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 Pillmont News: 8/18/47 

 Funeral services are being held in honor of Mr. Penn, an advertising consultant in the New York 

branch of Pillmont, Inc. He was driving home from the office when a Pillmont Food truck slammed into 

the driver’s side of his car. The truck driver was unharmed, but Mr. Penn’s body was damaged beyond 

recognition. In memory of Mr. Penn and his service to Pillmont, there will be a cut in the coffee supply in 

New York to pay for the funeral. Services will be held at 4:15, Thursday. 

 

 Mr. Freeman, LCO (Local Executive Officer) of the New York Branch of Pillmont, Inc., was walking 

through the halls of the office building in a casual manner. Around him, business was bustling. Frantic 

men in suits of all types—small beetle-like men, fat men, tall Greek-god men—passed papers, reviewed 

advertisements/propagandamercials/declarationofnewlawintheformofthemeandcatchlinemercials, and 

punched away at computer keyboards. No one who valued his job was at the water cooler. No one 

dallied. Running a city was no small task. 

 As he continued to the boardroom, a lanky woman in a red dress with an arm full of papers 

intercepted him enroute. “Mr. Freeman”, she said, “the stats show that our margin of profit on coffee in 

New York is low compared to Washington.” 

 “So?” he asked. “What do you advise?” 

 “I’d say we cut the supply of coffee. That way we’ll drive up the price and have a greater profit, 

and we…” 

 He stopped her, “Babe, I know economics too. You don’t have to explain too much. Find an 

excuse, and do it. Now if you’ll excuse me, I have to hear Mr.  Penn’s presentation.” 



 

 “Yes, Mr. Freeman.” Her heals clicked away. 

 Mr. Freeman opened the door to the boardroom. It was a wonderful day, bright and sunny, and 

the room was flooded with it. Men down the length of the table talked with each other in 

indistinguishable noise. Mr. Penn was at one end of the table making sure the projector was in order. Mr. 

Freeman made his way to the head of the table and sat down. Mr. Penn looked up and, seeing Mr. 

Freeman, got in front of the room. 

 “Everyone,” he said with a loud voice, “if you could please quiet down, I’d like to begin my 

marketing report. Please people.” The sound settled, and all eyes were on Mr. Penn. 

 “Thank you,” he began. “But before I begin my report, I’d just like to say a few things about this 

company. And when I speak of this company, I speak of this society. And when I speak of this society, I 

speak of this world. I’d just like to say how impressed I am by how it got here and how it runs, like a well-

tuned automobile. It is a marvel indeed. It is a marvel how a corporation like this could arise from one 

nation, a nation who bodies ideals completely different than what Pillmont, Inc. practices: 

‘incorporated’,” he chuckled, “being a gross understatement. 

 “But it was inevitable, after all. I mean, it’s the laws of nature: the strong take out the weak. 

Except that here, in the corporate world, the strong get stronger, and stronger, and stronger. The old 

United States, with its crazed, unmanaged, unregulated market was the perfect parent, the perfect 

spawning point, for a monster. ‘Decentralized’: what a misnomer. ‘Decentralized’ always leads to 

centralized. It is natural for an uncontrolled market to lead to a monopolized market controlled by one 

oligarchy, and for that company to bleed into other markets and monopolize them as well, until the 

entire market, which was pushing for decentralization and ‘freedom’, finds itself under a totalitarian 

conglomerate of interests, all pursuing the god of Profit. 
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 “It was only natural for the market to assimilate the US government, since it was cornered by the 

great monopoly. And with it fell NAFTA, and it too was assimilated into the great North American Empire 

that is Pillmont, Inc. Who could stand to a united North America? The Caribbean couldn’t. They were 

assimilated. South America couldn’t. It was assimilated. Europe couldn’t. It was assimilated. Africa was 

enslaved, the Middle East subdued, the Russians conquered, the Chinese starved, the world united—or 

forced into one great big merger. 

 “Congratulations, Mr. Rolland, our CEO and glorious leader! Congratulations, Mr. Freeman,” Mr. 

Penn said as he stared into the eyes of Mr. Freeman, like a wolf challenging the pack leader, “our local 

executive officer! Congratulations, Pillmont! Congratulations, Pillmont, for solving the world’s economic 

problems. No longer is their social stratification; everyone’s now poor. No longer is there job 

outsourcing: everyone works dirt cheap, not just the Chinese. No dependency on foreign oil, since 

‘foreign’ is an old term from a lost world. There is only Pillmont Oil, Pillmont Coal, Pillmont Tech, Pillmont 

Wood and so on, all indistinguishable from the former States, since the corporate branches have so 

much influence in a given area that they are on the map with a given territory. And above all, 

congratulations, Mr. Pullman: what a great business venture you’ve created.” 

 The natural crescendo in Mr. Penn's voice dropped to a low growl. “But despite the greatest 

achievements in corporate history, with Pillmont stock priceless and dividends paid in special statuses in 

the global corporate society, we still have not pleased the god of Profit. Despite transforming the land of 

the free and the home of the brave and liberalism into a great oligarchy, our CEO and the Local 

Executives are not rich enough. So, all things unprofitable are eliminated. Call it the greatest corporate 

cost cut in history. That is our company’s true motto: ‘All in the name of Profit’. ‘In the name of Profit’, 

we must cut the supply of carrots in Las Vegas. ‘In the name of Profit’, we must reduce the training of 

medical practitioners. ‘In the name of Profit’, we must increase prices to unbearable amounts even 



 

though there is no shortage. And ‘in the name of Profit’, men may be murdered. We’d never mention 

‘Profit’ in our television ads, next to the beautiful women with the company theme song and the 

Pillmont logo. It is our secret motto, hidden behind ‘In the name of Service’.” 

 Mr. Penn paused, and looked down at the floor. He huffed, looked up, and continued. “But I 

must confess that I have committed blasphemy. I don’t believe as reverently as you men here in this 

board room in Profit. I have other gods. I believe in the god ‘Liberty’. I believe in the god ‘Equality’. I 

believe in the god ‘Service’. And I will respect my gods by leaving this religion. I will not worship ‘Profit’. I 

will respect my conscience. I don’t believe that I will change the world. But I won’t be involved with the 

rape of humanity any longer. 

 “So here is my presentation,” Penn said as he turned on the projector. “It’s my resignation. You 

will find a copy on my desk. I've already cleaned out my office.” And with that, he left the boardroom. 

 There was a deafening silence in the boardroom. All the men in suits looked to Mr. Freeman, 

who was sitting silently, without a word, without a sound, without expression. After a period, he spoke. 

“Mr. Penn is a very bold man. He has some very convincing ideas. In a way, I kind of like him. He is very 

ambitious, and could have climbed the ladder to have replaced me someday. 

 “But the man is unprofitable. And as he so put it, we must serve the god of Profit.” Mr. Freeman 

stood up, adjusted his suit and tie, his face unchanging, and left the quiet boardroom. 


