew that the band wasn’t big on giving up control, and that while NEA 
tried to downplay it, the language of the contract would give the label free reign on 
the bands creative direction, substantiating the bands fear of being forced into 
making music they’re not happy with.  On the other hand, he was certain that this is 
the best deal they were going to get from a monetary standpoint, and that if they 
passed they’d be lucky to find another deal that even comes close.  And of course, 
the more money that the band pulls in, the more money that the agency makes, and 
the better it makes Tony look.  He was still mulling over all of these thoughts in an 
attempt to devise a coherent game plan when his train of thought was interrupted 
by a familiar voice. 
 “What are you still doing here Tony?  Eight pm on a Thursday, I figured you’d 
be at one of your usual hangouts by now.”  The voice was that of Lucas Johnson, a 
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tall burly man with thick blond hair parted to one side.  Lucas was an agent in the 
company’s sports division, representing mostly Jets and Giants football players. 
 “Eh, not today.  Shit’s hitting the fan with this Shadows of Humanity deal.  I 
need to figure out some way to turn things around.” 
 “Anything I can help with?” 
 “I don’t know, I’m just struggling with what to do.  The band, the label, and 
the agency all stand to make a shitload of money if this deal goes through as it’s 
written.  But, the band doesn’t want the label to have complete creative control over 
them, and the label doesn’t seem like they’re willing to cut that provision without a 
substantial reduction in compensation.” 
 “Just remember your fiduciary duty to your clients. If you do that, you’ll 
usually come to the right decision. 
 “But that’s just the thing, I HAVE been considering my client.  They stand to 
make far more money and gain far more publicity if they take this deal.” 
 “You know, I was dealing with a situation pretty similar to this not so long 
ago.  I was representing an NFL player who was having a great career in New 
England.  In his three seasons there, the team went to the playoffs every year, and 
even won a super bowl.  When his contract expired, New England offered him 
another deal that would have made him one of the highest paid defensive players in 
the league, and guaranteed him another five years.  Instead, against my best advice, 
he insisted that I work out a final deal with the New York Giants, who had made him 
a less favorable offer for a shorter-term contract.  When I asked why he wanted to 
go to New York when New England’s offer was far superior, his response was 
simple, yet resolute.  “Because I’m a New Yorker Lucas.  Always have been, always 
will be.  My family’s here.  My friends are here.  Imma still make lots of money in 
New York.  Shit, I’ve already made more than we ever dreamed of growin’ up in the 
Bronx.  You only get one family though, and I wanna spend as much time as I can 
with ‘em.” 
 My point in telling you all of this is that in terms of your duty to your client, 
you can’t always think as a businessman.  As agents, we work for our clients, not the 
other way around.  While the deal you’re talking about benefits the label and the 
company, it’s ultimately your duty to represent the interests of the client.  And while 
the band would benefit financially from this deal as well, it doesn’t really seem like 
that’s what’s most important to them. 
 Well, I should get going; Meghan has dinner waiting at home.  Hope that 
helps, Tony.” 
 “Yeah, Thanks Luke, appreciate the insight.”  
 
Tony spent the next several hours considering Lucas’s comments. 
 When he arrived at the office the next day, Tony had a message waiting for 
him from Steven Shepard at NEA.  It didn’t contain any details, just that he wanted to 
talk over lunch that day. 
 “Lisa, please call back Steven Shepard from NEA and set up lunch for this 
afternoon.  You can rearrange my schedule as need be.” 
 “Yes sir, I’ll let you know the time.” 
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 Tony spent the rest of the morning closing a record deal for a punk rock band 
that he’d been working with for years.  They had been one of his main staple clients 
ever since they received their first platinum album five years ago, and they just 
signed a fresh two-album deal that will keep them as clients well into the future. 
 Then, at right around one o’clock, Tony left for lunch.  When he arrived, Tony 
noted that Steven’s choice of restaurant was a far departure from the venues to 
which Tony had become accustomed.  It was a small dark, space, even in the middle 
of the day.  What light did exist came from dusty globe fixtures that hung from the 
ceiling.  The walls were a dark shade of green that was barely visible through the 
barrage of posters, signs and trinkets denoting NY history that covered almost every 
square inch of free space.  To his right as he walked in the door stood a large oak bar 
that ran nearly the entire length of the wall.  Behind it, rope lights wrapped around a 
mirrored four-tier liquor shelf emitted a dim glow.  There were only about ten 
tables in the whole place, which was nearly empty.  At the bar, a couple of leather-
faced regulars were propped on stools arguing loudly about the prospect of the 
Giants’ success in the upcoming season.  At a table all the way in the back sat 
another man, who like Tony, seemed out of place.  He had thick grey hair, and was 
sporting a crisp black suit.  Tony proceeded to walk towards the man, taking the 
seat across the round pub table when he arrived. 
 “Tony, how ya been?” Steven asked in a friendly tone as Tony took his seat. 
 “I’m hanging in there.” Tony replied with a slight grin 
 “Aren’t we all?  Aren’t we all?” 
 “Interesting choice of venue, Steve, you trying to lure me back to my college 
days? 
 “Hey, say what you want about the place, but sometimes its nice to get away 
from all the fine dining bullshit, and this place has the best burgers in town.” 
 “All right, fair enough.  So what’s so important that I had to come down to 
this fine establishment in person?” 
 “I just wanted to sit down with you one on one and talk a little bit about the 
Shadows deal.  I’m hoping that before we leave here today I can instill in you some 
confidence that NEA is the way to go, so that you can pass along that confidence to 
your clients.” 
 “Ok, then, wow me.” 

Just then, they were interrupted as a waitress appeared beside their table.  
Both men ordered drinks and burgers before the she walked away and they 
continued the conversation. 

“Tony, Shadows is a band that has achieved great success, and they’re still on 
the rise.  We’ve seen what they’ve put out so far and we’re impressed.  That’s why 
we were willing to make them the considerable offer that we did.  With all that being 
said, Tony, you know we’re one of the biggest labels out there.  NEA can take the 
steps that the band has been climbing towards success, and turn them into an 
elevator.” 

“The band realizes how powerful and influential NEA is in the music world, 
and no one’s arguing about the number of dollars involved, but have you given any 
thought to my client’s concerns about the creative control provisions in the 
proposed contract?” 
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“I promised you I’d run it up the flagpole, and I did.  The CEO himself was 
brought into the discussion, and he and the rest of the executive team were 
steadfast on leaving the contract as it’s written.  The amount of money we’re talking 
here is no laughing matter.  Your client isn’t the only a-list act we’ve ever dealt with.  
Right now we produce for five other top hundred artists, and none of them got the 
kind of money they did without some sort of creative control clause.” 

“I’m sorry to hear that.  Like I said, my clients we’re pretty clear that that isn’t 
something they’re willing to sign.  The band has always done their own thing, and it 
has worked out well for them so far.  They just want to keep on with what they’re 
doing, but receive a pay raise commensurate with the rise in popularity they’ve 
experienced since they signed their last deal with TIR.” 

“Come on Tony, just get your clients to sign the papers.  We both know it’s a 
fair deal. You’ll make money, we’ll make money, and your client will make money.  
It’s a win for everyone.”  Plus, I could make sure that one of those shiny red Ferrari’s 
that you’ve been eyeing ends up parked in your driveway.” 

“Are you trying to bribe me?  Are you really offering me a fucking car to get 
my clients to sign into some bullshit deal that they hate?” 

“Tony, listen, calm down.” 
“No” Tony interrupted.  “You shut the fuck up and listen.  You’re lucky you 

picked this place Steve, otherwise you would have embarrassed yourself in the 
middle of a steakhouse.  You really had the balls to ask me here to lunch, to tell me 
you wanted to try to win over my confidence, just to try to pay me off to push 
through a bullshit deal?   

Last time I talked to my clients, I told them to take some time on your offer, 
to think it through before making a decision.  So, let’s get one thing straight.  My 
client doesn’t like the deal you proposed.  They feel it gives you the power to fuck 
them over, which it does.  If my client does decide to work with NEA in the future, 
and that’s becoming more and more doubtful, it’ll be because either they had a 
change of heart and want to take the money, which I doubt, or because you amend 
the contract to be something that they can agree to.  What it won’t have anything to 
do with is some, slimy, low life piece of shit like you trying to grease my palm like 
I’m some sort of cheap whore!  Pass that along up the food chain Steve, and know 
that if you ever insult my integrity again I’ll make it my mission in life to destroy 
you.  Lunch is on me.” 

Tony yanked a $50 bill out of his wallet and threw it on the table before 
storming out of the bar.  It was another hour and a half before Tony arrived back at 
the office.  Immediately upon walking through the door he was mobbed by his 
assistant. 

“Where have you been? She asked a bit frantically.  I had to reschedule your 
last meeting, and you have another one coming up in fifteen minutes.” 

“Sorry Lisa, I was stressed out.  I decided to walk back to clear my head and 
get my thoughts straight.  I’m going to run into my office and quickly check my 
email.  Can you bring me the materials for the next meeting? 

“Yes sir, I’ll have them for you in a few minutes. 
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The rest of the day went on as usual.  Tony attended 3 more meetings, and 
responded to the onslaught of emails and phone messages that had piled up while 
he was at lunch.  He went home around seven, and after indulging in some takeout 
from his favorite Italian place down the block, he sat down in his favorite black 
leather chair, scotch in hand.  All he could think about was the Shadows of Humanity 
deal.   

On one hand, he was still furious that Steve had had the audacity to question 
his professional integrity.  But the pragmatic, business-minded side of him was 
holding emotion in check.  After all, what was most important at that very moment 
was not to dwell in the past, but instead to focus on the future, on thinking two steps 
ahead of those who opposed him.  What mattered now was to take decisive action.  
What mattered now was that he did his job, and produced the offer that the band 
was looking for.  For the next hour, Tony didn’t move once from the chair.  He was 
sitting in his own mental war room, looking at all the possible strategies and 
developing the best plan of attack moving forward.   

Then, he slowly rose from the chair.  He knew what it was that he had to do.  
He sipped the last drops from his glass, before setting it down on an end table, 
turning out the light, and heading for his bed.  He had an important day tomorrow.  
 
 The next morning, Tony rose earlier than usual.  He wiped the sand from his 
eyes, which were still only half open as he went through the all too familiar motions 
of coaxing the large silver machine in his kitchen to produce the dark, pungent elixir 
that would give him the energy to seize the day.  The motions as usual then 
continued as Tony quickly shaved, showered, and donned a crisp, slim-fit black suit 
with a red tie.   
 A black SUV was waiting for him when he got downstairs; he had too much to 
do today to drive himself.  As soon as he got situated in the back of the SUV, Tony 
pulled out his phone and dialed Lisa. 

“Good morning Lisa.  Please schedule a meeting with Shadows of Humanity 
today, as soon as possible.” 
 “Yes Mr. Alinari, I’ll get right on it.” 
 “Thanks Lisa.  I’m on my way in now.  See you soon.” 
 When he got to the office, Tony was quickly approached by Lisa. 
 “Sir, I spoke with the band.” 
 “And?” 
 “They were in the area, they’ll be here in an hour to meet with you.” 
 “Perfect, good work Lisa.  Have someone set up the conference room .” 
 “Already in the works sir.” 
 
 With that, Tony turned away and moved briskly towards his office.  He spent 
the next hour finalizing his thoughts and responding to emails from other clients.  
Then, right on time, Lisa’s voice came over the speaker on his desk. 
“Mr. Alinari, Shadows of Humanity are here” 
“Great, please show them to the conference room, I’ll be right in” 
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 Tony gathered up a few files off his desk and headed down the hall towards 
the meeting.  By the time he got there, the band had already settled into their seats.  
After greeting them, Tony grabbed a cup of coffee, took his seat and started right in. 
 “So the last time we talked, I asked you the give the NEA deal a little more 
thought.  Where do you guys stand on that?” 
 “We did man, we talked it over a lot.” replied Johnny, who was sitting just to 
Tony’s right.  “We’re really happy with the money, but we’re just not happy with the 
idea of someone interfering with our artistic vision.” 
 “Ok, that’s what I thought you were going to say.  I spoke with the label and 
as of right now they’re not willing to budge on the terms, they want the contract 
signed as is.  I know that’s not what you’re looking for, so I’ve been brainstorming on 
where to go from here.  I think we can generate a bidding war for your next contract.  
If we do, I think there’s a good chance that either NEA will back down on the 
creative oversight stuff, or we can drum up an offer from another label that still pays 
well but doesn’t include as much artistic oversight.  You guys are a hot commodity 
right now. There’s plenty of other labels that would love to work with you.  Just have 
a little faith in me and we’ll get this done.” 
 “Unless any of you guys have any objections, I think we’re on the same page.” 
Johnny replied.  After a moment of silence around the table, Johnny spoke up again. 
 “So what do you need from us?” 
 “All I need is for you to trust me, and for you to lay low and not talk publically 
about what’s going on.  For this to work, it’s important that everyone knows as little 
as possible about what’s going on with your contract.  You’ve got to let me handle it.” 
 “Done and done.  Until we hear otherwise we’ll keep quiet about all this.” 
 “Great!  I’ll get to work and we’ll get you guys the deal you want.” 
 
 Tony  Spent the next few minutes chatting with the band, ensuring that the 
band felt good and everyone was on the same page before showing them out and 
heading back to his office.  

“Lisa, can you get Will Denton from QMG Records on the phone please?” 
“Right away Mr. Alinari.”  A few minutes later, Lisa’s voice came across the 

speaker once again. 
“Mr. Alinari, Will Denton is on the line for you.”  Slowly, yet confidently, Tony 

picked up the receiver and put it to his ear. 
“Will, how ya been?” 
“Good, good.  Just got remarried last month.” 
“Congrats, is that the 14th of 15th time now? 
“It’s only the third” Will replied with a chuckle. “You ever going to settle 

down Tony or are you going to live your entire life like a 20 year old frat boy?” 
“Not sure.  Luckily I’m not your age so I don’t have to make that decision yet. 
“Haha, fair enough.  So what can I do for you Tony?” 
“I wanted to talk to you about Shadows of Humanity.” 
“Really?  I thought they were signing with NEA.” 
“There still leaning in that direction, but, they’re not completely satisfied 

with the direction NEA is going right now.  If the right offer came along, they might 
be inclined to go elsewhere.” 
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“I’d have to speak with the rest of our team here, but I think it’s safe to say 
that we’d be interested in working something out with Shadows.” 

“Good to hear.  If your organization does decide they’re interested, shoot me 
a preliminary offer.  I’ll warn you in advance though, the band is really adverse to 
provisions that give the label a lot of artistic control, especially with regard to which 
tracks to record and include on the albums.” 

  “Is that why Shadows is thinking of abandoning the NEA Deal?  Word on the 
street was that that deal was all but done. 

“I’m not at liberty to discuss the NEA deal with you.  Just wanted to give you a 
friendly heads up that the band may be interested in working with QMG in the near 
future.” 

“I appreciate the heads up Tony, We’ll be in touch soon.” 
“Don’t take too long to think it over, you’re not my only call today.” 
As soon as Tony set down the receiver, he had Lisa put another call through, 

this time to Frank De Stefano from Venetian Records.” 
 He proceeded to feed the Venetian records executive the exact same 
information about Shadows of Humanity that he had just given Will, and told Frank 
that the band might be interested in working with his company if the deal was right.  
The call was brief, lasting only about 5 minutes.  After hanging up the phone, Tony 
took a minute to himself, a slight grin upon his face.  The wheels were in motion; all 
he had to do now was wait.   
 Satisfied that things would work out, Tony spent the rest of the day catching 
up on work for other clients that had been pushed a bit to the wayside after the 
recent hiccups with the Shadows deal.   
 The next day, Tony had a file waiting on his desk and a message on his 
machine.  Upon inquiry, Lisa filled him in.   

“Frank from Venetian records called this morning.  He said he wants to get a 
deal together with the band ASAP.  The file on your desk is a preliminary draft of the 
contract that he faxed over.” 

“Yes!” Tony shouted with excitement.  “This is exactly what we wanted to 
happen.”  Before doing anything else, Tony quickly scanned over the contract in 
order to extract the important terms.  The money the band stood to make with this 
contract wasn’t on par with what NEA had offered, but it was clear that the band 
was to retain far more control over their creative direction.  It was a good start. 

A few hours later, Tony called Will from QMG in order to keep things rolling. 
“Will, how you doing?” 
“Not bad, what’s going on?” 
“I haven’t heard anything from you since our talk yesterday, I just wanted to 

follow up.” 
“Tony, you know we’re interested in Shadows, but these things take time.  A 

lot of people need talk, lawyers need to draft contracts.  Were working on it. Trust 
me.  You’ll be hearing from us soon.” 

“I sure hope so if you want a shot to work with Shadows.  One of the other 
calls I made yesterday resulted in a new offer.  Apparently their people talk faster 
and their lawyers write quicker.  There’s a limited window here to capitalize on a 
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potential opportunity, and that window is closing.  Let me know what you decide 
Will.” 
 “Will do Tony.”   
 
Next, Tony needed to call the band to keep them in the loop.  He dialed Johnny’s cell 
phone knowing that by now the whole band was likely to be assembled in their 
practice space. 
 “Hey Johnny, It’s Tony.” 
 “Hey, Tony what’s up?” 
 “Are you with the rest of the band right now” 

“Yeah man, we’re practicing.” 
“Can you put me on speaker and tell them to gather around, I’ve got some 

news for you. 
“Sure thing, just a sec.” Muffled in the background, Tony heard Johnny yell 

“Hey guys come over here.  Tony’s on the phone, he’s got some shit to tell us.”  A 
moment later, the speakerphone clicked on, and Johnny’s voice came across once 
again.  “Tony, we’re all here.” 

“What’s up guys?  I’ve got some news for you.  Earlier today we got the first 
offer from a different studio.  Venetian sent me a preliminary contract that would 
give you the creative freedom you want.” 

“That’s great news Tony! Great news!” Eddy chimed in obviously stoned out 
of his mind.” 

“We’re not out of the woods yet guys.  It is good news that they were willing 
to ease up on the creative control stuff right off the bat, but the money in it isn’t 
nearly as good as what NEA is offering.  On the plus side, they really want you, so 
this offer isn’t going anywhere fast.” 

“So what should we do Tony?” Kyle asked. 
“I suggest that you continue to lay low for now and wait it out for a bit.  I put 

a call in to QMG, and they’re dying to work with you too.  I gave them a little nudge 
this afternoon by telling one of their execs that we have another offer on the table.  
My guess is that within the next couple days, we’ll be hearing back from them with 
an initial offer of their own.” 

“I don’t know how these guys feel” Johnny said, “but as far as I’m concerned 
you’ve done right by us so far man.  I’m fine with just laying low for a bit longer and 
letting you handle shit.”  One by one, each of the band members agreed with 
Johnny’s conclusion.  When they were finished Johnny spoke up again.” 

“It’s settled then.  Do what you do best Tony.” 
“Thanks guys.  We’re going to get this deal done, and on the terms you want.”  

A wave of relief swept over Tony as he hung up the phone.  He had the bands trust, 
and he was certain that his way of doing things would create the best possible 
contract offer.   

The next morning, as if right on cue, a fresh file folder was waiting on Tony’s 
desk.  As he looked over the terms of the offer from QMG Records, he couldn’t help 
but become excited as he read the terms.  Will’s company made an offer that 
contained creative restrictions that were even more favorable to the band than 
those offered by Venetian, and with a bigger dollar value attached. 
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Immediately, Tony called Frank at Venetian to keep the ball rolling. 
“Frank, How ya been?’ 
“Good Tony, good.  Can we expect to be working with our favorite new rock 

band in the near future?” 
“Actually, I’ve got some bad news there.  Remember I told you that you 

weren’t the only one I called.  Well, one of the labels got back to me today with a deal 
that has everything yours has and more, especially when it comes to the bands 
earnings.” 

“How soon is the band planning to make a decision?” 
“Hard to say.  I’m planning on speaking with them later this afternoon about 

the offer we received, what they decide at that point is out of my hands.” 
“Give us a bit to work out the details.  I’m sure we find some extra wiggle 

room in the contract.” 
That conversation sparked what would become a bidding war between the 

two companies.  Later the same afternoon, Frank at Venetian replied with and offer 
that was slightly higher than the QMG offer.  After Tony informed them they’d been 
outbid, QMG raised the stakes of their offer.  Things continued back and forth in this 
manner until about a week later when QMG, being the bigger and more influential of 
the two labels made an offer that Venetian simply could not outdo.  QMG had won 
the war, but it had cost them a contract offer that came close to what NEA was 
willing to pay, and with very few creative restrictions. 

Now Tony needed to talk to the band.  They had an important decision to 
make.  He met them that night at the same steakhouse where they had originally 
discussed the NEA contract.  When Tony arrived, the band was already there waiting 
for him. 

“The reason that I asked you guys here tonight is to tell you that the bidding 
between QMG and Venetian is over.  QMG made you an offer that Venetian can’t 
compete with.  This folder contains the proposed contract, along with a summary I 
wrote up that explains the important stuff.  In short, they’re willing to give you the 
creative freedom you want and pay you close to what NEA is willing to.”  The 
decision you need to make now is whether you want to take this offer as it stands, or 
if you want to try to use it as leverage to force NEA to drop the creative restrictions 
they wanted to include.” 

“So, what do you think we should do Tony?” Johnny asked. 
“QMG is a major label.  They have good connections and have a reputation for 

being good to their artists.  But, NEA is still a good deal bigger than QMG, has an 
expansive rolodex with major international connections, and is capable of getting 
you the most money overall.  Ultimately, it depends on what your’re looking for, but 
if you want the best chance of achieving as much success as possible, I’d consider 
trying to force NEA’s hand to get you the terms you want.” 

“We’ll need some time to think about it, and talk it over Tony.” Johnny 
replied. 

“Of course, take a day or two and let me know what you decide.” 
 
It was three full days after that before Tony next heard from the band.  As 

one could imagine, by now Tony was beyond anxious.  QMG was breathing down his 
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neck every waking minute of the day, determined to force from him any information 
about what the band thought of their offer.  Hell of a lot of good it did them, because 
Tony didn’t know much more than they did.  Finally, around ten pm on the third day, 
as he was sitting at home watching the news, Tony’s personal cell phone rang.  
Eddy’s number came up one the caller ID.  Tony quickly grabbed the remote, muted 
the TV, and put the phone to his ear. 

“Eddy, how’s it going?” 
“Good man.  Listen, I’m here with the rest of the band on speaker phone.  If 

you’ve got a minute, we want to give you our thoughts on the contract deal stuff.” 
“Yeah of course, I’m all ears.” 
“Cool man.  So here’s the deal.  Sorry it took us a while, we thought a lot about 

this.  QMG is a company we’ve had interest in working with for a long time.  They 
produce great music, and have a good reputation for being fair with the artists they 
sign.  That being said, few people ever get offers from someone like NEA.  If we could 
get them to drop the creative shit they tried to get us to sign, we could become huge 
and still do things our way.  Tony, since we met in that bar in Chicago, you haven’t 
ever fucked us over like a lot of agents do.  The last time we all talked you said NEA 
would probably be our best bet for becoming as big as we can, right?” 

“In short, yes.   NEA is huge and has endless resources.  If there’s a connection 
you need, they probably already have it.  If we can get rid of the song selection 
provision, and rewrite the music video clause to give you more control, you can take 
advantage of all those benefits without having to worry about being forced to 
change your music.” 

“Well, last time we trusted you, you got this other offer for us.  If you think 
pushing NEA is the way to go, lets do it.” 

“And the whole band’s on board with this?”  One by one, each of the other 
band members replied with a quick “yeah”, or “uh huh” to indicate their approval. 

“Well, if that’s the case, I’ll get things rolling tomorrow.  We should have all of 
this settled now within the next couple of days.” 

“Thanks Tony, We’ll talk again soon” 
 “Take care guys”  
 
The next day Tony, Dressed in a crisp black suit and a bold red tie strutted 

into the office with vigor in his step. 
“Lisa, please set up a meeting in my office with Steve Shepard and whoever 

else NEA wants to send, today, ASAP.  If they give you any trouble about scheduling, 
tell them that if they want any chance of signing Shadows of Humanity, they’ll be 
here.” 

“Yes, sir, I’ll let you know as soon as I have it set up.”  About a half hour later, 
there was a knock on Tony’s door, and Lisa entered and approached Tony’s desk. 

“Mr Alinari, Steven Shepard and Scott Weisman, NEA’s CEO will be here in 2 
hours.  Here’s a copy of the QMG offer, as well as your notes.”   

“Weisman’s coming himself huh.  That’s interesting.  Thanks Lisa, I don’t 
know what I’d do without you.” 

“You’re welcome Mr. Alinari.” Lisa replied with a smile before turning and 
heading for the door.  Tony spent the next two hours looking over the QMG offer for 
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the 100th time, checking his notes to make sure he had captured every relevant 
detail.  When the PA speaker on his desk rang to life with Lisa’s voice announcing 
the arrival of the NEA executives, Tony tucked all the documents neatly back into 
the folder, and then slid it into his desk drawer.  As the door to his office swung 
open, Tony rose from his desk and walked toward it to meet his guests. As the two 
men were escorted by Lisa into his office, Tony first extended his hand to Scott, 
NEA’s CEO.   

“Scott, Tony Alinari, good to finally meet you face to face.” 
“Good to meet you too”, Scott replied.  I hope we can do business with you 

and Shadows of Humanity in the near future. 
“We’ll get to talking about that soon enough” Tony said with a smile.  He then 

turned his attention to Steve, and again extended his arm. 
“Steve, how you been?  Given away any more shiny new Ferrari’s lately?”  

Before allowing him the chance to respond, Tony excused Lisa, and invited the men 
to sit down. 

“Thanks for coming.  It’s been a while since we’ve talked about the Shadows 
of Humanity deal.  Where do you guys stand on that?” 

“You have our offer”, Scott replied. “You know exactly where we stand.” 
“Yes, I have you offer, but as I explained to Steven here, my client isn’t happy 

about the artistic control provisions you’ve included in the initial draft of the 
contract.  Have you given that any more consideration?” 

“We talked about it Tony, Steven brought your concerns to me, but we’re not 
comfortable with signing them with that kind of compensation without having some 
control.” 

“Well, that could be problematic.  You see, the reason I asked you here today 
was to present you with a counter offer.  If you’ll agree to the terms of the original 
contract, minus the song selection clause, and with a revised music video clause that 
gives the band more creative control, then they’ll sign on the dotted line.  Otherwise 
they’ll walk.” 

“Are you threatening us Tony?  Where are they going to walk to, the 
unemployment line?  How are they going to feel when you blow their best offer?”   

“See that’s the thing, I’ve been in communication with the band throughout 
the process, and you’re not their best offer.  They made it clear that they wont take a 
contract that places serious restrictions on their artistic visions, restrictions that 
every draft I’ve received from NEA has contained.   

But, the band members aren’t the only people I’ve been talking to lately.  I 
decided to do a little poking around to see if any of your competitors might be 
interested in working with Shadows.  Turns out, they’re a hot commodity these 
days.  In my desk drawer, I have an offer from one of your competitors who was a 
little more eager than all the rest.  The money isn’t quite what you’re offering, but 
it’s close.  And moreover, the contract doesn’t contain nearly the level of creative 
control that you’re asking for, and, It’s being offered by a label that the band have 
already expressed interest in working with.  

But, Shadows are also interested in being the next Metallica, and they know 
that you have the reach to make that happen.  So here’s the deal.  If NEA is still 
interested in working with Shadows of Humanity, get me a revised version of the 
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contract by tomorrow.  The revisions should reflect an agreement to the conditions 
of the band’s counteroffer, meaning rewrite the artistic restrictions and resubmit 
the rest of the contract as it stands.  Otherwise, I’ll report back to the band that after 
this meeting, you were unwilling to negotiate, at which point I can almost guarantee 
that the band will decide to take the other deal.  The ball is in your court gentlemen, 
think carefully before making a decision.  If you choose poorly, your careers could 
be in far more jeopardy than that of the band.  Lisa will show you out.” 

 
Tony slept more soundly that night than he had in weeks.  He knew he had 

accomplished what he set out to do.  Sure enough, around noon the next day a folder 
crossed his desk.  While the new contract wasn’t exactly what Tony had asked for it 
was close.  NEA had conceded pretty much all song selection control so long as the 
band produced a technically sound album, and only retained minimal veto rights for 
music videos to ensure that they complied with the image of the Label.  With the 
creative restrictions dropped, the band quickly signed the agreement with NEA, 
marking the beginning of a prosperous business relationship between the two.  
However, not even Tony could have predicted what would happen next.  When 
walked into his office the next morning, Jeremy Wexler, the agencies CEO was there 
waiting for him. 

 
“Good morning Tony.  How have you been?” 
“I’m well, thanks.” 
“That was a hell of a deal you closed for Shadows of Humanity yesterday, you 

broke them into the big leagues.” 
“It took some doing, but ultimately we got them what they wanted.” 
“So, as I’m sure you’ve guessed by now, I’m not sitting here this morning just 

to have a friendly conversation.  You’re being offered a promotion, Vice President 
and Director of Music Operations.” 

“But that’s John Miller’s job, what happened to him.” 
“John was let go this morning. Turns out he was taking on small time clients 

and then charging them 20% of their earnings.” 
“Wow, twice the legal limit.” 
“Yes.  He was charging the client 20%, reporting a normal 10% contract to 

the agency, and then pocketing the other half.  There was an emergency meeting of 
the board of directors last night.  There was a unanimous decision to terminate John 
and report his conduct to the authorities.  There was also a unanimous decision to 
approve you as his replacement, effective immediately pending your acceptance.  I 
was asked to give you the formal offer this morning.  This folder contains all the 
details, and your new contract.  You’ve done well for this agency since you started 
here and that doesn’t go unnoticed.  You also brought us one of the biggest clients 
we’ve signed in years.  You deserve it Tony.” 

John handed Tony a black leather folder emblazoned with the company’s 
logo.  Tony opened it, and spend a few moments skimming through the documents 
inside before reaching to his desk for a pen and scribbling his signature on a dotted 
line marked with an X. 
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“Of course, I’ll accept.  Please extend my gratitude to the board and let them 
know that I’m excited to get to work with the executive management team.” 

“Will do.  Congratulations Tony.”  
 That night after he left the office, Tony headed to one of his favorite 
hangouts, The Golden Lion, to meet Lucas for a celebratory drink.  It was a trendy 
gastro-pub on the Lower East Side that catered to the many stockbrokers and other 
professionals that sought refuge in whiskey or beer after a long day at the office.   
 By the time Tony arrived, Lucas was already propped up on a stool at the bar, 
hovering over a half empty glass. 
 “Lucas, how ya been buddy?” Tony said as he plopped down on the next stool 
over. 
 “Well if it isn’t the man of the hour.  Here’s to you, Tony, you deserve it.” 
 “Thanks, and thanks again for your advice on the Shadows deal.” 
 “Anytime.  Word around the office is that you got them a crazy contract.” 
 “Yeah, they ended up signing with NEA, but not before we forced the label’s 
hand and made them take out the provision that gave them final control over what 
tracks the band records and which ones make the album. 
 “Good deal, sounds like you got them everything they wanted.”  When the 
bartender strolled over to check on them, Lucas bought a round for the two of them 
before delving back into conversation 
 “Tony, do you mind if I ask you a personal question?” 
 “Go ahead, shoot.” 
 “Since I’ve known you, you’ve always been good to me.  Yet in the office, 
you’ve been known to be sort of a dick at times?  What’s up with the good guy bad 
guy routine?” 
 “All in all, it comes down to initiative and accountability. Growing up, my 
father had plenty of money, but I was never given any handouts.  I worked my ass 
off to get good grades, in high school then in college, then in law school, all before I 
was 25.  My father taught me from a young age that the keys to success in life are 
hard work and an unrelenting will to succeed.  I’ve held those words close to me 
throughout everything I’ve done in life.  I’ve always been my own toughest critic, 
which has led me to expect nothing short of perfection from myself.   
 As you well know, in this business, respect is earned, not given.  While I don’t 
hold my employees to the same rigorous standards I apply to myself, I expect 
everyone to give 100% all the time.  Take my assistant Lisa for example.  Since she’s 
started with me, she’s done her best every day to get better and better at her job.  
Now, half the time she knows what I need before I even know I need it.  

 On the other hand, if one of my agents is not pulling their weight, I’m going 
to call them out on it.  One weak link can break the entire chain.  I didn’t work this 
hard to get where I am to run a sinking ship, or one that can barely move on its own 
power.” 

“Fair enough Tony, well said. Cheers.” 
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i Adapted from the sample selection clause included in section 5 of “The Business of 
Urban Music: A Practical Guide to Achieving Success in the industry, From Gospel to 
Funk to R&B to Hip Hop.”  James Walker,  “The Business of Urban Music: A Practical 
Guide to Achieving Success in the industry, From Gospel to Funk to R&B to Hip Hop” 
ch2 (2008).    
  


