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It was a typical day, I woke up climbed down the ladder from my loft. Snook a shot of

whiskey, while my girlfriend was in the bathroom doing her "girl stuff". To take a bong hit or

not that was the question? I had just been granted a job at a relatively large corporation. But

was recently let go due to my repeated tardiness and my own aspirationsl And that

MOTHERCAT was quite alright with me! Maybe not the whole unemployed aspect, but the non

Trader Ball Sachs aspect.

Those Mother Fuckers where dirty, and when I say that I fucking mean itl My official Title was

"Conference Service Aide". I made sure their meetings where picture perfect until the last

detail. I would set up and arrange their furniture for sometimes the magnitude of 400' 
l

Facilitate food and beverage mostly, from Boston Deli and the Pie Whole Pizzeria and other

"hip" businesses. Only to be told to take it down and move it one air wall over' e

I was fine with allthat, it was what those dirty motherfuckers did elsewhere! I worked on the

fourteenth floor. We had fourteen meeting rooms in which I would gratefully help facilitate

their board meetings. There was only one other male that worked on our floor beside me. And

yet whenever I visited the restroom to dispense my morning fecal matter. I would run into one

of two critical hazards. 1) Piss on the only stallthat was a non urinal and sit down. 2)Actual 
,

Feces on the only stall that was non urinal.

"WOW" I would think to myself, as I was doing my morning business. People invest millions of

dollars with these people, and their BROKERS can't even wipe their own asses! There were at

least seven floors of trading in this particular office. Each having both: Male and Female

restrooms. And each floor having its own "Pantry" as they call it.

. fWf.'i.f'', included an auto-mated espresso machine, microwave ovens, vending machines the :

: tf'ot" bitlust when Ithought the bathrooms were discussing. These were even worse, this is i

where th6y ingested the filth they expelled elsewhere!

i t would come by once an hour to check on the espresso machines. I would make sure they

i machines had milk, and that the beans were full untilthe end of the day. Yet, whenever I came

by to check up on everything it looked like a tornado had just come through. There would be 
i

food stains and trash all over the counters. They even had a full time custodial staff to clean up i

all the messes that these traders made. Needless to say I took that bong hit and it was a good

one! I also just stopped caring about my responsibilities as a Service Aide. All in all I don't think I

IEITH am cut out to clean up after Golden Ball Sachs!
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i#It's 12:05 am. January 27th,201t. t should be ialling asleep to Cheers. c.ttii-g u 

-* 

n*.r orrG"pTEE
going back to my gig as a pharmacy tech intern. Instead I'm writing another paragraph of "Dear Twitter Foljowers, I

E["iT#*]il:;;H*Hi,::'ffi ..;fl:h:,iffi r"ii.;]iri't{ilii}t;{:*;.f.l;::,"Ii,;ftli[-i-] felt great but I was in no condition to cum. She was rough too. I liked it. I liked it a lot. Maybi f 
,, *..rU.rfrg thlJ

E :Y.r,-rr::rectly and,I raped her. The bruises. I had. the next day would corroborate with thit version of reality. LJ
Eventually we passed out. If you've never fallen asleep up against a naked girl let me tell ya... it,s preferablel $7iil
we woke up I gave her the worst fucking of her lifel I came on her stomacn. Stigntty benei than coming inside her. I
She cleaned herself off with one of my t-shirts. We laid in my bed for awhile bel'ore she decided that sh-*e had to get
going. I obnoxiously helped her get her underwear on. The apaftment smelled of cigarette smoke. ger fi.iend wa! F

B waitinS patiently on the couch. On her way out the door she went in for a hug and I kissed her. Her earbuds, broken
( lru..i:rl,uld strangely real supposedly stolen paper !o*ql.e.9lg! behind. I'm nor that enrotionally marure, I [l

thought things were going to get better

I
M!Week three of my phannacy tech intern shit has been completed and there's a young woman asleep onEf
couch. I recently lost nearly another week. Drugs sound like a glamorous excuse, bLrt I'rn usually too busy beingf;,.r
depressed to be glan.rorous. I feel fat in my old rock band t-shirts. I must have finally hit puberty. None of these
business casuai shirts seem to fit either. To think that I portray myself as someone who doesn't care about his
appearance... fuck. It's disgusting to be hurnan. Capable of making mistakes. Capable of finding yourself lonely
enough to consider making another terrible mistake. Thursday night. Thursday night all of the VCR5 played a sho-vil
I was preffy sure I wouldn't make it when Annie asked rne if I was going. Gave a few copies of #36 to people I i- W
thought might care. Shane seemed particularly cold towards me. Perhaps this will give us clues.... I've decided that a
web based conversation beh.veen FUTR KIDS and myself probably wasn't going to be worth the paper it'd be
printed on. To give this paragraph a sense of closure I'll tell you why there was a young worrran sleeping on my-
couch that day. I often keep my phone off. Which is nice 'cause l'm not scared of the phone ringing, but rnost of my
friends have figured this out and willjust drop in. I can't blame them and more o1len than not I enjoy the varied;!
misadventures that follow. This tirne it was Annie and her younger sister Ernily. When people show up at my door!
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feel somewhat obligated to let them in. Sortof like how if I heard my phone ring I'd feel obligated to answer it.

.FeelingobIigatedisaterriblefeeling';';-"*..---'_

rvriyrje r just r.rt oUrieuGa to gffiiorgil1h. -olioni iitir having sex with,."l lttl :T,1:f: 'lf *:l:
ffi pil;;;';la.. Not wirh pat of course!trystalr I seizecl the opportunity to brag to a married woman that I'd

li ;;ru.. it:;';il';;; lasr call nameless floozy either, just ask Doomlizer! He'll tell vou that I \\'as prettv obsessed fr

ii ll,lirT}; il;|il .*'n".. Then r passed out. i sp.nt ui t.urt two.nights on Art & cryital's couch. I iett tare u*uv i
from my phone. I couldn,t call pai or wonder if ihat was her calling. Eventually everybody gets sick of having me

around. I waited until I was sober to call her. She'd left her earbuds and a broken bracelet behind. I hoped she'd

purposely pulled a costanza. I left a message. A few days later I was invited to attend a birthday party where some
- ^.co l'r'l -iccedpeople she knew would be and called her again. t thint<i called her twice that night, y'know just in case I'd missed

her the first time. nt* tfrarp".t,, which t tlint t've already described in previous installments :f 'h," 9::]-"]1t1 H
narrative, I called her one ,ro.. iir.. I never got her on the-horn. I left a few messages which weren't returned' I

probably'just felt obligated to feel hopeful about this potentral,t?l'untl, 
.9-b]is1t:9 j:^ti|1?"":'"': ::?l'l:::::"!$;#;'ffir;j1i;';:;;;a;.;;tl' piu." ourig*Ld to feet.disappoint:d wtren she didn't rllwer the phone.rust
@

going through the motions whelEllg rP.
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j f.ro*, iin...r. r.t U.tor. rr'college trip to London,l

Emily once dressed u, eri.C fl"pburn at a Halloween party and stole Doomlazer's heaft' 
'nt, :l'^:::1,::.ti:,J,]:l;

il*l'#H;il#;1,;;"1i,"-ri.i"t *.*.-.n-e.d'along with the industry standard how-are:)9-tl-*l:=t^ rvhat-

have-you-been-up-tos an-uiterior motive was presented: ]l': lip"l:l:: 1:l:: 'I:::i'"1;::'* j?iiiL'^til"r1.',- Ihave-you-been-up-tos an ulterlor IIlotIvc wdr Pre)errLvur rr J !rrrvvrLur" ""',",: ,-;':_;^ ^^,.^, ;s^ ..".--, ^rr^--i F
rrr.uiirg your real ..uron fo,l conre..ing, peopte like that type of manipulation! Annie asked if a ft'iend ol her's1 f
could come over. I said that if she vouched for him of corrie 5e could. He was a perfectly nice guy, he rvas willing to

---^1,^l it^-:^^,, I 
-l#J;;[!il ,iirr,'if, so tu.ting square that r didn'r take him up on the offer. l;ve also never smoked "spice'" I !

ilknow, I know I should b; 
"p;; 

to"allLxperiences. I must just be.c'hicken' Pretty soon nl":f::lY.'.*i"i,Y,:l:::'fg
he was interested in Annie. when those two lovebirds weie outside smokins I discussed with Emily th-e sitgLion' I'

was fine rvith hercrashins on my couch. s..,qr-*,r;,#G"9ryp15[1ff JffiW fE gXU=;**Gt,r
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Dick Bugs ll: The legend of Curly's Gold
By @DoomLazer

Last time I think I finished writing about how I was in the emergency room, with bloody puss slowly coming out ol my dick.
What a cliffhanger, right? They insisted that I had an STD even though I haven'l had sex in years. I had started to optimistically
think maybe l'd blacked out during my recent trip to D.C. and the Nanny (not Janice) that was babysitting for the people I was
staying with found me so irresistible after I 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)). I 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). I said that it didn't
sound like my MO, but maybe I had. I really don't remember what happens when I get too drunk to remember things, but I really
doubt I asked her to sleep with me after I lost consciousness, let alone force myself on her - She just wasn't my type (read: Kate
Hudson).

Point is l'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 I was fucking scared again. At the ER they
had also given me a referral for a dick doc, what do you call them? Urologist, I guess. So I made an appointment when I started
backsliding dick healthwise.

The specialist's office waiting room was filled with all old dudes, which made me feel like I 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. lt happened kinda suddenly so I

was caught off guard and couldn't think of anything witty to say. Later it occurred to me that I should have screamed, "Mahoneyl".
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 I was so relieved to have all these nightmares
over with- I 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 I was prepared with a joke this time. He didn't have to fondle my ass because lt turned out all
the drugs and no booze (l 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, I 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.

I 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 I could have looked up on the internet if I could spell worth a shit.

Doc said that they were licensed to prelorm 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 anolher clinic and said that I would
have to have someone pick me up because I would not be able to drive afterwards.

This Cystoscopy thing was kind of pissing me off for a couple ol reasons. First of all, I don't have any friends so I 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 lucked up, but that it was
ok now. Pretty sure she told my parents, but l'm not positive because I've never mentioned Detective Doomlazer and The Case ol
the Oozing Dickbugslo my Mom and Dad. Secondly, I looked up the procedure online and it turns out a cystoscopy is when they
shove a camera in your dick.

Well two weeks later, I went to the appointment and the nurse got me out of my clothes and into a gown. She asked a bunch ol
questions and then some gold chain-wearing-anesthesiologist pumped me full of the best drugs l've ever taken. As I was falling
asleep I asked if I could have a DVD copy of my dick tour because I wanted to put it on youtube. Then I lell 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 I never loose control of my facilities when blackout drinking and I hadn't tried to watch
Gilmore Girls DVDs while unconscious.

I pissed blood {or a few days, but that's normal after a cystoscopy I'm told. My dick felt weird as luck for a Jew months, even
after I 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 l've mostly forgotten about the whole thing. l'm back to my normal boring life. You know, I kinda miss having
something interesting happen in life, but I'm still fearlul the Dickbugs will come back. I mean, we never even found out why they
came in the first place. What is to stop them from returning? Everytime I piss, I sniff 1or that bacteria smell and look for cloudy,
blood infused urine. I guess what I should really be worried about now is the loxic house mold that is slowly killing me. l'm
probably going to end up like Brittany Murphy and her husband - but that's a story lor another issue!
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fl/ffiOoes anyUoay remem5er wirat I was considering calling a self published compilation of my-varied zine {
iieiest I'm pretty sure it had "suicide Jokes" in the title. This was back when I thought the zine might not survive

my retum to slc, ut. Which reminds me.... tell Chris Lopez not to read this part, it really isn't aimed at him.... t
Trending Topic: #thingsthatmustgo : The whole SL,UT thing. I'm not sure if it was ever funny but it's certainl

goffen old. What happened to all the t-shirts? That's where I first saw it. On a t-shirt. That's also how I discover new

bands. Thanks Misfits merchandise fans! One tirne, 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 Motdrhead t-shirt and seized the

\ opportunity to ask him what his second favorite Motorhead song was. I'm no expert on Motorhead, shit I know very

il tittl. about muzak, so it was partially a genuine question. He reminded me of "Ace of Spades", the one Mottirhead

song I can name (Young Ones, bitchl), and then told me that he pretly 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 "boory shorts" and a basketballjersey. lt was awesome. Another time she wore a buttong!_lp shir1_!hq!_Ifls

--

clearly too smal[ 'cause you could see her tits in the gap between the buttons! Oh, Janine!irurrlilwwq
I hope you like music! I played that David Bowie song about loving Janine to her once and luckily didn't

EE sria for sexual harassment. Around the same time I considered putting together a short story compilation I begari

rvork 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 "lnsult to Orgasn.r': uft.. on" of my recent solo songs. The vast majority of the work on thel,',"i
"solo album" was done by the rest of The S.P.R.3. and there were a fewiameo appearances'from some cool kidsi:'
who don't talk to me rnuch. It had some vcr5 on it. There was that cool "summer After High School" song rnade by'
sonte 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 allthe way to the end I sung "Some Velvet Morning!"

writer" Bradley Sands' Iit mag than my previously hurnorously rejected autobiographical "l Ant Not a Writer" piece

which later became parl of "A Life Bizarro" as featured in the arvard winning zine "Negative Space." Maybe I'rn just

terrible at politiking. If somebody told rne that I'd be at least as devastated as I rvas when I was told that Ijust didn't
have what it took to be a telernarketer. After I finished the story, which I hoped would be accepted by the holy,af
bizarro comrnunity, I realized it had a lot in common with all of my other short stories. So there I was shoveling the-

snow and listening to my mp3 player. (l love the winter. I think all this drinking I do 'cause I want to die makes me

hot blooded! Can't you see? I've got a temperature ola 103!) Guess what song came on? That'srightl It was "The
Professional" by Pulp. This song includes lines about performing "Psychic karaoke" and this:

EFd
-'--,f"R-

"I'm only trying to give you what you've come to expect Just another song 'bout single rnothers 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 special But it's a living, can't you see / I'rn a professional"

@lthestory..SingIeMothersandSex,,asunr,o,,uffi.#yn.*stoiy}i,,lilejo.,.natft
(Does anybody still use that site or are all the goths on deadjournal norv? If not, why not? Discuss.) by announcing-F p
thA fitla anrl covinc+haf T hat -^h^,1., t-n.rrc rvhv it'c nolled if rhqf I inarlver+pnfh, arae+aA " "i+""t;^.;" " ^-" t;,-fI *the title and saying that I bet nobody knows why it's called it that. I inaclverlently cieated a situation fto, u or. tirnJl {
ftiend and contributor to Chiaroscuro, Bradley Sands, to look like an idiot or jerk or something. Good for himl HeE d
probably wasn't even drunk when he guessed that it had something to do with my semi-recent affair with a single .-. 3

mother. Way to kick din on my face and guess incorrectly at the same time! Brad's one of those people that I'd love
to be fi'iends with again as soon as they gain the ability to apologize for lying to me. Oh, no! Not this rant again! I

understand that admitting to having made a mistal<e could be perceived as an act of weakness. Shit, you rnight even
fin{yprt'gll'ontu"d fot uluman being' yuckt rhole peg3-19 alerhe-wtst 

ffi*r -_ iEJ#t-, makes it too easy. She tooks, acts, and
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holds the opinions of an alterna-chick cliche! But, I've probably been too hard on her perennially smiling and
nodding ass. Retnetrber: Never show weakness to the enenry and the rvhole world is against you 'cause nobody knew
the real you in high schooll Her worst quality may be herability to choose associates. Hell, she pLrt up with me for:
months! I still don't l.no@ firck happened between hef g$ ..gfl]i!gpg.. I know they referred to hirn as a 
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with me through Mr. Glassett. Yep. her ability to "over-communicate" with me had deteriorated to that point. He /
asked me if I'd attend a gallery stroll appearance by some kind of performance aft troupe and write about it lA
(obviousiy). The day before I ran into hirn at that Srnith's near 9th & 9th, I was buying tofu and peas of course. He
was unable to help me locate the tofu but he did reassure me that I'd be able to get to said event early enough to sed
most of it if I got down there as soon as I said I'd be able to. You see, this involved leaving work early which I[u
couldn't do until somebody else (Steve r.i.p.) came on shift. My bil<e had a flat. Fuck. I caught the bus down 21st to
trax and took trax downtown. I was too late to see more than Shane and the bacl< of Will Saftain's head. This was

A I ll4vgll L. Dut vvlrlll J '-r'-'-"'--.p{--' 6' il-:anythins I did ask what I'd take to get t<icl<ed out of a bar. Angela assumed that I'd l<norv. Have you ever been kicked

a_ Vn. h-{|.,,1 oi u-Uo.Z I l.raven't. Strange p.Jpt., these "sluggers." Months after either of us volunteered at S.L.U. (Support ;
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to n;l out that r,rnade noll :: *f :ll,l::l::1'3 '1:.',1i.t^l'o^1::i:1.9::':l:ll,.i1;,1;{'6 KF;;;;"i. rfr. **:irst being polite when she requested sorne Chiaroscuro back issues. Andrew was probably just!

H. r_r ' ,.'
iI rtryrng ro be pollt; too when he said that he'd lost the cd. Apparently he'd been evicted. Have you ever been evicted?

E I i irurZr;r. gut when I was told that I officially represented S.L.U. mag and shouldn't get kicked out of any bars or

DATA/BOOTy project (A S.L.U. cJver storyl) he'd heard me be "profane" on the cd I gave hirn. I responded by

telling hirn ttrat ittrougni he'd lost it. The cd. And that I was confused. I feel bad about that, I wasn't really confused.

He,d"already told me ihat he didn't believe in honesfy. Strangely a short write up on him in the private eye weekly

noted his honesty almost as if it was a selling point. He told me he didn't believe in love either. !Sm*
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\\,)HtA:^:'_:::l,:] P.i:-"Il s. scx.Yar onenlatron ooesn't make them a good person or a bad person. Maybe he really
was a (lnsert your tavorite pejorative here, a lot ofpeople seem to enjoy the term "douche,,or,.douchebag,,) if w*
anybody would know it'd be Angela she was like a sister to him for nearly two years I think. I don,t l<now why it

/ X:jl1j:[.^f.:.,:o,.1"r* 
to figure out that she couldn't work with hirn though. She replaced him by promoting Andrew

/,:i1t::l':-t-l:lt,l,k. a safe bet. IJe's a returned missionary, none of thar ;faggot" sLit, and supposedly pion"eered

od{'!ul? :.qynf:?.k.tcene. Does anybody know what that rneans? He's less than ten years older t'han me and I,m a I

ilUui lYtK,r,.]9totl I hat's a reference to the cliche about age and wisdom. Jerome, Idaho? The one time horne of Nikki
Sixx? whatever. He smiles so much he can'r possibly be full of shit, or can he?, ' . fi: i" 
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"faggot"'(I;m p..try *.. it was meant as a pejorative tool) one tirne while I was in the .oo, undhu, i loi of rn.r.
"underground" kids are mormons and that mormon dogma is pretty fucking anti- the LGBT crowd. Which I,m

rsure would make a few of S.L.U.'s contributors the gay version of an "uncle tom." ,.; T--.:n']'AlIf.f\r'rr'$L\llEEIIr I {ii i:
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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 Iike
iaroscuro they remain too insecure to release anything pseudo-creative without cutting it with t
work of others. In conjunction,'oThe 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 o'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.
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