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~ BY ANDREW ZAROULIS
It was a typical day, | woke up climbed down the ladder from my loft. Snook a shot of
whiskey, while my girlfriénd was in the bathroom doing her “girl stuff”. To take a bong hit or
not that was the question? | had just been granted a job at a relatively large corporation. But
) was recently let go due to my repeated tardiness and my own aspirations! And that
MOTHERCAT was quite alright with me! Maybe not the whole unemployed aspect, but the non
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Trader Ball Sachs aspect.

Those Mother Fuckers where dirty, and when | say that | fucking mean it! My Official Title was
“Conference Service Aide”. | made sure their meetings where picture perfect until the last
detail. 1 would set up and arrange their furniture for sometimes the magnitude of 400.
Facilitate food and beverage mostly, from Boston Deli and the Pie Whole Pizzeria and other
“hip” businesses. OnIy to be told to take it down and move |t one air wall over.
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I was fme wuth all that, it was what those dirty motherfuckers did elsewhere! | worked on the
i fourteenth floor. We had fourteen meeting rooms in which | would gratefully help facilitate
their board meetings. There was only one other male that worked on our floor beside me. And
i vet whenever | visited the restroom to dispense my morning fecal matter. | would run into one
of two critical hazards. 1) Piss on the only stall that was a non urinal and sit down. 2) Actual

Feces on the only stall that was non urinal.

R 5

”WOW" | would think to myself, as | was domg my morning busmess People invest millions of
4 dollars with these people, and their BROKERS can’t even wipe their own asses! There were at
o, » least seven floors of trading in this particular office. Each having both: Male and Female ;0”
€ restrooms And each floor having its own “Pantry” as they call it. >tr>12|
Which included an auto-mated espresso machine, microwave ovens, vending machines the 2553

# who|e butkust when | thought the bathrooms were discussing. These were even worse, this is ﬂ
|

“where théy ingested the filth they expelled elsewhere!

4= | would come by once an hour to check on the espresso machines. | would make sure they
machines had milk, and that the beans were full until the end of the day. Yet, whenever | came :
{ by to check up on everything it looked like a tornado had just come through. There would be
. Y- food stains and trash all over the counters. They even had a full time custodial staff to clean up |
HMUENLI, 5]l the messes that these traders made. Needless to say | took that bong hit and it was a good :
-_:r::';_-*:: one! | also just stopped caring about my responsibilities as a Service Aide. All in all | don’t think |

. ' am cut out to clean up after Golden Ball Sachs!
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ry 27th, 2011. I should be fallig asleep to Cheers. Gettin ' ‘
' : . . a few hours of's]
ﬁ?lsng baikl’to my gigas a pharm.acy tech intern. Instead I’'m writing another paragraphgéf “Dear TwitterSFeoiﬁ)oz:ef?sreI ’
S orr%/.th ve only cqpulated with one person on this bed. You are currently reading the long winded meanderin ,
_ heorryI ?hirﬂ?t }(ibsc?n;tlfrllstance. I decided, drunk and tired, that Pat and 1 should retire to the bZdroom I went dowﬁ on
» : she might have enjoyed it. She became insistent. She said it wasn’t fair. Sh .
= . 0 . . She attempted to suck i
e ge\:/lt g:;at but 1 was in no condition to cum. She was rough too. I liked it. I liked it a lot. Maybg Pm re?rlll:mgzji?lﬁt}llt' :
Eveexsmllx:jlorrectly ancjjl rapc;,tc} her. The bruises I had the next day would corroborate with that version of reality X '"IS
y we passed out. If you’ve never fallen asleep up against a naked girl | it’ Whe
e We woke up I gave her the worst fucking of her life! I cam ® Sligntly et eterable) Wher
” ! e on her stomach. Slightly better th ing insi
She cleaned herself off with one of m t-shi id i i Forc she decided that s b 10 o
y She [ y t-shirts. We laid in my bed for awhile before she decided
! that sh
a(;liltlign. IS;QO)illouslyﬂ}:elped }}1ler get her underwear on. The apartment smelled of cigarette smoke ;ei f?izsg i\(/)a%t
2 g patiently on the couch. On her way out the door she ti g i : .
e a.nd neely resl soney went in for a hug and [ kissed her. Her earbuds, broken
thught thﬂgslvere going to get better. [y

Week three of my pharmacy tech intern shit re’s a young wdmasl‘ee%on m
ouch. I recently lost nearly another week. Drugs sound like a glamorous excuse, but I’'m usually too busy being
dep.ressed to be glamorous. | feel fat in my old rock band t-shirts. [ must have finally hit puberty. None ofthese
. business casual shirts seem to fit either. To think that | portray myself as someone who doesn’t care about his I}
appearance... mck. It’s disgusting to be human. Capable of making mistakes. Capable of finding yourself lonel
P2 cnough to consider making another terrible mistake. Thursday night. Thursday night all of the VCRS played a s}}llo
g|! was pretty sure [ wouldn’t make it when Annie asked me if | was going. Gave a few copies of #36 to people 1%
gl thought might care. Shane seemed particularly cold towards me. Perhaps this will give us clues.... 've decided zhét a
wgb based conversation between FUTR KIDS and myself probably wasn’t going to be worth thelpaper it'd be [l ™
 printed on. To give this paragraph a sense of closure I’ll tell you why there was a young woman sleeping on m «
cguch that day. I often keep my phone off. Which is nice ‘cause I’'m not scared of the phone ringing bu? most of my .
. fr{ends have figured this out and will just drop in. I can’t blame them and more often than not | znjg’y the varied ¢, 3 w.
mlsadventures that follow. This time it was Annie and her younger sister Emily. When people show up at my do:rql B
¥ feel somewhat obligated to let them in. Sodqf_l{ike how if [ heard my phone ring I’d feel obligated to answer it.

e Feeling obligated is a terrible feeling.f'i»m _ R A %

% Maybe I just felt obligated to go through the motions after having sex with Pat. After she left my phone B
\73 rang. Plans were made. Not with Pat of course! Crystal! I seized the opportunity to brag to a married woman that I’d §
\\ had sex. Not with any last call nameless floozy either, just ask Doomlazer! He’ll tell you that [ was pretty obsessed i}
with her for quite awhile. Then I passed out. | spent at least two nights on Art & Crystal’s couch. I felt safe away . )
% from my phone. [ couldn’t call Pat or wonder if that was her calling. Eventually everybody gets sick of having me
t] . around. I waited until I was sober to call her. She’d left her earbuds and a broken bracelet behind. 1 hoped she’d
W purposely pulled a Costanza. I left a message. A few days later I was invited to attend a birthday party where some
people she knew would be and called her again. I think I called her twice that night, y’know just in case 1’d missed
\\ her the first time. After that party, which I think I’ve already described in previous installments of this disjointed jug? -
dnarrative, 1 called her one more time. I never got her on the horn. I left a few messages which weren’t returned. 1 P
 probably just felt obligated to feel hopeful about this potential romance. Obligated to talk about it nearly nonstop %
;while I was crashing at Art & Crystal’s place. Obligated to feel disappointed when she didn’t answer the phone. Just

 coing through the motjons when 1 gave up. |~ ¢ "

» - 11 i | /v prav i »
~d { Where was 1? Oh, right. Annie and Emily. Annie I"d known since we met before our college trip to London, &
gl - mily once dressed as Audrey Hepburn at a Halloween party and stole DoomLazer’s heart. They showed up and I let:
} them in. After the socially polite hellos were exchanged along with the industry standard how-are-you-doings / what- &
have-you-been-up-tos an ulterior motive was presented. [t’s important to follow expected social scripts before! 't
grevealing your real reason for conversing, people like that type of manipulation! Annie asked if a friend of her’s! '
d could come over. I said that if she vouched for him of course he could. He was a perfectly nice guy, he was willing to
Wl share his bath salts! I'm so fucking square that 1 didn’t take him up on the offer. I've also never smoked “spice.” 1
iknow, I know I should be open to all experiences. | must just be chicken. Pretty soon it became abundantly clear that
P'he was interested in Annie. When those two lovebirds were outside smoking I discussed with Emily the situation. [ 7
A oming together! g




" 10Ul
g

N

pjied apnpui |
SaNnixy -

4 3 ‘;:““' arcciinDy ANQO .
er day that I left you out of my hi

g about your story felt significant. | think y.
st fuck, but maybe after my first fuck. I'm

one, but somethin

ou probably fall after my first kiss__
and before my fir

not really sure, but | digress and theg;
| ¥ details are not so important considering I can’t evepn remember your name (I have tried for§ -
ol Weeks. . oh well). Anyway, the first time I spoke to you, yo i
0 talk to me for some reaso

) € you my number and over g few g
T 'weeks we spoke on the phone quite a bit. I think once we talked for like two hours. You seemed *
@) cool and according to your own description were quite attracti
We meet at an underage da

nce club called the lighthouse.
attractive at al] (revenge of the nerds is what came into m

ve that looks didn’t matter so m

» Diphenhydramine HCl

First impression, was you weren’t 3 5
y mind); but I tried to have a good time §°
uch to me, but in your case they did. =<
ick. d a fake butterfly tattoo on my breast
Jthat you seemed to think

it and you had a pretty obvious boner., | o
ward and I avoided kissing you a few times on the dance floor. Yoy £ 0%

Runny Nose

—ywith my mom watching us and d
L snake in a little tongue and [ wal
['W 8rown up [ was (which only ma
A 11 turning you down over the

| You were my boyfriend someh
move forward. [ am pretty sur

il remember your name); but w
“no wonder [ don’t |

N you truly know wha

espite my turning away
k away creped out only to have m

de me feel more disguised). The
phone and then wee

Y mom comment on how%é
whole event is then followed by
ks of you continuing to call me. Yoy thoughtf-
ow. Finally, my mom told you to quit calling and I was free to], )
e I blocked you from memory after that (hence i f
hen you popped into my head the other day the striking thought

ike online/blind dating.” Unti] you meet someone in real life I don’t think §
t you are going to get. | B | g
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Dick Bugs IlI: The legend of Curly's Gold
By @DoomLazer

Last time I think | finished writing about how | was in the emergency room, with bloody puss slowly coming out of my dick.
What a clifthanger, right? They insisted that | had an STD even though | haven't had sex in years. | had started to optimistically
think maybe I'd blacked out during my recent trip to D.C. and the Nanny (not Janice) that was babysitting for the people | was
staying with found me so irresistible after | passed out (watching 30 Rock together on her laptop (She said it was an amazing
show)) that she did crazy-dick bug infecting stuff to my dick (like possibly sex (or oral)). | woke up the next day on a potato sack
couch with rug burns all over my body and my friend asking me if I'd tried to sleep with the nanny (babysitter). | said that it didn't
sound like my MO, but maybe | had. | really don't remember what happens when | get too drunk to remember things, but I really
doubt | asked her to sleep with me after | lost consciousness, let alone force myself on her - She just wasn't my type (read: Kate
Hudson).

Point is I'm not a rapist or sexually desirable, but the ER didn't believe that. They gave me some antibiotics for STDs, which
kinda cleared up my dick shit for about a week. Then the symptoms came back and | was fucking scared again. At the ER they
had also given me a referral for a dick doc, what do you call them? Urologist, | guess. So | made an appointment when | started
backsliding dick healthwise.

The specialist's office waiting room was filled with all old dudes, which made me feel like | was really fucked up for having
something wrong with my Schloong (Leann Rimes) at the tender young age of Thirthysomething (1987-1991). A nurse did more
blood work (why can't they just call it taking blood? (probably because it doesn't make sense to bill $250 for a nurse to jab a
needle in your arm) and when the Doc came in he put his fingers in my ass and felt my prostate. It happened kinda suddenly so |
was caught off guard and couldn't think of anything witty to say. Later it occurred to me that | should have screamed, "Mahoney!".
Doc put me on three more weeks of the antibiotic Cipro and mentioned in passing something about a systscopy.

The extended Antibiotic treatment actually cleared up all my dickbug shit and | was so relieved to have all these nightmares
over with. | went to my follow up appointment kinda scared he was going to have to shove his fingers back up my ass and feel
around for my prostate but at least | was prepared with a joke this time. He didn't have to fondle my ass because It turned out all
the drugs and no booze (| wasn't supposed to drink on the meeds) for three weeks cleared up all my shit.

I was feeling pretty good about the whole ordeal while he talked about how healthy my dick was; said he just wanted to get
another blood and urine sample to make sure everything was totally cleared up. Also, | was a pretty young guy and a urinary tract
infection was pretty rare for someone my age, so he wanted to go ahead and do the systscopy just to be on the safe side.

| had no idea what a systscopy was and he was kind of evasive about describing the procedure. Turns out there is no such
thing as a systscopy, but those of you who are hooked on phonics probably already know that what he wanted to preform was
actually a cystoscopy. A cystoscopy is a horrible medical thing | could have looked up on the internet if | could spell worth a shit.

Doc said that they were licensed to preform the procedure at the office, but that they could not administer anesthesia and a
Cystoscopy could be quite uncomfortable (no fucking shit). He scheduled an appointment at another clinic and said that | would
have to have someone pick me up because | would not be able to drive afterwards.

This Cystoscopy thing was kind of pissing me off for a couple of reasons. First of all, 1 don't have any friends so | had to
ask my aunt to drive me to the clinic and was forced to explain to a relative that my dick had been all fucked up, but that it was
ok now. Pretty sure she told my parents, but I'm not positive because I've never mentioned Detective Doomlazer and The Case of
the Oozing Dickbugs to my Mom and Dad. Secondly, | looked up the procedure online and it turns out a cystoscopy is when they
shove a camera in your dick.

Well two weeks later, | went to the appointment and the nurse got me out of my clothes and into a gown. She asked a bunch of
questions and then some gold chain-wearing-anesthesiologist pumped me full of the best drugs I've ever taken. As | was falling
asleep | asked if | could have a DVD copy of my dick tour because | wanted to put it on youtube. Then | fell asleep while
counting, woke up bleeding from my dick again and had kinda shit and pissed the hospital bed. Waking up in unexpected
situations is nothing new to me, except that | never loose control of my facilities when blackout drinking and | hadn't tried to watch
Gilmore Girls DVDs while unconscious.

I pissed blood for a few days, but that's normal after a cystoscopy I'm told. My dick felt weird as fuck for a few months, even
after | had a follow up with the doc. He said everything was fine and that even though they didn't find anything abnormal he was
glad he put a camera in my dick and charged my insurance company several thousand dollars that they later refused to pay.

Nowadays I've mostly forgotten about the whole thing. I'm back to my normal boring life. You know, ! kinda miss having
something interesting happen in life, but I'm still fearful the Dickbugs will come back. | mean, we never even found out why they
came in the first place. What is to stop them from returning? Everytime | piss, | sniff for that bacteria smell and look for cloudy,
blood infused urine. | guess what ! should really be worried about now is the toxic house mold that is slowly killing me. I'm
probably going to end up like Brittany Murphy and her husband - but that's a story for another issuel!
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"« Does anybody remember
pleces‘7 I’m pretty sure it had “Suicide Jokes™ in the title. This was back when I thought the zine might not survive ke

my return to slc, ut. Which reminds me.... tell Chris Lopez not to read this part, it really isn’t aimed at him...
Trending Topic: #thingsthatmustgo : The whole SL,UT thing. I'm not sure if it was ever funny but it’s certamly
gotten old. What happened to all the t-shirts? That’s where 1 first saw it. On a t-shirt. That’s also how 1 discover new i
bands. Thanks Misfits merchandise fans! One time, back in the wood - that’s what I call Englewood, NJ I wonder if &
it’s caught on yet - I found myself interacting with a gentleman wearing a Motorhead t-shirt and seized the | -
opportunity to ask him what his second favorite Motorhead song was. I’'m no expert on Motérhead, shit I know very i
ittle about muzak, so it was partially a genuine question. He reminded me of “Ace of Spades”, the one Motérhead
song I can name (Young Ones, bitch!), and then told me that he pretty much liked all of their songs. I didn’t press the
issue ‘cause Janine’s tits were very distracting. My god. One time she came in to check the schedule or something
wearing “booty shorts” and a basketba]ljersey It was awesome. Another time she wore a buttoned up shirt that was
elearly too small ‘cause you could see her tnts in the gap between the buttons! Oh, Janme' ' T
*J S A ,
I hope you like music! 1 played that David BOW1e song about loving Janine to her once and lucklly didn’t
get sued for sexual harassment. Around the same time I considered putting together a short story compilation 1 began '
work on my “solo album”, I also took up painting for awhile but that’s probably best forgotten (Then don’t mention
it. - Tony). I called it “Insult to Orgasm” after one of my recent solo songs. The vast majority of the work on the' »
“solo album” was done by the rest of The S.P.R.3. and there were a few cameo appearances from some cool kids{:
who don’t talk to me much. It had some ver5 on it. There was that cool “Summer After High School” song made by
some kind of cloud. Later versions of the hypothetical album included that interview with Eric Blair song made by
one of the members of Qstands4U or something. If you listen all the way to the end I sung “Some Velvet Momning!"

b ao TR -

S O - B Vverified ~ ﬁ Security ~ CC Channels ¥ 1]

Q| Search

It had Rudy on it too! Whatever happened to that guy? I never should have loaned him my copy of Woody Allen’s ‘ g
: R 3
W
: ' 1SR
! On my way back to Utah I de<:1ded to try and write a short story that would be more appropnate for the “real 'Mc::-
“ writer” Bradley Sands’ lit mag than my previously humorously rejected autobiographical “I Am Not a Writer” piece | 3
Y]

PRL16)

I which later became part of “A Life Bizarro” as featured in the award winning zine “Negative Space.” Maybe I’m just
E terrible at politiking. If somebody told me that I’d be at least as devastated as | was when | was told that | just didn’t,
have what it took to be a telemarketer. After I finished the story, which | hoped would be accepted by the holy, .yl

bizarro commumty, I reahzed it had a lot in common with a]l of my other short stones So there | was shovelm0 the g

BIEL Ny~

| “I'm only trying to give you what you've come to expect Just another song 'bout single mothers and
sex Single mothers and sex, single mothers and sex Just another song 'bout single mothers and sex
’: OK you've heard it before, it's nothing spectal But it's a living, can't you see / I'm a professional”

(Does anybody still use that site or are all the goths on deadjournal now? Ifnot why not? Discuss.) by announcing

L the title and saying that I bet nobody knows why it’s called it that. | inadvertently created a situation for a one time ’j
 friend and contributor to Chiaroscuro, Bradley Sands, to look like an idiot or jerk or something. Good for him! He ® &
probably wasn’t even drunk when he guessed that it had something to do with my semi-recent affair with a single . S
ymother. Way to kick dirt on my face and guess incorrectly at the same time! Brad’s one of those people that I'd love
to be friends with again as soon as they gain the ability to apologize for lying to me. Oh, no! Not this rant again! |
understand that admlttm0 to having made a mistake could be perceived as an act of weakness Shit, you might even

e |’ ve poked a lot of fun at Angela Brown in lecent zines. SheJust makes it too easy She looks acts and

} Tholds the opinions of an alterna-chick cliche! But, I've probably been too hard on her perennlally smiling and

*nodding ass. Remember: Never show weakness to the enemy and the whole world is against you 'cause nobody knew

¥ the real you in high school! Her worst quality may be her ability to choose associates. Hell, she put up with me for _
f months! [ still don’t know what the fuck happened between her and Erik Lopez. [ know they referred to him as ; =

L EPOELL
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‘faggot” (I’m pretty sure it was meant as a pejorative t0o!) one time while [ was in the room and that a lot of these

= “underground” kids are mormons and that mormon dogma is pretty fucking anti- the LGBT crowd. Which I'm pretty &
rsure would make a few of S.L.U.’s contributors the gay version of an “uncle tom.” o ';; R :
(I ' o N N
o =L L =1 o L B TRrTe _’.&ﬁxMj b h . N
A, But, hey! A person’s sexual orientation doesn’t make them a good person or a bad person. Maybe he reall
*was a (insert your favorite pejorative here, a lot of people seem to enjoy the term “douche” or “douchebag”) if ==
anybody would know it’d be Angela she was like a sister to him for nearly two years I think. I don’t know why it T
would take her so long to figure out that she couldn’t work with him though. She replaced him by promoting Andrew
Qlassett. Sounds like a safe bet. He’s a returned missionary, none of that “faggot” shit, and supposedly pionbeered
ldahg’s punk rock scene. Does anybody know what that means? He’s less than ten years older than me and I'm a '
| fuckin’idiot! That’s a reference to the cliche about age and wisdom. Jerome, I1daho? The one time home of Nikki
: Sixx? Whatever. He smiles so much he can’t possibly be full of shit, or can he?, . - . ! .

W, AflanticCiivs 1 o A
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b Hell, I was almost done with my filthy(zinester) love affair with S.L.U. when Ange‘la‘ b“é:gaﬁ “éommunicatin

“Suicide Jokes and Other Cliches”

% couldn’t do until somebody else (Steve r.i.p.) came on shift. My bike had a flat. Fuck. I caught the bus down 21st t
trax and took trax downtown. | was too late to see more than Shane and the back of Will Sartain’s head. This wa
robably an honest mistake. Or, hell, maybe I’m misremembering part of this story. :
NN BT T \
: A\ Once I_Brougt a“gf)‘b&”ﬂdf my so-called “solo album” down to the S.L.U. office and Gla§sett said he’d rey
b it. Angela was surprised to find out that I made noise, to which 1 reminded her.that I’d already given her a cql. I':‘&“'.,’
\# suppose she was just being polite when she requested some Chiaroscuro back issues. Andrew was probablyjus.tu_
) ‘,‘trying to be polite too when he said that he’d lost the cd. Apparently he’d been evicted. Hgve you ever been evicted?
[ haven’t. But when 1 was told that I officially represented S.L.U. mag and shouldn’t get kicked out of any bars or : &
%= anything I did ask what I"d take to get kicked out of a bar. Angela assurr}ed that I'd know. Have you ever been 1<1c1§ed BPCE
% g out of a bar? I haven’t. Strange people, these “sluggers.” Months after either of us volunteered at S.L.U. (Suppm.“[ = CLT e
B | | businesses and drink natural light!) Andrew sent me an e-mail asking if I'd like to donate. some vocals to his :
.- DATA/BOOTY project (A S.L.U. cover story!) he’d heard me be “profane” on the cd 1 gave him. I’responded by s
¥ telling him that I thought he’d lost it. The cd. And that 1 was confused. | feel bad abou.t th.at, I'wasn’t really confused. Iy
% He'd already told me that he didn’t believe in honesty. Strangely a short write up on him in the private eye wgekly 5L
R oted his honesty almost as if it was a selling point. He told me he didn’ believe in love either. m S
) Josed to be the most cynical guy in the room?
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very zine these days has an official “house band”, here at Chiaroscuro our official band is known
as The S.P.R.3. Their audible noise is on a comparable level as the text shit we publish. Just like
hiaroscuro they remain too insecure to release anything pseudo-creative without cutting it with the
work of others. In conjunction, “The CD of the Absurd” was released. That thing also featured
muzak from The G.R.P., ist, and probably somebody else who misunderstood the word “consent.”
Our 2nd CD, “The CD of the Obscuro”, still contained terrible music, but at least it had a few
amusing gags in between songs. Our third CD was known as “The CD of the Dead Format.” It’s
rare. Congratulate yourself if you successfully obtained a copy. And now, nearly ten years after
Chiaroscuro #1 was released, a fourth CD is finally ready to be ignored! Don’t worry, you are not
obligated to listen to it.

10) Desperately— Electro Fox

11) Waiting to Die- SPR3 - ¢ %/7?//

2 _~12) Famous Blue Hallelujah- SPR3

b ) /
13) Preacher (Demo)- the Human Conduit = ",
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14) Cold Medicine of Léve- SPR3
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5) Black Wine- the Human Conduit
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16) Be the First- SPR3 |
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