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01: Career Opportunities (The Clash) 

Publishing giant Sanford-Hall’s Midtown office offered an expansive view of New York 

City. What I thought was a smudge on the south-facing windows turned out to be the Statue of 

Liberty. The west-facing windows offered a glimpse of the Hudson River and the edges of New 

Jersey. Debbie, the administrative assistant, sat in the lobby and met me in the lobby on my first 

day of work.  

“This is going to be interesting,” Debbie said. “You’ll be Paul’s third assistant this 

month. The first lasted for two days, the other one lasted two weeks. Paul’s been harassing me to 

make copies so it’s good that they hired you. Hope you’ll last.”  

Debbie took me on a whirlwind office tour until the beige walls, brown speckled carpet 

and overhead lighting blurred into one unified vision of corporate blandness. All of the assistants 

sat in an open terminal called the pod—the  curved translucent green plastic walls separated the 

pod from the rest of the office. The pod was empty except for two assistants who introduced 

themselves as Astor and Harlan. I placed my small cactus and messenger bag on an empty desk. 

“Paul doesn’t want you to sit in the pod with the other assistants,” Debbie said. “He 

wants you to sit next to him in the managers’ area.” 

“Why do I have to sit over there?” I asked. 

“It’s easier for Paul to torture you if you’re sitting next to him,” Astor said. “It’s also a 

more efficient way to gauge how long you’ll last. Paul’s other assistants were ready to hurl 

themselves out the window after a day with him.” 

“Come back here after work and we’ll all go out for happy hour,” Harlan said. “Believe 

me, you’ll need it.”  
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Debbie led me to the managers’ area and introduced me to Paul Bernardo, my new boss. 

Paul was a tall man in his early 60s who wore his reddish-gray hair in two long braids past his 

shoulders. He informed me that my weak handshake suggested a lack of self-confidence and a 

lifelong problem with self-doubt and hesitation. As I adjusted the seat, keyboard and computer 

monitor on the empty desk to his left, Paul turned to me and asked: “Did you have scoliosis as a 

child?” 

“No,” I said. “I’ve never had scoliosis.” 

“Interesting,” Paul said. “Based on your posture, it looked to me that were let out of your 

back brace about a year too early. Are you sure you never had scoliosis?”  

“I’m pretty sure,” I said.  

I shrugged and moved my cactus to the right side of the computer monitor, a desert plant 

barrier between my new boss and myself. As I continued setting up my workstation, Paul told me 

that he had worked at Sanford-Hall since the 1970s and lived with his wife and youngest son in 

Hackensack. He mentioned that most of the people in the office were morons—Debbie and the 

IT guys, in particular. Around half past noon, Paul announced that he was taking me to lunch: 

“The other assistants were fine with this pasta place near the post office.”  

The restaurant was a block north of the office and blandly pleasant. It had cream-colored 

walls, bleached white cloth and a fake white rose on each table. Paul had called ahead for his 

order and his vegetarian lasagna arrived at our table before I ordered the fish special. I would 

have looked past the first entrée in the menu but Paul had snapped his fingers and told me that it 

was rude to keep other people waiting. As Paul ate his lunch, I sipped the tap water and watched 

the Midtown crowd wave past the restaurant.  
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“Are you married?” Paul asked. “I’m asking not as a boss, but as a caring human being. I 

won’t make you stay late if you have to come home and make dinner for your family.”  

“No,” I said. “I don’t have to make dinner for anyone but myself.” 

“I have a daughter your age,” Paul said. “We’re estranged but my wife tells me that our 

daughter had married that asshole she met during her college sophomore year. He’s ten years 

older but they’re at the same maturity level. I heard they just closed on their new house last 

year—now’s the time to buy. It’s so easy to get a mortgage, I’m thinking of refinancing on my 

house. The last time I did that was maybe four, five years ago? No, definitely four years ago—

2004—I called my bank after I voted.”  

My plate finally arrived and I changed the subject. “I’m trying to be healthier and eat 

more fish.” 

“If you actually cared about your health you would have bothered to learn where your 

food came from,” Paul said. “And you wouldn’t be eating farmed fish from China.”  

“How do you know this fish is from China?” I asked. 

“Tilapia is cheap because it’s imported from China,” Paul said. “What did you think of 

the Chinese Correction?” 

“Is that an editor in China?” I asked. I didn’t know what the Chinese Correction was but 

guessed that it had something to do with publishing. 

“The Chinese Correction was just in the news,” Paul said. He gave me a dismissive look. 

“The global stock market plunged after China and Europe released growth reports that were less 

than what was expected.”  

I shrugged because I did not understand why my new boss brought up the Chinese 

Correction unless the global stock market was tied to me being in a generic Midtown restaurant 
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picking on a dry fish. “Why is it called the Chinese Correction if both Europe and China screwed 

up?” 

“It’s called the Chinese Correction because the Chinese are our enemy,” Paul said. 

“They’re trying to take over the world. When World War III happens, we can count on Europe 

on once again being our allies.” 

“Germany wasn’t an ally and it’s part of the EU,” I said. 

“It doesn’t matter,” Paul said. “You have to understand that we’re surrounded by 

enemies. Everyone is trying to come at us, get at us. If you want to survive in this job—or in this 

world, for that matter—you have to strike first and don’t let your enemy go. Because if you 

blink, your enemy will come after you when you least expect it and gouge your eyes out.” 

“Okay,” I said and fought the urge to roll my eyes.  

Everyone around me had said that if you worked long enough, you’d have at least one 

crazy boss and Paul immediately fit that role to a tee. For the rest of the lunch hour, I chewed and 

re-chewed the same sliver of fish. Paul continued his rant about all of his enemies in the office 

and it became apparent that everyone, save for an accountant who was no longer at Sanford-Hall, 

had a vendetta against my new boss. Lunch dragged on and I counted the tiles on the ceiling. 

As I sipped my third glass of water and moved my fork away from my half-finished dish, 

Paul clapped his hands and announced that we were going back to work. He paid for our meal 

and told me that I should be grateful that I had a boss as caring and generous as he was. Paul had 

a managers-only meeting so I wandered to the assistants’ pod instead of going back to my desk. 

“How was dining with the devil?” Astor asked. “Did he take you to the circle of hell? 

That crappy restaurant near the office?” 
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“Oh you know he took her there,” Harlan said. “That’s the only place Paul ever goes to 

since he’s worried all the other restaurants would spit on his food.” 

“They probably have,” Astor said. “Do you remember how during the company 

luncheon, Paul berated the on-site catering staff because they didn’t make his grilled cheese the 

right way?” 

“Paul was mad that the grill marks on his sandwich were not in angled 45 degrees,” 

Harlan said. “He even took out a ruler and a protractor to prove it.” 

“Ugh,” I said. “I’m glad I ordered a really crappy fish instead of a grilled sandwich. I 

can’t have Paul ruin grilled sandwiches for me forever.” 

“He’ll be at that managerial meeting for at least an hour and a half,” Harlan said. “Let’s 

go on a field trip.” 

The field trip was to a dark conference room stacked floor-to-ceiling with boxes. There 

was a film of dust on the table and a red plastic streamer hung from the ceiling fan next to the 

overhead lights. A small path had been cleared from the door and around the table. Astor wiped 

the table and sat on the edge. She stretched out her hands and announced: “Welcome to Hades.” 

“No one ever uses this room anymore,” Harlan said. “They find this room creepy because 

Dan from accounting hung himself in here.”  

“Someone died in here?” I gasped.  

“Yeah,” Astor said. “We were so worried that Dan was going to come into work and start 

shooting everyone. But we should have known, going out quietly on the end of a rope was more 

his style. He hung himself from the ceiling fan during the office holiday party.”  
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“I remember that holiday party,” Harlan said. “They had an open bar but it was an early 

afternoon, late lunch party. They didn’t give us a holiday bonus like they promised so I gave 

myself a bonus with two bottles of Moët.”  

“It was more than a bottle because also had champagne in your water glass, remember?” 

Astor said. “After they found Dan’s body, you complained that you were feeling gassy. Don’t 

you know that when you die, your stomach fills up with gas and there’s a chance you might 

explode? You drink so much sparkling water and champagne that your body will probably 

explode from all that gas before you make it to the morgue.” 

“Regular water is flat,” Harlan said. “It doesn’t suit my natural effervescence. And 

weren’t you grateful at the time that I distracted you from the dead body and the EMTs? Paul 

was a spectacular asshole that day—he was mad that the ambulance parked to the side of the 

building so it took him an extra ten minutes to get back to his car after the party.”  

“That wasn’t the only asshole thing he did that day. The morning before the holiday 

party, Paul threatened to sue a vendor for being an hour late on payment,” Astor said. “The guy 

was delayed because he was recovering in the hospital. The guy was in some car accident and his 

wife died but Paul told him that if he didn’t pay within an hour, he would show him what sorry 

really feels.”  

“Paul went out of his way to get approval from upper-management and the legal 

department to send this formal-looking letter by courier. I saw the invoice for the courier 

service—it was more than what the guy owed but Paul had to have his say,” Harlan said. “So the 

guy showed up at the lobby all bandaged up and still had his crutches. He had a friend carry a 

large jar of coins for Paul to count. We all got a laugh about it behind Paul’s back especially 

since he was so pissed.” 
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After Harlan and Astor re-enacted the holiday party hanging, we walked to a large 

windowless room that had a large LED sign that announced we had entered the realm of the IT 

department. Harlan and I stood in the doorway while Astor chatted with a gangly redhead who 

wore her hair in dreadlocks. Corbin, the IT guy, sneered at me before he turned back to his 

computer monitor. 

“Astor and Marcy used to be in the same band,” Harlan said, “but human resources sort 

of forced them to disband because Paul thought the band’s name, Send For Hell, sounded too 

much like Sanford-Hall and complained about it. Astor asked me to be the vocalist but she wants 

to see if Marcy will come back as the drummer.” 

“I remember you know—you’re Paul’s minion,” Corbin suddenly turned to face us. “Are 

you here to spy on us? Report back to your boss?”  

“No,” I said. “I’m Paul’s assistant but I’m not his minion.” 

“Whatever,” Corbin said. “You’re the devil’s little worker so you’re not welcome here. 

And Marcy, don’t join another stupid band. I don’t want that Siobhan chick from HR coming 

around here again with employee rulebooks and codes of conduct.” 

“Whatever,” Harlan said. “We’re leaving. Grab three empty file folders, Astor. We want 

to make it look like we’ve been reading when the managers get back from their meeting.” 

I tucked the empty file folder into a pile on my desk when Paul came back from his 

meeting. He carried a large box full of paper and had a large, industrial-sized stapler on top. Paul 

dropped the box on my desk and tapped on the box. 

“Drop whatever it is you’re doing, it’s not important,” Paul said. “I need you to make two 

copies of all these invoices. One is for the office and the other is for my personal files. Make sure 

the original is placed on the copier at exactly 90 degrees from the edge because I don’t want any 
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copies to be made in an angle. Everyone can tell if you’re off by a centimeter. Also, make sure 

that all staples are 45 degrees on the upper-right-hand corner of each paper—exactly a third of an 

inch from the corner edge. If you screw up, you will have to do it again—don’t you dare use a 

staple remover—I hate the holes and the mark they leave on the edge of the paper. Oh and after 

you are done, stop by human resources and ask for an employee manual and a rulebook. No one 

will take you seriously as a professional unless you look like it so when you show up to work 

tomorrow, make sure you’re dressed business-professional—NOT business-casual. Buy a 

magazine and look up what that means if you have to.” 
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02: Boredom (Buzzcocks) 

Siobhan from human resources glanced at my outfit for a split-second and decided that it 

was business-professional enough for Sanford-Hall. 

“Paul’s had a complaint with every single assistant and employee in this company,” 

Siobhan said. “We thought he would have stopped after we used a photo of Willie Nelson’s 

braids as an example of inappropriate hairstyles for the office but Paul assumed it didn’t apply to 

him. Just do your job and don’t worry too much about your wardrobe.” 

We heard the ping of a new email and I looked down at my phone. I frowned when I saw 

that Paul had sent a request for coffee to my personal email address. “Thanks, Siobhan. I have to 

go. Paul says he needs coffee.” 

“Just remember that grabbing a manager’s coffee is not part of the official job description 

for assistants,” Siobhan said. “But if it keeps the peace in your department, do it. But come to me 

if Paul gets… out-of-hand.” 

I brought Paul a cup of French roast coffee from the machine and a packet of creamer. He 

took one sip and declared the coffee as burnt and bitter. He asked me if I knew how to use the 

coffeemaker. 

“Yeah,” I said. “I picked the French roast packet, placed it in the back of the machine, put 

the cup down and pressed the button to make the coffee.” 

“Making coffee used to be an art,” Paul said. “Now every moron thinks they can make 

coffee because they can press a button. Make this coffee again—and do it the right way.” 

I made the coffee again but instead of heading straight back to Paul’s desk, I took a 

detour to the IT department. While Marcy napped on her desk, Corbin tossed paperclips at her 

hair. He kept score each time a clip stuck on a ginger dread. 
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“What do you want?” Corbin snapped as soon as he saw me in the doorway. “The devil’s 

lair is on the other side of the office.” 

“I wanted to see if you had some saline drops that I can borrow,” I said. “Paul asked me 

to make his coffee—again—and I wanted to put a few drops of comeuppance.”  

Corbin smiled and handed me a half-filled bottle of saline. “Wait here, I’ll see if Marcy 

and the others want to add their eye drops into Paul’s coffee too. If we’re lucky, he might even 

get pink eye. That would put him out of circulation for a few days.” 

With a single cup of coffee, I gained the alliance of the IT crowd who had harbored 

resentment against Paul Bernardo for years. Debbie found out and she took up a collection from 

the other assistants. We tossed the break-room coffee for a large cup of java from the Tim 

Hortons that had recently opened near the office. Debbie told me that Tim Hortons is a Canadian 

coffee chain with unbelievably bad coffee that would effectively mask all of the fresh spit and 

saline. She purchased a dozen donuts and brought it to the managers’ area while I handed Paul 

his coffee. 

“Enjoy,” Debbie said. “And have as much donuts as you want, Paul. You’re right. I am 

unbelievably stupid for not noticing that I used a pen with bright blue ink instead of the regular 

blue ink. And here’s another box of staples for your stapler. They told me you were looking for 

the office supplies at my desk while I was at lunch.” 

As we hoped, Paul felt nauseous and took the rest of the afternoon off. I joined Astor and 

Harlan for drinks in a basement dive bar in Chinatown called Home Sweet Home. It was a 

cramped space decorated with taxidermy animals and an odd disco ball in the center of the room. 

We washed the cheap roast pork dish from the stand down the street with dollar beers. We 

laughed about Paul’s mishaps and made bets on how long he would be out of commission. 
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“I had a weird dream last night,” Astor said. “I dreamt that something happened in my 

building and we were trapped—like snowed in except there was no snow. Maybe there was toxic 

fumes outside or something. But after awhile, we started getting hungry and there was no food so 

this rumor spread that one of the supers was taking people in the basement, chopping them up 

and serving people who were behind on their rent for food.”  

“Jesus,” Harlan said. “That’s brutal. What happened next?” 

“You know how I get headaches and a little cranky when I’m hungry?” Astor said. 

“Well, in my dream, I figured I’m too skinny to ever be in the running as a menu item so I put in 

an order for an arm and some thighs—they butchered the family next door. The super wrapped 

the slices in a newspaper and when I got back to my apartment, I salted and pickled the people 

meat in jars to preserve them. I roasted some for breakfast in my dream and they were actually 

pretty good. So I got to thinking… if that happens and we’re stuck in the office, who would you 

eat and why?”  

 “Well you would think that my first target to kill would be Paul—but I hate him so much 

that I don’t want any part of him. I would be into torturing him though,” I said.  

“That’s not an answer,” Astor said. “Who would you eat?”  

“That Steve dude from accounting,” Harlan said. “He’d be easy to take down and would 

provide meat for weeks.”  

“No, he won’t,” Astor said. “Steve’s all fat—sure, you can render enough fat for cooking, 

but despite that girth, he’s all blub, no meat. You’d just get nauseous and starve after a day if 

that’s your plan.”  

“I’d cannibalize Veal,” I said. “That short chick they just hired in editorial. The one I 

thought was in the office for Take your Daughter to Work Day.”  
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“Oh,” Harlan said. “I heard about that. She does not like you. And her name is Annabel, 

not Veal.”  

“She’d be so terrified right now if she found out you’ve thought about cannibalizing her,” 

Astor said. “But I like this. We should make a list of people in the office who we would eat and 

why.” 

“Did you know human meat is called long pig?” I said. 

“That’s disgusting,” Astor said. “Let’s promise that in a life-or-death situation, we won’t 

cannibalize one another.”  

“Deal,” Harlan and I said in unison. We shook hands and finished our beers. 
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03: Rawhead and Bloody Bones (Siouxsie and the Banshees) 

Paul announced via email that he was taking the rest of the week off. Since my manager 

was not around to scrutinize and criticize every single move I made, I finished my daily tasks an 

hour before lunch. Astor and Harlan were both engrossed in their projects and the managers were 

all in a three-hour meeting. Corbin stopped by my desk with a laptop. 

“Marcy heard from Astor that you used to be a cartoonist,” Corbin said. “This thing is 

ancient and I was about to chuck it since Sanford-Hall no longer uses it, but it has a copy of 

Adobe Flash CS3 if you want it.” 

“Sure,” I said. “I’m not busy so I’ll play with it since I haven’t used Flash in years. It’s 

probably more productive than me looking up Wikipedia articles about Paul Bernardo.” 

“Paul has a Wikipedia article about him?” Corbin asked. “He’s not famous.” 

“No, not Sanford-Hall’s Paul Bernardo. Apparently there’s this guy who is also named 

Paul Bernardo and he’s one of Canada’s most infamous serial killers. He and his wife, Karla 

Homolka, were known as the Barbie and Ken killers.”  

Corbin walked away but not before he invited me to his boyfriend’s theater performance. 

I declined but said I would make it for a future performance. I had a spark of inspiration and 

wanted him to leave. I grabbed the cannibal list that Astor and Harlan and I had made at Home 

Sweet Home and made a list of characters. I sketched a series of office backgrounds for the 

cartoon and took inspiration from the world of Sanford-Hall around me. 

I drew the conference room where some accountant named Dan had hung himself. The 

lynched body in my cartoon oversaw a graveyard of files and paperwork. Coffee cups were 

placed below the dead body and blood dripped into the drinks. I grabbed an image of Willie 

Nelson from Google Images and superimposed it against a staff photo of Paul and created a 
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cartoon character I called Saul Bernardino. In the cartoon, Saul Bernardino was a cannibalistic 

serial killer who killed people by stabbing them with a large industrial stapler—always in an 

angle of 45 degrees.  

I looked around and made sure the managers’ area was still empty and leaned towards the 

laptop to record the voices for the cartoon. I added other characters—Debbie became Bettie, the 

gossipy administrative assistant with a giant ear for a face, Astor and Harlan became Astoria and 

Harlem, a pair of anthropomorphic vultures that feasted on “long pig” or the managerial staff. 

The real Corbin had thinned hair and a thick neck so I drew him as an anthropomorphic snapping 

turtle named Bytes.  

“We need to hide in the conference rooms!” as Astoria flapped her wings, she whipped 

Harlem. “Saul will eat us alive!” 

“We have some time,” Bytes said languorously. “Saul is currently feasting on the inmates 

from the Chinese Correction.”  

I drew a group of Chinese political prisoners but remembered that Paul Bernardo and 

Karla Homolka were known as the Barbie and Ken killers, so I redrew the sacrificial characters 

to look younger. For thirty-seconds, the Saul character feasted on the arms of small children. 

Bettie brought a blood-tainted coffee cup to Saul. As he chugged his coffee, blood dripped from 

the edges of Saul’s mouth and he screamed. 

“I feast on the bones of Stanford-Hell!” Saul yelled as he beat on his chest. “I am the 

corporate cannibal.”  

I skipped out of happy hour with Astor and Harlan. I continued working on my cartoon 

until past midnight when I realized I had not eaten since lunch. As I warmed a frozen dinner in 

the microwave, I debated about where to show my Corporate Cannibal cartoon. The file was too 
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large to be sent as an email attachment so I uploaded it to YouTube. No one ever bothered to 

subscribe or look at my YouTube videos so I didn’t bother to make it private—besides, the 

microwave beckoned me. I immediately fell asleep after I finished my midnight snack. 
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04: We Used To Be Friends (Dandy Warhols) 

The next day, I already forgot that Corporate Cannibal was on YouTube. Paul was still 

absent from the office so I joined Astor and Harlan on an extended lunch break in an odd little 

eatery that Debbie recommended—a Peruvian food stand located in an elevator shaft around 47
th

 

Street. I examined the green spaghetti next to the pork. I ordered the dish without know what it 

was because pernil de verde sounded so festive. Astor checked emails on her phone as she 

picked the potatoes in her ocopa—the verdant sauce made my green spaghetti look bland in 

comparison. Astor frowned, looked up at me and then stared at her screen.  

“Holy shit,” Astor said. “Did you see this?”  

“See what?” I asked. I tilted my head to look at her screen and my heart sank. The blog 

Goddamn Gotham had linked to my Corporate Cannibal cartoon in YouTube. “Oh shit…” 

“They named you in this cartoon. A lot of the comments in Goddamn Gotham figured out 

this is about Sanford-Hall,” Astor said. “And the video had gone viral—it was just picked up by 

NY1, Buzzfeed and Gawker Media.” 

“Shit.” It was all I could say.  

“Shit is right,” Astor said. “I just got an email from my supervisor. Apparently Paul is 

livid and found out about this—and he’s not even in the office! You may want to eat even more 

slowly because I don’t think you’re going to want to come back to the office after this.”  

“I want to see this cartoon,” Harlan said. “Stream it so we can watch it.” 

“The site is not loading,” Astor said. “And the page just shut down. There’s too much 

traffic on the website.” 

 “You don’t look good,” Harlan said to me. “You look like you’re about to puke.” 
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I was silent. I knew I was greener than all of our meals combined. I remembered Astor 

and Harlan’s comments about Paul’s litigation-happy nature from my first day of work and knew 

that the ticking clock on the wall marked my impending doom. I was glad that Astor and Harlan 

were unable to stream Corporate Cannibal because for those brief moments, they were still my 

friends. 

*** 

Debbie met us at the elevator with a box of Kleenex and a pair of bottled water. Astor 

and Harlan rushed back to their pod to watch Corporate Cannibal while I followed Debbie in 

silence. She told me in a grave tone that pretty much everyone in the office has seen the cartoon. 

And apparently, Paul had called from home nonstop and demanded my head on a platter. 

Siobhan glanced at the screen I walked in the human resources office. She gestured for 

me to sit in the chair across from her desk and handed me a stack of booklets from underneath 

her desk. The booklet on top had a bright red cover and the words CODE OF CONDUCT printed 

in neat white lettering. 

“It has come to my—our—attention that you made a cartoon called Corporate 

Cannibal,” Siobhan said. “And it looks like some of the characters in your cartoon are based on 

your fellow employees here at Sanford-Hall.”  

I nodded in silence. I didn’t want to dig my grave a little deeper by accidentally saying 

the wrong things. But I managed to eke out: “It’s all fiction.” 

“I know it is,” Siobhan said. “I’m guessing that the Astoria and Harlem characters are 

based on Astor and Harlan. They’re gnawing off the face of the editorial manager. That’s not 

very nice, is it?” 

“No,” I admitted. “But it’s a joke… it’s a cartoon. It’s not real.” 
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“The other characters were exaggerations but this one character, Saul Bernardino, 

appears to be based on your manager, Paul Bernardo. And he is troubled by your depiction of 

him as a cannibal and a serial killer. He insists that he does not feed on children.” 

“It’s not about Paul Bernardo, my boss,” I lied. “It’s about Paul Bernardo, the Canadian 

serial killer. Look it up—he’s a real person.”  

“I’ll look it up later,” Siobhan said. “But it doesn’t change the fact that this violates the 

employee code of conduct. Here it is, you should have read it when you were first hired. 

Management is currently reviewing the situation but personally, I want you to know that I would 

normally support all of your creative endeavors—but this reflects really badly on our company. 

And as you may well know, the publishing industry is going through trying times at the moment 

and Sanford-Hall did not need this type of publicity. Our public relations manager received a call 

from Stanford University and there is a concern that Stanford would sue us because you used 

their name in a defamatory manner—they didn’t care for Stanford-Hell being full of killers and 

cannibals. Do you understand the seriousness of this situation?” 

“It was just a joke,” I said. “I didn’t think anyone would ever notice anything I posted on 

YouTube. It was just one little cartoon… it was supposed to be harmless.”  

“We would have to discuss your employment situation in another meeting but you’re 

welcome to take the rest of the day off to… reassess your situation,” Siobhan said. 

As I walked out of Siobhan’s office, Debbie handed me a box with my small cactus on 

top. “I took everything out of your drawers and desk… technically, you’re still employed here 

but just in case you’re not… this might be less awkward in the long run.” 

“Thanks,” I said. My little cactus pricked my chin with each step. It cemented my belief 

that my working career will be marked with daily annoyances and a steady beat of pain that 
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would eventually numb me until I made it to retirement. I didn’t know what to do with myself 

after I got home but since I got myself into trouble through cartoons and the Internet, I avoided 

both. 
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05: The Drama You’ve Been Craving (P.J. Harvey) 

Corbin hacked into my work computer at Sanford-Hall and covertly made my name and 

Corporate Cannibal search terms. He explained that the rest of the IT crowd monitored my 

situation because it gave them something interesting to look forward to at work. Corbin thought 

my depiction of him as a snapping turtle was cute and his boyfriend agreed so unlike everyone 

else, he was a fan of my work. He also hated Paul so Corbin looked forward to leaking any 

information my way. I asked Corbin about the likelihood that Sanford-Hall would sue me. He 

said that based on the private emails going back and forth between certain people in the 

company, the answer was no. But Paul had said in at least a dozen emails that he would not stop 

until he had my head not only on a platter, but impaled and covered with stinging bees.  

A week after I spoke with her in the HR office, Siobhan sent an email that Sanford-Hall 

had made redundant certain positions in the company, including my assistant position. It was 

carefully worded to a point of awkwardness and I had a feeling that the legal team scrutinized 

every single part of it. Corbin had intercepted Siobhan’s email and he followed up with an 

invitation for dinner at his apartment. He lived with his long-time boyfriend, Mateo, a former 

actor turned caterer.  

“We’ve been reading Paul’s emails,” Corbin said, “and he’s pissed that his attorney told 

him he doesn’t have a very strong case. At least Paul is now the only one who’s after you. Both 

Stanford University and Sanford-Hall had decided it was not worth blackening their pans to fry a 

small fish like you”.  

“If you want free legal advice, I once played an attorney in a three-part episode on TV,” 

Mateo said. “Let’s talk strategy.”  
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I laughed but played along. Corbin rattled out what he had read in the confidential emails 

between Paul and his attorney. He mentioned a right of publicity in New York but admitted that 

he was not sure if Paul could assert that right since he was not actually famous.  

“I mean, he’s famous as an asshole in the office,” Corbin said. “But interest in Corporate 

Cannibal had waned and the Internet has moved on to the next pointless thing to gawk at. This 

week, we’re watching the Chow Chow puppy cam at work.”  

“What’s a Chow Chow?” I asked.  

“They’re those dogs that look like lions and bears,” Corbin said. “They have black-blue 

tongues and no peripheral vision. I drew Paul being eaten by a Chow and left it on his desk while 

he was at a meeting. It drove him nuts. He demanded to know if you had snuck into the office. 

Paul threatened to have you arrested for trespassing once he found you. Debbie told him to check 

for you in the heating vents and the garbage disposal.” 

“I remembered something from the lawyer script,” Mateo said. “Something about how 

it’s hard to claim defamation if something’s so obviously untrue. Like, do you remember that 

case when Jerry Falwell sued Hustler for some ad that made him look like he got it on with his 

mom? I’m sure Falwell lost because I celebrated that day and I never follow those things.”  

“Yeah,” Corbin said. “That’s why The Onion and Weekly World News are not getting 

sued left and right. We have a First Amendment right to make fun of whomever we want.”  

“Except for Paul Bernardo, apparently,” I said. “This whole lawsuit is so stupid. Did he 

really think that other people believed he was a serial killer or a cannibal like in the cartoon? I 

mean, if he was really those things and he got angry that I pointed it out, wouldn’t it be better for 

him if kept those things in the down-low?”  
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05: Dead End Justice (The Runaways) 

The Internet had led me to my doom and I was certain it would also lead me to my 

salvation. Since Sanford-Hall terminated my position as opposed to firing me, I qualified for 

unemployment benefits but I needed to save money so I researched the legal issues in my bounty 

of free time. I found Carolyn on the fifth page of my Google search results for “affordable 

attorneys that deal with creative clients.” She was the only one who dealt with defamation—the 

rest focused on intellectual property law or appeared too expensive. Carolyn and I had only 

spoken once in the phone but we had a good rapport via email so I hired her to represent me. She 

mentioned being a fan of unusual cuisine and suggested that our first meeting be at Taam Tov, an 

Uzbek restaurant in the Diamond District of Midtown East. I didn’t know what Uzbek food was 

like, let alone where Uzbekistan is on a map, so I agreed.   

Carolyn’s sleek blonde ponytail swung around as she spoke. “As I told you in the email. I 

think you have a pretty strong case. Prior courts have thrown out suits for defamation and 

invasion of privacy when it came to fictional characters inspired by real people. You’ve heard of 

Seinfeld, right? Of course, you’ve heard of Seinfeld. The TV show, I mean.”  

“Yeah, I’ve seen Seinfeld,” I said. “What about it?” 

“Well in 2001, Jerry Seinfeld won a case on appeal against Michael Costanza. 

Costanza—the plaintiff—had sued him for defamation and invasion of privacy because Seinfeld 

based Jason Alexander’s character, George Costanza, after the plaintiff. The New York court 

found that Seinfeld did not infringe on the plaintiff’s name, likeness or persona within section 50 

of New York civil code. Seinfeld never used the plaintiff’s actual full name or image except for 

when the plaintiff appeared as an actor in the TV show.”  

“Seriously? That’s really blurring fact and fiction,” I said. 
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“And this isn’t really relevant to our case,” Carolyn said, “but Michael Costanza was also 

fined for filing a frivolous action. Thought that might cheer you up.”  

“Well the chance that Paul could get fined does cheer me up,” I said. “But Seinfeld was 

famous, I’m sure that didn’t hurt his case. Did you find any other cases that might work in favor 

of a nobody like me?”  

“There was a 2003 case called Carter-Clark v. Random House. Do you remember that 

book Primary Colors?” Carolyn asked. “It was anonymously published and then they made it 

into a movie in the 1990s with John Travolta.”  

“No,” I said. “But this case also seems too famous to apply to me.”  

“Well it’s a New York case and works in our favor,” Carolyn said. “Daria Carter-Clark 

sued the author of Primary Colors who turned out to be journalist Joe Klein. Klein admitted that 

the president in the book was based on Bill Clinton—but anyhow, Carter-Clark sued because she 

believed the fictional librarian, Baum, was based on her. But unlike Baum, Carter-Clark was not 

a librarian—she was a site advisor. And unlike the Baum character, Carter-Clark did not run an 

adult literacy program and she wasn’t on a regional board for a teacher’s union. The similarities 

between the physical description of Baum and Carter-Clark were also minimal. And Carter-Clark 

admitted that unlike the fictional Baum, she never had a relationship with a presidential 

candidate and her defamation claims were thrown out. The Court also threw out her claim that 

the defendants were negligent and grossly irresponsible for not investigating to see if Baum’s 

character could be recognized as Carter-Clark.”  

“Can we just argue that the Saul Bernardino in my cartoon was about Paul Bernardo, the 

Canadian serial killer? And it’s a pure coincidence that the character had the same name as my 

old boss?” I asked. “Like turn back time on this whole situation?” 
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“We can try, but it seemed pretty apparent to everyone who knows your boss—Paul 

Bernardo—that the character was based on him,” Carolyn said as she pulled out a piece of paper. 

“I’m planning to quote this part when I write the motion. ‘An author of a book of fiction should 

not be held to the same investigatory standards as a writer of a non-fiction. Although fiction 

writers often ground their works in part on people and experiences from their own lives, the 

essence of what they write is by definition fictional.’ Isn’t that a great quote?”  

I nodded and tried to process all that she had said. The knot in my stomach loosened a 

little, though it did not completely disappear. “So there’s a chance I might win?”  

“Well…” Carolyn hesitated. “I was going to email you this instead, but I suppose I can 

just tell you about this now. There’s a case that’s not in our favor—Smith v. Stewart—it’s about 

a book called The Red Hat Club that was published in 2003. It’s a case from the Georgia Court 

of Appeals, so it’s not going to be as relevant here in New York.”  

“Give it to me,” I said.  

“Vickie Stewart sued her old friend Haywood Smith and the publishers of the book, St. 

Martin’s Press,” Carolyn said. “Stewart claimed that the book presented her in a false light and 

invaded her privacy. She also said that Smith’s book resulted in a public disclosure of private 

facts. Stewart also claimed it was a negligent and intentional infliction of emotional distress.”  

“It can be both?” I was confused but Carolyn ignored me. 

Carolyn continued reading from her notes. “Smith and Stewart grew up together in 

Atlanta. By the time Smith wrote about five lifelong friends in The Red Hat Club, she had known 

Stewart for fifty years.”  

Carolyn looked up. “God, I hope I still look good when I’m that age.”  

“We can all hope for as much,” I said. 
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“One of the characters in the book was nicknamed SuSu. Like Stewart, SuSu’s first 

husband died in a car accident and she removed a large insurance settlement. Stewart had a 

daughter named Mindunn from that first marriage while SuSu’s daughter was named Mignon. 

Yes, like the beef,” Carolyn said.  

“Yes, because naming your kid after a cut of meat is classy as long as it’s in French,” I 

said. “But filet mignon is a pretty good cut of meat.” 

Carolyn continued. “Both Stewart and SuSu became engaged to a man who owned 

nursing homes in Florida—and both men were secretly engaged to someone else at the time. 

Both had second husbands who had an affair and transferred their wives’ money to their 

respective mistresses. And here’s the kicker, in the book and in real life, both wives were 

awarded $750,000 in a court settlement but were unable to collect because their respective 

husbands had skipped out to Florida. So both Stewart and the fictional SuSu placed ads in the 

Florida newspapers to track their second husbands down.”  

“Wow,” I said. “Smith basically just wrote her friend’s life and changed the name.” 

“I think the SuSu character put up Wanted posters too,” Carolyn said. “And both Stewart 

and SuSu became flight attendants later in life.” 

“That’s a lot of similarities,” I said. “I guess it’s good I didn’t go full-throttle on showing 

how much of an asshole my boss is.”  

“In the book, SuSu was also a promiscuous alcoholic,” Carolyn said, “and she was “foul-

mouthed, insensitive and ill-mannered, a ‘right-wing reactionary’ and atheist, and a ‘loose 

cannon’ with a bad temper. I think that’s part of the reason why she wasn’t too happy about the 

book.”  
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“That SuSu character does sound like a handful,” I said. “Especially for a little old lady 

from the South.”  

“She sounds like my grandma,” Carolyn said. “Except for the atheist part. My granny’s a 

Bible-thumper. And hopefully my granny wasn’t as adventurous in other aspects of her life as 

this SuSu.” 

“I hope so too.” I said.  

“The book was a bestseller. Stewart was blindsided with all the similarities that the SuSu 

character had with her own life and she claimed that her lifelong friends and other people either 

ostracized her or gossiped behind her back. Smith told her publishers that an “acquaintance” 

threatened to sue her for libel so she cut off all contact with Stewart. Smith admitted that she 

used some details of Stewart’s life,” Carolyn said. “But Smith insisted that she was unfamiliar 

with Stewart’s drinking habits and that she didn’t know if Stewart ever drank in the job. Smith 

also claimed to be unfamiliar with Stewart’s sex life and all those things.”  

“Bullshit,” I snorted. “I don’t believe she didn’t know details about a friend she’s known 

for half-a-century and they both lived in a small town.” 

Carolyn frowned. “Here’s the bad part. The Court said that just because a work is labeled 

fiction doesn’t mean it can’t be defamatory. The judge said that the test of whether the work was 

defamatory was “not whether the story is or is not characterized as ‘fiction,’ or ‘humor,’ but 

whether the charged portions, in context, could be reasonably understood as describing actual 

facts about the plaintiff or actual events in which she participated.” 

“Well I made Paul out to be an asshole which is true but I don’t think he’s ever tried to 

cannibalize someone in the office,” I said. “But you said this is from Georgia right? So the New 

York court might not even consider it? And they won’t be bound by it?”  
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“No,” Carolyn said. “But here’s some good news—the California court in Tamkin v. CBS 

Broadcasting declined to follow Stewart v. Smith—that means they disagreed with the Georgia 

court’s holding. This writer, Sarah Goldfinger, met these realtors, Scott and Melinda Tamkin, 

when Goldfinger was buying a house in Los Angeles but the deal fell through. Goldfinger was a 

writer for that C.S.I. television show and she used the Tamkins’ names in an early draft of a 

script about a pair of married realtors. The show changed the characters’ names to Scott and 

Melinda Tucker when they filmed and aired the episode, but during the casting call, the 

characters’ names were still named after the Tamkins and they found out about it and sued. The 

character based on Scott Tamkin was a kinky drunk who became a suspect in his wife’s murder. 

And the character based on Melissa Tamkin died while she was handcuffed to a bed during sex. 

The real-life Tamkins were not pleased about that episode at all.”  

I grabbed my phone and looked up Scott and Melinda Tamkin in their realtor website. 

“Oh, they’re younger than I thought. For some reason, I imagined they looked like Mike and 

Carol Brady from The Brady Bunch.”  

“The Tamkins sued Goldfinger and C.S.I. for defamation and false light invasion of 

privacy. The Tamkins claimed that Goldfinger “hijacked” their character—isn’t that a great 

description? Anyhow, the Court said that the show was protected speech under the First 

Amendment. California has this anti-SLAPP motion under section 425.16—the acronym is for 

strategic lawsuit against public participation. That means California has a law against people 

bringing up lawsuits that is intended to censor, intimidate or silence critics and this goes against 

public interest. So the Court said that the C.S.I. episode is a matter of public interest because the 

show’s fans were interested enough to put up stuff about the episode and its ratings online.”  
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“I don’t see how being a fan of a show is a public interest but I like anything that helps 

me. Do we that in New York?” I asked. “Because that can be good for me.”  

“Unfortunately for your case,” Carolyn said. “New York currently doesn’t have an anti-

SLAPP motion. The California court also said that it was fine for Goldfinger to use the Tamkins’ 

names as placeholders because—and I quote ‘the creative process must be unfettered, especially 

because it can often take strange turns, as many bizarre and potentially offensive ideas are 

suggested, tried, and, in the end, either discarded or used.’”  

“So what do you think is going to happen to me?” I asked.  

“I reached out to Paul Bernardo’s attorney,” Carolyn said. “And she said that her client 

really wants to and she quoted him as saying he wants to ‘hung you out to dry in court and set 

you on fire afterwards.’ But I don’t know if this will get as far as summary judgment, let alone 

get to trial.”  

I remembered from my research that summary judgment meant that the judge would look 

over the entire case and would decide to dismiss it, make a ruling on it or let it go ahead to trial. I 

wanted the case to go away, I didn’t want it to even reach summary judgment with a judge. I 

hated courtrooms and always dodged jury duty.  

“There might be a chance that Mr. Bernardo would be willing to settle,” Carolyn said. 

“Do you want me to put that out as an option?” 

“I’m broke,” I said. “I have nothing to settle with in this recession.” 

*** 

I did not understand or grasp the full meaning of the phrase the calm before the storm 

until I looked outside my apartment window and watched my neighbors panic in the streets. 

There was a rumored food shortage on grain and a run on the supermarkets in my neighborhood. 
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The food aisles in C-Town were picked clean and the cashiers were sure that the Great Recession 

of 2008 would result in full-fledged cannibalism. I flinched at the sound of the C-word—I hated 

reminders of Corporate Cannibalism. I came home to a Google chat request from Carolyn. 

CapeCod_Carolyn: Hey, are you there? 

Me: Yeah, what’s up? Sorry, I just got home 

CapeCod_Carolyn: I have bad news and good news. Which one do you want to hear first? 

Me: Umm, the bad news, I guess 

CapeCod_Carolyn: Bad news is that a copyright infringement suit might be coming your way 

Me: Copyright infringement? For what? I didn’t do anything  

CapeCod_Carolyn: Did you add some lyrics as the background on Corporate Cannibal? 

Me: Yeah, but I didn’t put any music though, just typed in the words to that Barry McGuire 

song, “Eve of Destruction” 

CapeCod_Carolyn: Umm… the songwriter, P.F. Sloane still holds the copyright to the lyrics  

Me: But it’s an old song, it’s like from the ‘60s. And I didn’t put the actual song, just some lyrics 

CapeCod_Carolyn: Well, the songwriter, P.F. Sloan, is still alive and he has a copyright to the 

lyrics for his entire lifetime plus seventy years after his death. And an extra 20 years thanks to 

Sonny Bono—yes, Cher’s ex-husband. But since you only included the lyrics in the cartoon, you 

don’t have to worry about the song’s performers going after you.  

Me: Ugh, great. What else can possibly go wrong?  

CapeCod_Carolyn: No more bad news, that’s it. Now I have some good news 

Me: Great, what is it? 
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CapeCod_Carolyn: Good news is that instead of suing you for copyright infringement, Sloan 

agreed to give you permission to use the lyrics in Corporate Cannibal if you paid him $500 for a 

limited license 

Me: Seriously? $500? I only added one line in the background, five words and no punctuation. It 

wasn’t even the hook. How did he even found out about it? 

CapeCod_Carolyn: Corporate Cannibal was apparently really popular online. You should 

think about monetizing it 

Me: Monetizing it? Like how—have ads around it on YouTube or something? 

CapeCod_Carolyn: Oh wait—ignore that—maybe that’s not a good idea 

Me: Why? I’m looking up how to do that in Google 

CapeCod_Carolyn: In case this goes to court, we don’t want your old boss saying that you 

made money out of the cartoon 

Me: Why not? 

CapeCod_Carolyn: New York has a statute, wait, let me look it up—oh wait, same one I 

mentioned at our Taam Tov meeting—section 50 of the New York Civil Code says that it’s a 

misdemeanor and a violation of a right to privacy if you use another person’s name or image or 

photograph without their consent in an advertisement or a trade. If you monetize the cartoon, that 

counts as trade 

Me: Can’t you tell them I have a First Amendment right to expression? And don’t I have a 

copyright right in my own creation—Corporate Cannibal is my original creation 

CapeCod_Carolyn: Well yes, you do have a First Amendment right but the right to privacy is 

under the Fourth Amendment. The defamation claim that Paul Bernardo leveled against you 
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doesn’t have anything to do with copyright infringement. Sloan’s copyright infringement goes 

under the Copyright Act that is under the First Amendment, if that makes you feel better 

Me: There are too many damn amendments for me to worry about it now, tell me what I should 

do to make one of these headache-inducers go away 

CapeCod_Carolyn: Okay, I advise that you settle the copyright infringement regarding Sloan’s 

song lyrics. It’s a nominal amount and once you have permission—written, of course, from the 

songwriter, you can keep it in the cartoon. But the Paul Bernardo lawsuit is still on the table… I 

don’t know if I can make a magic wand and make that go away 

Me: I’m broke though—don’t I have a copyright right thingy for my original cartoon with the 

lyrics? Like I’m watching this fake trailer on YouTube where they put fake dialogue on top of 

movies but they’re still using the same film images. And I’m watching a Harry Potter parody—

how come those are still up and okay? At least my cartoon was original 

CapeCod_Carolyn: I would have to see those specific videos you mentioned but it sounds like 

you’re talking about parodies and derivative works—those are protected under their own 

copyright. Like if the derivative work is transformative or is fair use, it can get its own copyright. 

Do you remember that Pretty Woman song? 

Me: Yeah, the one where Julia Roberts was a hooker and laughed a lot and Jason Alexander 

punched Richard Gere in the face. 

CapeCod_Carolyn: Yeah, but I meant the Roy Orbison song—Pretty Woman. Think it was the 

song playing when Julia Roberts tried to go shopping in Rodeo Drive and the snooty salesgirls 

were mean to her in the movie 

Me: Yeah, I remember that part. What about it? 



Corporate Cannibal 

Jozenda Fernandez | Entertainment Law | Spring 2013 32 

CapeCod_Carolyn: Well, there was a rap group called 2 Live Crew and they recorded a parody 

of the Orbison song that was also called Pretty Woman. It had the hook and when their version 

starts it sounds like the Roy Orbison original but by the second verse they’re singing stuff like, 

wait, let me copy and paste this on: Big hairy woman, you need to shave that stuff | Big hairy 

woman, you know I bet it’s tough 

Me: Okay, I’m listening to it now. It doesn’t sound the same to me. Did they get sued? 

CapeCod_Carolyn: Yeah, I just looked it up. The case was called Campbell v. Acuff-Rose 

Music, Inc. Looks like it went all the way up to the Supreme Court back in 1994. Did you hear 

about it? 

Me: Ha, no. Before I got sued and started looking law stuff up, I thought the Supreme Court was 

about being on a really good level for a basketball game 

CapeCod_Carolyn: Well, the Supreme Court said that 2 Live Crew’s song was a commercial 

parody and protected as fair use under section 107 of the US Copyright Act. They also said that 

it didn’t matter that the parody song was kinda crappy, it’s not the judge’s job to decide if 

something is good art or bad art. What mattered was that the 2 Live Crew version was 

transformative and significantly different that it wasn’t copyright infringement 

Me: Yeah, I can see, well I can hear that. So you really think I should just buck up and pay for 

the stupid lyrics? 

CapeCod_Carolyn: It’s ultimately up to you but that’s what I’d advise 

Me: If I remove the lyrics from the cartoon, would that be okay? Would that make it go away? 

CapeCod_Carolyn: Unfortunately, no. I can float that idea to Sloan and see if he’s okay with it 

but I still suggest you save some money aside to pay for a permission to use the lyrics  
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Me: Ugh, fine. Can you tell them I’m like starving in a gutter somewhere? Negotiate the price 

down to something better for me like, maybe, I don’t know, free? 

CapeCod_Carolyn: LOL, I’ll try but don’t hold your breath  

Me: Cool, thanks, bye Carolyn! 
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06: Follow My Ruin (Röyksopp)  

I normally didn’t follow the stock market, the news or current events in general but in my 

funemployment phase, I felt obliged to follow what was going on since I was cashing 

unemployment checks from New York State every week. Words were thrown around in the 

media that I didn’t quite understand: subprime mortgages, burst bubbles and golden parachutes. I 

knew there was presidential election and that everyone thought it was a big deal, but what 

mattered most to me were my own personal problems. I excelled at hosting solo pity parties. 

When the price of petroleum went up to over $100 a barrel for the first time, I freaked out 

even though it had nothing to do with me. I didn’t even own a car. The financial reports on 

television were full of ominous red arrows pointing downwards. I didn’t have anything at stake 

in the financial markets and I didn’t have a mortgage but I did have a landlord who steadily 

gouged my rent. Everyone at Sanford-Hall had forgotten about me. Astor and Harlan had started 

inviting me to happy hour again even though I had no job to unwind from at the end of the day. 

Corbin became too concerned about keeping his job to give me daily updates on why Paul had 

been quiet about the Corporate Cannibal fiasco. I worried that it was the calm before the storm 

but at least I didn’t feel as alone since the entire world was going to hell with me.  

Carolyn’s updates on my case became less frequent and a month passed before I realized 

I haven’t heard from her. She didn’t respond to any of my calls or emails and I didn’t know her 

address. I had no idea what that meant for me but at least Carolyn had not yet sent me a bill. The 

knot in my stomach relaxed when Corbin emailed me out of the blue. He said that Paul’s most 

recent emails suggested he wanted to drop the Corporate Cannibal lawsuit because he couldn’t 

afford the costs of attorney fees and added stress on top of his failed investments. Paul was also 

behind on his refinanced mortgage payments for a bloated McMansion in Hackensack.  
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“I didn’t know he shelled out for a McMansion,” Corbin said. “I looked it up on Google 

Earth and there’s no front-yard or back-yard and Paul’s walls are touching those of his 

neighbors. I bet that drove him insane and the fact that it’s making Paul miserable totally made 

my day.” 

*** 

Later that week, I joined Astor, Harlan and Corbin for dinner at the Wombat restaurant in 

Williamsburg, Brooklyn. I would have stayed in but it was hard to pass up the Wombat’s $12 

lobster special on Tuesdays. My former comrades at Sanford-Hall gave me the rundown of all 

the chaos and layoffs in the office. 

“When they let Debbie go, she stood on top of her desk and recited that line from that 

Michelle Pfeiffer movie, Dangerous Minds—the one where she taught inner-city kids the magic 

of reading or something,” Corbin said. “It was the one that had that rap song from Coolio, 

Gangster’s Paradise.”  

“Don’t you mean that Dylan Thomas poem, Do Not Go Gentle Into the Good Night?” 

Harlan asked. “I remembered that poem was in the movie trailers.” 

“Yeah,” Corbin said. “Did you like that song? I liked that Coolio song.” 

“Just because I’m African-American does not mean I ran to the theaters to watch 

Dangerous Minds or listened to Coolio,” Harlan said. “And Dylan Thomas was Welsh.” 

“I preferred the Weird Al Yankovich parody of that Coolio song, Amish Paradise,” Astor 

said. “But Coolio got all weird about the parody song even after Weird Al asked for permission. 

I think Weird Al gave Coolio some money so there won’t be bad blood between them.”  

“Weird Al didn’t have to pay Coolio,” I said. “Parodies are protected by the First 

Amendment and the Supreme Court said in that 2 Live Crew case that it didn’t matter that their 



Corporate Cannibal 

Jozenda Fernandez | Entertainment Law | Spring 2013 36 

parody of Roy Orbison’s Pretty Woman wasn’t all that good, it was still protected speech. One 

good thing about this whole stupid lawsuit is that I was forced to learn things.”  

“We were going to wait until dessert to give you the good news,” Astor said. “You don’t 

have to worry about Corporate Cannibal anymore—at least, not worry about Paul suing you 

anymore, anyway.” 

“Why?” I asked. “What happened?” 

“Well, Paul had missed work three days in a row and upper management was not happy. 

Siobhan called his house and his wife said that he hadn’t been home since last weekend. I guess 

she assumed he had stayed overnight in the office. Anyway, they filed a missing person’s report 

and they tracked his car down to a side street near George Washington Bridge,” Astrid said. 

“Paul’s was parked near the C-Town on 183
rd

 Street,” Harlan said. “It had a full tank of 

gas and they found a suicide note. I guess Paul was overwhelmed and according to his note—he 

‘didn’t want to be taken down by his enemies.’”  

“Paul named all his enemies on a spreadsheet in a hard drive they found in the glove 

compartment,” Corbin said. “Sanford-Hall had me look through it and you’re number 74 out of 

1000 among his named enemies. And so they fished his body out of the Hudson and an office 

memo was passed around about a memorial service next week that’s voluntary for us to attend.” 

“We don’t want to attend because we hate him,” Astor said. “But we are curious about 

how many people would show up and if there’s free food. Would it bother you if we show up to 

Paul’s memorial? His body won’t be there. I think he’s going to be buried in New Jersey.”  

“You can show up to the memorial if you want,” I said. “It doesn’t matter to me. I’m just 

glad that there was an end to this story.” 


