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Letter fom the Editor:

it production schedule. I had adapted, flipped and reversed, my original stage direction notes from the ;¥
“ha Musical into a screenplay in about 25 minutes - then I took the whole project to the next level by runnmgf
%' o everything through spellcheck. I was surprised at how much I liked the suggestions this computer i f&#*'§

ct% algorerythum had made. The followmg week we ﬁlmed the entire movie in one day using cutouts of theé -

|Bla1r and D. Lazer and dubbed it on top the footage while playing the Silk Stalkings' theme over and over
heY in the background The final step was toadda fade in at the begmnmg of the movie and end it all with a "

Hollywood, Talk Soup, The Red Green Show, Good Things Utah and of course handed a few out at the @
mall. Well, somehow Byron Allen was at that mall and he liked what he saw me because he put me on hisf
show, "Entertainers with Byron Allen"! In all fairness to Allen, I had slipped the cover of MVP2: Most
Vertical Primate over the VHS tape I gave him of my movie which may be why he agreed to have me on &
the show, but by the time he realized it, it was too late - we had filmed everything! He was pretty angry, but
said he will probably air the episode anyway if he can get UPN to buy it. [ hope they do and it gets aired [
after a rerun of Star Trek Voyager - that m frlends is when you know ou ve made it in The Busmess |

= I
-Tony, Editor in Chlef @

e "N
i aoar o M
:Letter From The Associate Editor: '~
ENAY 6022 7 @EEEA
Thls is the unofficial "Awkward Issue.” Why? Well, The
cover is primarily a screenshot of E. Blair on "The
¥ Awkward Hour", Doomlazer attempts to scare the grammar
out of you, and E. Blair tries to teach you how to cook. Not M
awkward enough yet? How about "The Unofficial Awkward o
Hour Pre-Interview?" Forrest Gump? Affirmative action
forced a jew on us! The Milk Man prepares to battle The
Moat Monster! Comix! Haikus! Transmissions! Twitter!
And maybe, just maybe, something R ALJLY awkward!!!
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FREE BAGGAGE ALLOWANCE

For each ticketed passenger, US Airwa
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of three bags.
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Up to two (2) baas mav be checked free

with his status in life.
g mer rolled around and God decided to go on vacation, but he didn't invite Satan

wam - - e ——
) 70 1 S = -1 A ¢ T~ S
Welcome, readers, to the dark pit of despair 1 call my Domicile. Can | i i
, , : : . pour you a drink from this haunted half gallon of Rothchilds
Vodka? Plfease, hglp yourself to this plat.e of various cheeses. Yes, | realize that these cheeses ['ve set out for you —ggrated parmesa‘m and
Velveta, will be d:fflcu'lt to consume considering that I've not provided any utensils or crackers. it's rather horrifying, wouldn't you agree?
Now that you've gotten uncomfortable allow me to begin tonight's entertainment. Just give me a moment to crack open this Iong
forgotten tome and blow the dust from the pages. Ah, here we are. Tonight's first tale of tribulation is a story called...

%/

r Ahﬂ\ologs Pase

o
A

Satan's Fall From Grace

\4
was no ordinary angel. Satan was god's favorite angel and they were BFFLs. They did
everything together. They liked hanging out and watching movies or whatever. When they went to the club Satan would be God's wingman

(titerally, because he had wings, right? -Tony), and he didn't all that much mind going home with some fat chick if it meant that God scored |
a certifiable hottie, like Linsey Louhan. Sure, sometimes Satan felt like he was just God's sidekick, but he accepted this and was content [

Consider an angel named Satan. He

Anyway, time passed and eventually Heaven-Sum
to go with him because it was a fancy "God" vacation and there was no way Satan could afford to do all the stuff God wanted to do. So

instead God asked Satan to watch his celestial kingdom for him. Satan agreed and went over before God left on vacation to see what all

had to be done.
When Satan got there God had like an entire list of rules and things to do every day, but Satan thought it was still cool because at
| least it was better than staying at his moms house! God showed him the trash schedule and the recycling containers. Then he told him that
he would have to mow the grass every week or the condo association would fine them. God gave Satan instructions on how 10 feed his pet
cherub, and finally handed him the keys to the kingdom.
The next day God left for vacation and Satan went over and did all the things God had asked of him. When he was done these
things he just chilled for awhile and fucked around with the universe God kept in a glass jar on the mantle.
] Time passed without event for about a billion trillion Earth years until that Friday night. Earlier, Satan had met a girl at the Stop and
God's place and had invited her over. When she called on Friday she asked if she could

g "L L 13 ’\/ | QN \/,\ AL\A A;\v A

Shop and was totally bragging about staying at

bring her friend over too and Satan said Hell yeah. - )
= The girl was hot, but her friend was even hotter. When they came over they were both total impressed and Satan was thinking ‘,, o
" some pretty nasty thoughts. The really hot girl noticed God's liqueur cabinet and wanted to start boozing it up, but Satan said no - God v 5

had told him to enjoy the house, but not to drink any of his booze.

The hot girl said come on, and Satan was like well ok.
They all drank of the alcohol and became drunk. It was pretty crazy. At some point one of the girls had taken off her top and was

walking around in her bra! That was the hot one, but the really hot girl was on the phone with her boyfriend. Satan put on some music and
was dancing with the nearly naked girl when the other girl started yelling into the phone.

She got so pissed that she threw the phone and it hit the glass case with the universe on the mantle. The glass shattered and
started to roll of the shelf. Luckily Satan ran and caught it, but the momentum carried him right into the Cherub's cage which, when

knocked over, busted wide open. The Cherub flew right out the window!
At that very moment headlights flashed across the windows and Satan heard God's car pull into the driveway. 4
s e L

1 - »

p at the end! Hehehehehehe-he-he he he. Sorry,
this shit? Sorry, that was

h, ’S'atan. Remembér it's not the fall that kills you, it's the sudden sto ‘ '
as just got me so high right now | don't know what I'm saying. Here would you like to hit

E HeHE HE HeheHE HEh he... Quite terrifying if | do say so. )
d right from the headlines of todays paper. It's a frightening fable | call...

S.I..D-S- 3nd N”‘C‘J bnding LateFees 1. .. Total PaymentDue®
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@Doombazer: Uh 0
about that. This weed h
the last of the pot. He H
My next gory tale is rippe
anmalivn

Past Due Amount .,

= s e

. Nancy was 19 when she had her first child out of wediock. She was a smoker and drank beer and continued to have premarital sex
while the baby came to term. Her parents begged her to get an abortion, but Nancy wanted the child so she could dress it up in fancy baby
clothes and not ever have to get a career. When the baby was born, not even Maurry Povich could discern who the father was.

. Th(_a reality of child rearing soon slapped her in the face like a pimp. She could never sleep because the baby cried all night. All it
dnq was shit and eat. Nancy had to get a job to cover all of the new living expenses so she started waiting tables at a dinner. The pay was
shit and she was treated like shit by the customers and when she came home the baby demanded all of her time. .

As the weeks passed, Nancy became increasingly resentful of the little sack of shit. She hated her life now and it was all the child's
fault. One night after work she went to the bar instead of going home. One drink guickly turned in to six and she drove home pretty
intoxicated. The baby was crying when she entered the house and it's diaper was full.

"Mother Fucker", she shouted as she stumbled towards a fresh diaper. "You little shit. All day { work and you lay in that crib and |
come home apd you cry and just just can't stand you. | wish we could trade places so you would know how awful it is to take care of you."

She finished changing the diaper, feed the kid some strained peas, and passed out on her bed. The next morning when Nancy '
woke up she could hear the baby crying. Her head hurt and she could barely move because of the hangover. She felt strange. She looked
at her tiny hands and realized she was a baby! -

) loud crashing sounds began coming from the other room. Her adult body came crashing through the bedroom door crying
Obviously it was the baby inhabiting her body. It had the physical strength to walk but it did not know how. As it wobbled around the
bedroom screaming an oif lamp that had been burning on the nightstand got knocked over setting fire to the bed. | forgot to mention this
earlier, but the story takes place in the 1800's.

lNancy tried to get up but she could only wiggle her arms back and forth a little. As the fire quickly spread, the baby kept screaming
and crying. It must have been hungry. Nancy was horribly burned by the fire. Her skin was bubbling and her brain was melting inside her

tiny little skull.
28%2 [ozal L1 18821

| HE WAS A GREAT
PROPHET.
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@Doomlazer: | guess you might say the Heroine of that tale acted like a big baby. Man | hope | never get burned to death. | want to die @
peacefully in my sleep the way my grandfather did. Not screaming like the passengers of his car. That's a joke my Aunt has told me like four g -
different times this year, but | think it is pretty funny so | shared it with you. Anyway, | better get back to drinking. Pace S8
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awkward did (; ;v;::aroe' met how 'rwkward was it, how e - F\:
j Why did you start prmtmg Chlaroscu. and w
dldn t you stop it? I mean, zmes aren’t the rage the
once were! Awkward O — ey W g

3 " D §
B8 ___\We started doing it for fun and we still do it because ’
erest in doing things just 2 )

it's still fun. I have no int
becaus they are trendy, fashlonable, or all the rage.

[ | don t partl ularly | ‘ .
y remember you being awk
i - The photographer was a humorless jerk th;ou hwl;rd
Gorder 1 believe ‘ &‘gJ
interview, and how
K in time & undo it?

what do you recall of the
o travel bac

Moreso,
much would you pa)’ t

P -1 remember havmg to go over to my mom‘s house N
" after work for some reason and eventually telling her 1 By
had to leave because I had a photo shoot coming up. |
thought it was a pretty absurd situation and my mom; g
didn't take me seriously I'm pretty sure. I rushed home &

and tried to get drunk before meeting you at coffee r
B garden. I remember that we fed you a lot of ™ e
M misinformation. 1 was a little irritated with shane * A
inserting himself into the picture & interview. He was

e. Some of my behavior was
for me that's for

does not mesh well.
kwardness]J |
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y sense of humor
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but not anymore.
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: -y 3 o 1 could feel myself about to explode into F o 5%
mhﬂ I‘!A I | 17 ) . 2= Gump when sze moved. She bgnt down an(c)irfsatl}n :t 4 og Lt
= I've never considered C“lﬁ.“‘{‘g ' , : her 2. $§E |
i A

& . came. She pulled a sword out of a duffle bag with her |

fe~ right arm and chopped her left arm off. The colors|: - }

szof were amazing. 1 came so hard I fell down. I just laid

' there covered by myself catching my breath for = - ‘

awhile. Then I remembered what had just happened.

€ My mind sprang into action. | pulled myself out of -
the mud only to fall down again./ (s i

' ‘sa that,
oy —1t's funny ¥OU B0 y lifestyle. (Well, I'm not 2 s =

" an important part of m .
< ?1‘:1:!?;5) Doomlazer and 1 thought‘ |t. would t;e ft‘:i‘::\yi St |
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® probably the lowest form of art and nitel
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Where are You taking or not ta ing Chiaroscuro?.When
you travel does it and its outrageous accommodatlons_ﬁt?
in an overhead bin or do you have to buy it an extfa%; /
seat on the ‘problem passengers’ aisle next to Kevin £ §

Smith? * 757 Ty ¢ e 7 Bﬂ

mith? © H 0 IRE et vE TR e
—Si‘}n\jl;si happy to have it up and going again. There,
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ths in between 431 & #32.#33 tooK § (/,4
Ausied 1ocs than four
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issue. It's more fun the more people who are |qvl<) tr'j,§"' | Ro i ‘ . e o
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g " arm and I responded by pushing her down and

n the emergency ¢ fm 6 foot 4 and
ually travels via st e ;
By . G = % fucking her. RN
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| trees were bending my way. It seemed a little scary, F
but I just kept reminding myself that I was tripping :
and everything would be alright. She gave me the

blankest look Id ever seen and asked me if I would }‘%5*
help her. I tried to tell her that I was there to help, but
| 1 have no idea what [ actually said. As I continue to
X tell you what happened that night in Forest Gump 1

-
n

the post office, but

mostly legs. —— i 8 fuck
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‘== what [ kept telling the policeman who threw me into

"= the back of their car without even telling me to watch ;

5 my head. My head still fucking hurts. My head hasn’t
stopped hurting since I was arrested. For assisting
suicide. She wanted to die and | had%pgtbi{l‘g else to

T N — Pl p S X
do on a Tuesday night. Where’s the fucking crime? |

— was doing her a favor. T was still chopping when the
#agspolice arrived. I guess a couple of horny teenagers
- 'saw me. Everybody calls it “Forest Hump.” 1 was just
S trying to help. N ] PR S
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I was wearing my favorite pants, the ones with the =2

? \ clothes off. I threw up. My vomit tasted worse than
) = the mushrooms did. The sun was shining directlyaon
& her. breasts like god on a preacher. I went right back
l to jerking off. I looked at her and thought about
@R touching her. Then I thought about more than just
Jexcusio touching her. She was standing underneath the
= (1) heavens with her arms raised into the sky. Greyyegs
3 7= clouds shifted around in the air and I was really clc‘)’sle.
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So 'l know thrs guy. He starts out‘hrs day smokrng METH. Every day he smokes a $10 sac before :
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josh, or ben, or greg, or Jeff out so we can lay down and relax
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U ’Pamc’f astranglmg 9 4t I woke up llstenmg to David Bowie:
ku zztown ml& awake three days. After sending out a search

)Ody, ic I~ m" party as an homage to that John Ford classic

| I}

J rshlﬁ %‘l ,h.ok When my search party came back ernpty han

) 'z Jetic a vigilante, but there was one Jjewish mythol
ia !iov T asle Monster »V\vllll’l'all his whmey, drain-plugging terror. It was time to get out of the dai
ry m - I . av

g Chlaro Lo f
ot The PCP would be well guarded, since it was cherished in th
othlng LIJ OnQ been prescribed PCP to treat that disease that causes

ch: " called stupidity. Luckily, if anyone could do battle w

¢ area as an inspiration to writing. The Moat Monster had
you you to think you have newly invented bullshit conditions, I think it’s

ith this dusthead it was me: the superhero dusthead known as The MilkMan.
- f First I’d have to deal with The Ice Man, motherfucker impregnated my daughter before becoming a successful bluesman. If the
E ac. | we Ice Man & the Moat Monster where in cahoots, no doubt a small army of thugs awaited me, too. There were only two things I

Wlth o w— S wis| hated more than thugs: people who pretended to be thugs ‘cause they thought it was cool and anything that gets in between me
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=y wma Even the maps this neighborhood are an obstacle, smce they re written in absurdist fiction. Local historians cla}llm t:hat

1S a d' b5 na'"cthe misused punctuation was a stylistic choice. Finding Moat Monster’s thugs was easy, they look as if they don’t leave t ;: dotl)lse g
nﬁ'!o;" 2y le 'much Next I’d have to defeat The Ice Man, I decided to take a break and stepped into a cantina; once there I was approached by ( :
;eﬁ““ = é, ' Val Kilmer, he was not The Ice Man I was looking for. He did, however, know the whereabouts of my foe; as well as some juicy§

g h s lan € Hollywood tidbits. 1 ordered a beer to dance while 1 shot at it’s feet, drank a Tab, and left looking for a fight. I was raging & L!

- because I couldn’t find a frosty glass of milk -ﬂlllw
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rsion on Thel
3 anc .y S:L'I"g‘mday | Telt 41 HIZE a few hours before I felt a chill in the air, it was either getting late or

dw
N anc d a round about for mix of jiu jitsu, kung fu, and
£ rtown befor walked aroun ked; yet they were easily subdued by my unique sequence Sl of jufmp cuts

but I defeated him during a nonsensical actio
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2k | customer, k the ice.” For his sake, I
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OKk. so I decide I'm Uonna bL up for a minute am way. I may as welll

grab a bite to eat before bed. Got nothing in the room to eat, so | decid
I'm gonna hit up the vending machine out in the lounge. With not just a
little hesitation, I scrape up a dollar in quarters out of the hmp of pocket']
change sitting on top of my mmmrdoe that constitutes my "rainy day"

JTIE

arrive at the vending machine. and now l ve got a critical decision to
make: Reese's Peanut Butter Cups (3 pack for a buck) or Hershey's wit
Almonds? I trace the row back and forth for a few minutes. and finally]
settle on a Payday. I seem to remember them being pretty good. anc
% withall those peanuts, they surely have the most nutr mona] value I'm
gonna get out ot this vending machme f
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There's no Ovon thlS muchme "l 0" is its own separate button hldden at
least a full foot undel my direct lange of vision. Damn! So what's Pl ?
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&, But after a moment, there is onl\ w[ence pumtuatad | by the brea}\mo 01
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