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Shane Kuhn is a writer and filmmaker with twenty years of experience working in the entertainment business and the ad world.
In feature film, he has written screenplays for Universal, Paramount, Sony, and Fox, and he has written and directed a film
for Lionsgate. In the world of independent film, he is one of the four original founders of the Slamdance Film Festival and
currently serves as an Executive Board member of Slamdance, Inc.


A shameless product pusher in the ad world, he has worked as a copywriter, creative director, and broadcast video director
and producer for several notable brands. Kill Your Boss was his first novel.
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My name is John Lago, and I am an intern. I know what you’re thinking. Loser. Right? I don’t blame you. The word intern triggers many emotional and intellectual responses, most of them negative. But the response I’m most interested in is indifference,
which is probably the most common. Intern is spiritually synonymous with inconsequential. After all, any American willing to work like a dog for free is either desperate to make a career change or, more commonly,
too green to warrant financial consideration in exchange for labor. Back when we actually made things in this country, it
used to be called apprentice. Let’s say you wanted an exciting career in the animal husbandry or confectioner trades. You would simply apprentice with
a journeyman in one of those fields and learn from experience. Not a bad system. In contemporary society, as we sell our national
soul to outsourcing, work has become a compartmentalized system of nonsensical tasks connected by a robot oligarchy posing
as progress.


When you are a paid employee in this system, you are already a nameless expendable until such time as you can move up to the
executive level and get paid a king’s ransom to do absolutely nothing. Only then, when you have reached the height of the
leisure class, will you exist. Knowing all of this, you can imagine how low on the relevance totem pole you are as an intern.
Buried, that’s where. Employees have a better rapport with the slack-jawed ex-con selling hot dogs outside their building
than they do with an intern. An intern can tell his name to an employee a hundred times and the employee will never remember
it because she doesn’t have to. Making nice with someone utterly incapable of advancing one’s career is, put simply, a waste
of time. As a result, interns are the embodiment of anonymity and relegated to permanent wallflower status.


And that’s exactly how I like it. Then again, I’m not an intern in the traditional sense. Like a normal intern, I clock eighty
hours a week getting coffee, answering phones, bitching at the copy machine, and doing all of the shit work no one else wants
to do. What’s different about me is that I’m not there to try to make a killing in the corporate world. I’m just there to
kill someone. I’m not a fresh-faced young buck with big business aspirations. I’m an assassin, and everything I do at any
company is for one purpose: gain access to my high-value target so I can execute a clean, untraceable hit. And let me tell
you, brothers and sisters, there is no better cover for someone in my line of work.


My employer, Human Resources, Inc., was founded on this axiom. As I stated, interns are inherently anonymous in corporate
or big government environments. Perhaps more importantly, interns are also basically indentured servants. The lazy, entitled
employees of today’s modern workforce are loath to do anything that they either deem too taxing or simply below their self-appointed
station. Thus, the critical day-to-day tasks of running a business are heaped upon the backs of interns, like mine shaft donkeys
being mercilessly laden with ore. These facts have all been recently cemented in the annals of modern culture by our beloved
twenty-four-hour news cycle. Can you say Condé Nast with a straight face?


All of this is important to my work in the following way: in order to ensure the free-labor work flow is never interrupted,
the aforementioned lazy employees will ignore corporate security protocols (trust) and make proprietary documentation, private
records, and restricted executive areas available to interns (access). Trust and access—these are the keys to the kingdom when you are an HR intern because eventually, after you’ve gained them through persistence
and a solid work ethic—rarities in the corporate world—your target will trust you with his life. And that’s when you will
take it.


So, you’re asking yourself, how does one get into this line of work? The answer is that I didn’t choose this career; it chose me. I was what you might call a disenfranchised youth, a Dumpster
baby with pink slip parents, dangling and twisting on a merciless string of foster homes, pediatric mental facilities, and
juvenile detention centers. After murdering the heroin-dealing foster parents in San Francisco who forced me to be their balloon
mule, I got sent to juvie. After four long years while the court mulled over whether or not I should be tried as an adult,
I was approached by Bob, the CEO of Human Resources, Inc. When I was twelve he offered me a way out of what was starting to
shape up as life in prison with men who would have most certainly made me their community glory hole. The way out was to become
one of his new recruits and an assassin trainee. Of course I said yes (duh), and the next morning we were on a plane to New
York. I have no idea what Bob did to disgorge me from the jaws of the legal system, and I don’t want to know. Suffice to say
that Bob’s connections go deep into the brain center of the people who really run this country.


It may seem harsh that someone so young would be brought into a cabal of elite killers—and it is. But when you look at it
from their perspective, it makes good business sense. Interns need to be young to be believed or at least socially accepted
as interns. Our retirement age is twenty-five because Bob felt that after that age people begin to take notice if someone
is still working for free and fetching coffee for execs born in the same decade—and being noticed in our business is a potential
death sentence. Thus, in order for HR, Inc. to get a solid seven to ten years out of us (I started at seventeen), recruits
need to start young. So while other kids my age were playing soccer, going to school dances, and rotting their brains with
multiplayer gaming, I was mastering the pistol course, learning fifteen different deadly martial arts forms, and identifying
the myriad of areas on the human body that, with the right weapon application, will yield instant death.


By the time I was twelve, I was assisting other interns in executing kills. When seventeen rolled around and I could pass
as a man, I had my first assignment. And now, at age twenty-five, I am probably the most decorated intern in the history of
HR, Inc. Of course, that couldn’t possibly be verified, as HR keeps no records of its contracts, but Bob has alluded to this
fact many times, and Bob does not blow smoke or sugar up anyone’s ass when it comes to the notches we put on our rifle stocks.
Suffice to say that with thirty-four kills in eight years, I am an MVP with Hall of Fame stats. But you can read all about
my illustrious career in my new book. That’s right. Lady Gaga and Rush Limbaugh aren’t the only swinging dicks around here
that can land a book deal. The Intern’s Handbook, my memoir slash definitive guide to life as an HR, Inc. recruit, is coming out this spring. And yes, the Hollywood vultures
are circling my carcass for a potential movie deal.
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