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..Nah, Mom, | just
needed a change of
scenery, is all.

You know how
it gets if you stay
put in one place
too long.

Just decided
to pack up, hit the
road, and see where
it takes me.

No, Mom, | swear,
everything’s all
right. I'm great.

And wherever
I end up,it's
gonna be great
too. Everything’s
gonna be just

Me, a van, and
the open road!
A fresh start
somewhere.

[ It's exciting,

right?

‘Everywhere you go,
there’s always somebody
hunting a wide wiener.”
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| am gonna

fuck you up

ten ways to
Tuesday.

“" Il get help. I'l get

You're never everyone from your
even gonna see little dossier.
what’s coming

yOUr way. As many people

as | need to take
away everything

—like you took
everything away
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crying. No
apologies.

Then, just like that... ..It was over.
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Wanting
is Sexy.
Wanting is

Needing h It's about the
: is... needy and oles in you, not in
sebxe._l like  gross and sad. me, that’s for
war;?eg ) Needy is damn sure.

never about

| wanted
you.

You needed
to fuck “Jazmine St.
Cocaine,” make her
cum, show her what
a big man you are.

—In my experience, which, /
—I don't granted, is only my own,
know if | there’s a moment that

aaree with happens when civilians

fga b An'dl fuck sex workers, past 4

+

The imagined and
the real can’t coalesce,
because the thing you
want is the thing you
actually need, and
vice versa.

resent— or present.

Doesn’
happen so
much when
people fuck
academics.

You need to
have sex with your
idea of me to find
the person behind
it, then figure out if
she’s who you
actually want.

The woman you
want isn't real, so
you're never really
with me. You're
chasing her. Youre
chasing that.

L Sooner or
later it turns into
blame, jealousy...

’ ..then all
the bad shit starts

happening.

<

( c s
O
&“m%xfg&(a“

Gy

s

| told you,
| warned you,
orgasms and |
seldom meet,
especially during
sex, especially
during sex with
men.

You keep
saying “you”
like you mean
me, and not
the royal—

| mean, really,
unless you can
give me a Rose
Auerbach—
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Y’know. A Rose
Auerbach?

When you get
both hands and your
cock up in there, and

Jjerk yourself off
inside of me?

| wanted you. To be here
with you. | wanted to be
here, to learn about you,
to feel you, to spend time
with you.

To make you
feel good.

Is that a
thing people
can do?

You were here to write a
sentence with an
exclamation point at the
end about how... virile you
are, how able, how
competent.

Rose
Auerbach
can.

‘l am a big man,
exclamation point, and
my big giant dick made
the porno queen cum,

exclamation point,
close quote.”

—Big™?
“Giant™?
Really?

Can you honestly
tell me that when you
look at me, what you see

is me? And not some
idea, some notion, some
memory of what | used

to pretend to be for

How many
of us are in the
room with you
right now?

money?
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Besides, your beard
exfoliated my pussy to
shreds and you sound
like a horse eating a
sugar cube.

My jaw
is gonna
fall off.

I'm sorry. |
really wanted
to make you
cum.

You
needed to
make me

You were competing
with all these things in your
head you think sex with ‘me”
means. But that’s sex with
an idea, not a person.

That's not
about want.
That’s about
need.

That wasn't
sex about me
and it sure as

shit wasn't sex

about us.

It was sex
about you and
your need.
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It's been coming for
a while now.

| really dont want to do this.

A\ b
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Give me

I'm squirrelly. something,

I'm feelin’ a little :
: anything, you
squirrelly. Wanna elsma?ag, . want o do in
yknow. Y b fv_v_ S, . the future.
First, and k
then we

can— But no.

Not this
instant.

It's hard
Do you for me to think
count? Put like that.
L To think

like this. To

Suzie, |
don’t know,
| just—

You make You "
pla(r{'g] you don’t have Y, We don't

have to tall
imply youre, B | jont know how to fotryand PO R “
yknow, worth [ know how fo explain it. e;(gla,r; it andlwont
iudoe you

that yet. because

of it.

A day together. An Okay, then.
afternoon. A meal. Seriously,

One moment is all put “you.
we need to find what we There
want for each other. that's a plan.
Right? That's
a thing we
can do.

This is
for you and

me. isall. . You and me

saying we—

"—Are worth
plans.
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good ones, not
the dumb boring
ones that people

always tell you

Fuck, |
want some
coffee.

Taking that
as a yes.

“—On a boat
i that was really my
houlgeﬂlzf it middle school—"
wasn't my
. Nope. No
/ a9 dreams.

fucking my
mom but it
wasn't my

mom—
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We have
anything
happening
today?

Think | have
rehearsal this
afternoon,
but—

—Fucking
nerd.

So... brunch?
Dunchfast? That Because we
new meal people are ' Will never get
'~ eafing affer second  ares at Cloche
N blunchbut before A D'taco this
you go to sleep? late.

We're
gonna talk
about our

Wait what’s
happening—?

emember?

We're gonna do
this, and we're gonna
feel dorky and stupid

and weird and awkward
as we do it, but were
gonna do it.

And look
| brought
markers.
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They wanted
. to own a home or
They all had the they wanted to go
same, like, things on a vacation to
in general that Israel and buy a
they wanted. - Super Mario
yarmulke or—

| a8
’ Anyway, | don’t know
| know it how to do this,
sounds cheesy Suzanne.
and stuff, but
maybe we could
have that talk
and see where
we're at.

You just
think of stuff
you want, and

then writfe—
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Hey watch
out for that
dog crap.

‘Let’s
Well, there. ! )
Write that ﬁgtgﬁjh,s
down.

But write it
after you write
“go the fuck to
sleep” because

seriously | swear
to god—
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We're walking
home?

What
are you
doing, Jon?
What are we?
Doing?

Pubbjog

Aol

e

e i
andz g

I just
want to go
to bed.

You ever think...
bigger picture...
than that?

She
kinda had
a point there
at the end.
| mean—
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I've been yelled at, insulted,
punched in the fucking face,
and a lady who can freeze
the world with her cooch
stole my shrink’s files
on me.

Like stuff
you want fo
do. Stuff we

want to do.

Butt
stuff is
life stuff.

If | can
make it into bed
without literally
falling face-first
into a pile of dog
shit, it's a major

victory.

We should
make a list.

What, of
things left that
could go
wrong?

Goals. A
goals list.

Like life
stuff. Future
stuff. Goal
stuff.

Seriously, |
read a thing or
off. heard a podcast or a...
Snapchat or... something...
somewhere... about
couples that are
successful.
And they found
couples that are
successful—

TonieHT.
Al

—As, yknow,
couples, |
mean—
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(UAL GARY et
o
101 -7,

MAKEANERICA STRAYAGAI

She’s a
bitch, right?
And that fucking
man-mountain
of hers—

Don’t do Don’t storm
that to me. out of 3, yknow,
) don’t go make a big
fucking exit—

“balz‘?';’zo:b 4 You want fo get

. up and leave, you don’t

goddamn lapdog, and leave me behind to make

| don’t come when apologies and scurry
Y°“f§";a:r;’°“r after you.

3 Really? You
. too now?

And you left
me behind.

ASSHOLE!
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THE NEWEST COLLECTION OF
THE SINGLE GREATEST
BESTSELLING
AND MOST CRITICALLY ACCLAIMED
COMIC OF ALL TIME

must be sold out so instead you’re holding this one cool cool hi

MEET SUZIE AND JON:
YOUNG, DUMB, AND FULL OF
cumbersome baggage that makes being in a relationship difficult
THEY HAVE SEX
THEY FREEZE TIME
THEY ROB BANKS
which was fun for a while but
WHAT HAPPENS WHEN
THE RUSH OF NEW LOVE
becomes regular, reliable and predictable
HOW DO YOU STAY IN IT
HOW DO YOU LET GO
and most importantly
WHAT HAPPENS AFTER YOU HAVE SEX
FREEZE TIME
AND ROB BANKS

because surely
they’re not gonna get away with it
for very long anyway
right?

probably not
idk

O

Sex Criminals: Fourgy

collects issues #16-20
Image of the award-winning series by
RATED M/ MATURE Matt Fraction (Satellite Sam, ODY-C)
B and Chip Zdarsky (Peter Parker: The
IMAGECOMICS.COM Spectacular Spider-Man, Kaptara).
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It was
embarrassing.

Okay! Okay. I'm
sorry. It won't happen
again. Okay?

ST

Yknow,
youre cute
when youre

mad.

And Is
nduﬁ’ﬁ N What /s

your plan here,
Don’t be Jon? Yknow?

mean.
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Matt Fraction invented the search
engine “Bing” and also using
“Bing” as a verb

Chip Zdarsky has travelled many roads
for many years and it all led him here:
to a bio page reminding you to Bing
him later.
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You touch "\
me again? |
Hit me
again?

| will beat
the living
fuck out
you, pal.

Nailed it, Dewey.

..Dr. Kincaid,
if you could
cover us—
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I'll save you
the trouble. There’s
nothing missing. She
took the shit and did
what she needed to
and brought it back.

ready for the
real headfucker—
Did she steal it, or

there was—I made kind
of a—l had a fit, | was
furious, throwing
things around when
| realized—I'd
have to—

with it?

How is that
possible?

Does he
not know?

</ Why should [ sit here
Yeah look a@nd fucking listen to
who the  You like you fucking
fuck are know fucking
you? everything?

This is
Just—Boy,
okay.

You sf?\rfh
B ] fucking with them,
eI(?:se and it's a matter of
time until they start

And I'm telling fucking with me.

you—Myrtle Spurge

and Kuber Badal are
the only two people
alive who scare me.
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Fraction: So they send it
to me and they say --

Jones: Put it in the Cloud.

Stephenson: Put it in the
Cloud.

Zdarsky: Put it in the
Cloud.

Fraction: Put it in the
clown? Clown? I don’t
know what that means. But,
okay, now I gotta find a
clown.

Zdarsky: Apparently he
just, he went out and... you
know those guys that paint
themselves silver and stand
on boxes and pretend to be
robots for nickels? Matt

6. “Put Itin the Clown”

goes out, he’s got this song
on a jump drive, and the
first one of these street
performers he sees, he just...

Fraction:: He wasn’t
really a clown, but I thought
it was pretty close.

Zdarsky: He just dropped
it in the guy’s tip jar. And
simultaneously grabbed a
couple of bucks from it.
Later he told me he did that
to "keep it legal." I have no
idea what that means.

Stephenson: I have
literally never heard it. It
was the only copy.

Jones: Are you insane?
You think Quincy Jones has

that kind of data storage just
laying around? Hell no, Q
keeps his hard drives like a
brand new Starbucks: open,
clean, and really very small
when you look at it. I
dumped the track on a
thumb drive, cleared off the
44 megs of space it was
eating up and got on with
my life.

Zdarsky: Apparently it
was quite the thing, but
nobody ever heard it. Why
are you doing an oral history
of a thing nobody ever
heard, or heard of? That
doesn’t make any sense.
Like, I find your premise to
be satirically diffuse. Are
you -- what’s the joke? The
song? The dumb song? Are

you making fun of, like,
overblown Oral History
things that journalists cut
and paste together and call it
“writing”? Are -- no, no, I'm
not mad, I just don’t get the
joke.

Fraction: I guess in the
end, no one did.

(Ed. Note - None of the
people appearing in the
preceding story, including
purported author Alex
Pappademas, were
contacted nor spoken to in
any way during the writing
of this piece. We just made it
all up for funsies.)
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Because | see a guy Kool-Aid
Man-ing into federal time,
and dragging his friends
along with him like a
retarded Don Quixote.

Do you

even know
what she
wants?

(sigh) A
developmentally
disabled Don
Quixote.

stopped long
8  enough to even ]
 ask yourself who SURExS
she is or why.

What the
hell is your
= plan, man?

> You want to

lie down for someone
like Spurge, then you
fucking get what you
deserve!

Who the
fuck are
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—You are, and
here’s why, in reverse
order from minor
infractions of intelligence
to the full-blown AIDS that

One, your
lisser offense, IZOU
ave no idea what .
you're robbing I think you

Just want to fuck

is your stupidity:

—Shut up, because, two,
you're fucking stupid
because everything you
decide to do is hot blooded
and personal.

You're
talking about
breaking real
goddamn laws
because this
she-demon’s
fucking with

you.

—The fuck makes
you think anything
Myrtle Spurge and her
pals have on any of us is
worth a strefch in a
federal pen?

—Shut up because
youre gonna do real
fucking time, which
takes us to three—

or why.

'She’s got you
riled, man.

And that means
you fuck up because
youre running info this
shit all fucked up and
mad in the head.

So youre gonna
fuck up.

Ayo, coffee
when you got
a sec?

with people you
don't like.

Yeah, but
she—

Because
that’s what
we're talking
about.
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doll would want played at
her funeral.

RICHARD M. NIXON
(disgraced former
president): Literally the
music you hear in hell.

Zdarsky: (Matt) sent (me)
the song in March of 2017,
while I was at a screening of
Logan with (musician,
producer, brother) David
Thomas Murray. (So) when
I turned (my phone) on
afterward, (it) was the first
(thing) I saw. It didn’t really
impact me much initially,
because (I was still thinking
a lot about Logan and the
journey the character [of
Logan] went on). But
eventually (the song) started
infiltrating my thoughts
about Logan to the point
where I can no longer
separate the two. When
(someone) mentions
(Logan) (to me) now, [
(immediately start [singing
the lyric {“stubby, jolly, full
of mirth,”}]) and that’s a
testament (to how good the
song is, that it’s now the
soundtrack to Logan in my
mind).

Murray: The fuck wouldn’t
they actually get an actual
musician? Jesus.

SETH MEYERS (writer,
comedian, talk show
host): Hey everybody,
welcome to late night, I'm
Seth Meyers. We got a great
show for you tonight.

ERIC STEPHENSON
(Publisher, Image
Comics): We knew right
away we had something
special on our hands, or in
our hands, as it were, and
wanted to make sure the
issue was released with the
appropriate fanfare and
press attention. We
contacted the printers, the
distributors, and our retail
partners in advance, not just
to “prime the pump” as it
were, sales-wise, but just to
give them a head’s up.
Something big was coming.
Big and wide. Of course
nobody could see just HOW
girthy a hit like this could
be.

QUINCY JONES
(music producer,
legend): I told Michael
(Jackson) when we made
Thriller, “hey, this is pretty
good, you might really be on
to something here.” Like,
deliberately understating
things, right? Because it’s
Thriller, it’s Michael
Jackson, you just knew it
was gonna be the biggest
thing in the world. But
nobody could’ve seen
Thriller coming. We thought
we knew what the biggest
thing in the world was. And
while we were right, and it
was Thriller, what we were
mistaken on was either size
of the thing or the world.
Maybe we thought the world
was bigger? So -- so that’s
it. Thriller was as big a hit
as we thought it would be,
only we thought the entire
planet was way larger than it

actually was, so... so it
looked bigger than we
imagined. But the world got
smaller. The record
remained exactly the -- like,
perspective, right? We
needed to see another thing
to understand how big the
first thing was, or wasn’t,
but really was because it’s
like, something very big but
it’s very far away, or it’s
something very small and
it’s very close? Anyway, I'd
like a non-fat half-caf
mocha, no whip.

Stephenson: We got Q
what we were kindly
referring to as Matt’s “rough
demo,” and...

Jones: They paid me half
a million dollars (laughs).
Did you say “Quincy?”
“Quincy.” Is that the drink
for Quincy? Oh, okay. Sorry,
it’s hard to hear in here.

Stephenson: ...And we
let Q be Q and make a hit
record. We knew it’d be an
upgrade, but Q, he upgraded
the upgrade.

ROBERT PLANT
(musician, writer): Way
way down inside. I’'m gonna
give you my love. I'm
gonna give you my love.
I’'m gonna give you my
love. I wanna whole lot of
love. BBBEEEEEERRR-
ROOOOOWWWW.

Jones: Yeah, the mocha,
no-whip. Yeah.

Fraction: I don’t know if
Chip ever listened to it.

Zdarsky: We don’t really
talk any more.
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Here’s the
thing—We know =
what she’s done, and "
| promise all yall
crackers | know
more about her

than you—

You might not even realize |
it right now, but | promise
you—legally there’s not
only no case here, there’s
no cause.

And that is
entirely by
her design.

Hahaha! ~ Oh, shit, son,
you're cooked.

| guarantee
it, you've got
nothing. Here, She enter
watch:

What can
you prove
she’s

She broke into my

office! She stole
Jon’s file!

forcibly?

—I'm going
to do that
thing where | = You cant
answer my own Prove she's
question, donea
sweetie. goddamn
thing.

What? It’s true!
She committed a
crime!

have cause to
be there?

She wearing
gloves, by any
chance?
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Roth: My (muffled audio)
Philip Roth. It is April 1st,
2017. T am being well
treated by my captors. I
have been asked to read
(crying) I'm sorry I’'m sorry
I (muffled audio) (tape
break) I am being well
treated by my captors. I
have been, I have, I have
been asked by (pause)
(unintelligible) I have been
asked by my captors to read
the following, uh, the

Jones: I loaded up the
studio with everyone I ever
worked with, wanted to
work with, owed a favor, or
who owed ME a favor. I
wanted a murderer’s row of
talent. I wanted the new
“We Are The World.”

I wanted the end of a Rock
n’ Roll Hall of Fame
induction, this isn’t -- there’s
whip. I asked for no whip.
No whip. No. No whip. This
has whip. If it has whip,
how do I know it’s actually
half-caf? You just want me
to trust you? You put whip
on and say it’s no whip and
want me — no, make it again.
Start over. Start where I can

following message:

I might be short, but I’m so
wide so wide that I won’t fit
inside. Take your, uh, take
your time and gen-tl-y, did I
say that right? (unintelligi-
ble) okay, and gen-tl-y, soon
inside your, uh, your mouth
I’ll be, wide wieners, wuh,
wide wieners... oh god, this
is for real? Oh god. I
(unintelligible) (tape break)

see you. Start it over.

HAL BLAINE
(legendary drummer,
The Wrecking Crew):
When Q calls, you come.
We got the Wrecking Crew
together for one last gig. To
play together, all of us, on
one last track? I can’t think
of a better way to go.

CAROL KAYE

(bass player,

The Wrecking Crew):
They called us The Wall of
Sound Orchestra, the
Clique, the First Call Gang,
The Wrecking Crew... we
played for everybody. We

VOICE OF MAN
TRYING TO SOUND
LIKE PHILIP ROTH
WHO CLEARLY IS
NOT PHILIP ROTH
AND YET IN THE
BACKGROUND THE
MUFFLED SOUNDS
OF PHILIP ROTH
WEEPING CAN BE
OVERHEARD
(hostage taker): Stubby,
jolly, full of mirth! Wide
Wieners! Wide Wieners! I'm

played everything.

Fraction: Ooh, did they
get Glen Campbell too, or --
oh.

MATT WILSON
(Eisner-award winning
colorist, THE WICKED
+ THE DIVINE, et al.):

I normally do work in comic
books, so it was a little
surprising for Quincy Jones
to reach out. But, hey, who
am I to say no? You want to
pay me eight-hundred grand
to sit in a recording studio
for a week and talk about
what colors the walls could
be, I’ll do it.

not long but I have girth!
Wieners aren’t one size fits
all, long fat short bent big or
small, just be cool and trust
me chum, I’m a wiener
made for buns, and also I
am the author of American
Pastoral and Portnoy's
Complaint and I have read
this freely and voluntarily of
my own will.

Chabon: (singing):
Nailed it.

Kaye: I think it’s safe to
say The Crew gave that
two-and-a-half-hour
recording session all we had
to give and then some. It
was a very exciting
mid-morning for all of us.
The old magic was back.
And then it was home again
in time for lunch and Pilates.

Jones: It’s pandemonium
in this goddamn Starbucks.
Half-caf mocha latte, no
whip, come on. It’s not
rocket science, it’s a fucking
drink order. Pandemonium.
Pandemonium!
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For Chip,
By the time you read this
I'll be gone
You son of a bitch

MATT

For Chip,
You’re a sel-made man
And that’s what | respect about you.
Also, your undying patience with others.
Also, your nice penis.

CHIP
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The Oral History Of The Wide Wiener Song

Some time during the spring of 2017, two humbly bi-furious comic creators,

Chip Zdarsky and Matt Fraction, set out to produce the latest issue of their comic book.
Four days later they returned with the singular greatest creation in the history

of not only comic books, but of America, and maybe even the world probably?

BY ALEX PAPPADEMAS

hen Sex Criminals
W premiered in the fall of
2013, few could have

predicted that it would become a
comic book that would one day
see an issue 19 published. It
launched one career -- Chip
Zdarsky’s -- into the stratosphere
of mainstream superstardom and
ended another -- Matt Fraction’s
-- in a poof of shame and
ignominy. It was the first time a
comic book had the word “Sex”
and “Criminal” in the title, and
the world would never be the
same again, which is a thing
people said about Sex Criminals
so enthusiastically and so often

that that guy put it into that song
in Hamilton, but in that it was
about something else and not
this, but originally it meant this.

As Sex Criminals continued
beyond its original conception
and began to explore its world
and characters, readers became
acquainted with several others
gifted with (or cursed by) the
same “powers” shared by lead
characters Suzie and Jon -- the
ability to freeze time post-or-
gasm. Several of these charac-
ters would exhibit variations on
that theme: one became a kind
of ghost, one became a kind of

monster, and one became...a
legend.

Alegend with a theme song.

We sat down with several
members of the creative teams
behind Sex Criminals and “The
Wide Wiener Song” to talk about
their experiences in crafting the
jingle that would transform art,
mankind, life, love, and the idea
of hot dogs as sandwiches -- an
intellectual-cum-gastronomic
puzzle that still gives us
goosebumps all over our boners
and gooseboners all over our
lady businesses.
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MATT FRACTION
(“writer”): 1 think I'd
written, or was going to
write, that The Little Man
was like an ice cream man,
but for hot dogs. At that
point, (The Little Man)
wasn’t really a character, so
much as an excuse for me to
make Chip draw those
horrible little sex goblins.

CHIP ZDARSKY
(“artist”): I fucking hate
those little things.

Fraction: He thinks
they’re the worst.

Zdarsky: You're the worst.
It’s why I quit.

Fraction: I think I said he
was a hot dog man, and
Chip said, “of course, he
sells wide wieners.” It had
to be Chip. I don’t know that
I"d call them “wieners.”
still can’t even spell it right.
I’d probably say, “Wide Hot
Dogs Like Hamburgers But
Hot Dog Meat.” See, that’s
not as funny.

Zdarsky:: True story: One
day while I was in therapy,
my therapist started
laughing and told me we

Fraction: If he had an ice
cream man truck, that’d
mean he’d have ice cream
man music. Like, a jingle.

JOHN DARNIELLE
(musician, author):
Matt has no musical talent at
all, no.

MIKE DOUGHTY
(musician, author):
Like -- like none.

JEAN GRAE
(musician, actress):
He even claps white.

MICHAEL CHABON
(author): (Matt) asked me
if I could help with the
lyrics.

Fraction: I wrote the lyrics
first. I think that’s how

should have a character in
the book named "Wide
Wiener." T asked her to
clarify what that meant, but
she just kept laughing. So
when Little Man needed a
job, I knew it had to be
selling wide wieners.

Fraction: Like pretty
much everything else in the
book, without Chip I’d have
just gone on to something
else and it wouldn’t be as
good.

Zdarsky: When we did the
cover for the solicitation, I
showed my therapist the
Wide Wiener truck, proudly.
She chuckled, and then
became sad and quiet. She
then whispered, "I shouldn't
have told you that." T asked
her if she felt she broke
some sort of code of ethics
and she said no, but that she
wanted to maybe write a
detective novel some day
about a detective named
Wide Wiener. I felt pretty
bad, but also pretty
confused.

Fraction: They used to
give us awards for this shit.
Can you believe it?

musicers do it? But I don’t
really understand songs, or
lyrics, or rhyming, or meter,
or any... anything really. So
yeah, of course, I looked up
“really good writers” in the
Yellow Pages because I live
in 1987 and it’s from then
that I called (Chabon) for
help.

Chabon: “Help” isn’t the
word I’d use, and I have
won a Pulitzer Prize for
worditry, so I know from
good words a lot. I got on
the horn with Phil(ip Roth)
and Tommy P(ynchon) right
away -- this was, like, the
emergency triage surgery of
“helping.” It was like
M*A*S*H or something.
Just trying to keep this
stupid little thing alive
before it got shipped off to a
better hospital in Pyong-

‘“Without Chip
-Matt Fraction

yang.

PHILIP ROTH (author,
masturbator):
Get off my lawn.

THOMAS PYNCHON
(author):

Roth: I'm calling the cops
goddammit.

DAVID THOMAS
MURRAY (musician,
producer, brother of
Chip Zdarsky): I'm
actually quite an accom-
plished musician, producer
and audio engineer. I play, I
don’t know, eight or nine
different instruments, and
spend all day in a ProTools

suite, recording and mixing.

And Steve (Chip Zdarsky s
false name in the civilian
world -- ed.) isn’t too bad a

musician either, honestly.
But no, no, (Zdarsky or
Fraction) never asked.

Zdarsky: He never
mentioned a song at all. Just
one night... there it was.

KIT COX (Fraction’s
assistant and office
mate): He sat at his desk
with a ukulele for like three
days and plunked it out, note
by note, on these terrible,
off-key strings,
whisper-singing in this
creepy falsetto. In the back
of the van with the
blacked-out windows, this is
the music that plays.

TOM BREVOORT
(Editor, Marvel
Comics): It sounded like
the kind of thing a broken
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I might be short, but 'm so wide
So wide that | won't fit inside
Just take your time, and gen-ti-y
Soon inside your mouth I'll be

Wide Wieners, Wide Wieners
Stubby, jolly, full of mirth
Wide Wieners, Wide Wieners
m notlong but | have girth

Wieners aren't one size fits all
Long fat short bent big or small
Just be cool and trust me chum

'm a wiener

Made for buns
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Thanks, uh.
Thanks for coming.
| owe you guys an
apology.

All that
Think we owe S matters is
you one, too. the plan...

S'okay.
That’s all right.
None of that
shit matters
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| don’t even
know why it’s such a
big deal, it was an
accident and |
would've—

—| mean,

| probably
would've—

We
would've—

—and besides, it
happens all the
goddamn time, so
it's not like—

= —
Snff. Hey so speaking
of what the hell happened
with you and the shithead? || |
This is supposed to be
my crying day.

—And you
got your own
shit going on

and—

Oh god,
I'm sorry.

Snff. Heh.

Hey, shush.
I'm here. I'm
sorry | missed
your call. 2

you—did
Robert—

Like, | wasn’t

No, no, he sure if | was
didn’t know, Just, like, late
hell, I barely orif | was,

knew. yknow,
late-lafe.

Shh, shh.

I'm sorry. I'm
sorry you went
through it alone

and I'm sorry

everything’s
hurting so bad
right now.

Sometimes
people come






OPS/images/0120.jpeg
| don’t
know how it
happened or
why, just.

At some
point he started
getting meaner

and meaner.

He’s an asshole.
You knew that. [ know,/
| knew that. know, | just.. | just, it’s so

matter.

hard for me to
find a good
boyfriend, let
alone one | have
this thing in
common with.

And | know you
told me not to mix
work and personal,

but it’s all tied up
together now, and
I'm not sure
how to—
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‘/Yés,—[_lke / Twant "l need
that Cheap Trick \'\] [ youto you fo

Did you  — Y The very
know Audi m same! Thank
used slave labor A god Freddie

song, “The | want.. ‘the  need.. di that used
Flagme.“ \ flame.” 4 ‘the... from German | Qu:er'fs an-lt‘he hic | didnt live fo
i N <\ flame’" concem‘raﬁgn ( “We Are the | see that most
[ 4 camps to build | Champions” ina | un-Queen-
\ | their cars

commercial? /\ worthy use of

\ during the <\ their song.
N war?  ( N \i

. Just promise
Youre all you're done with all
| want. And that other shit? The
| like being stealing, the bank,

wanted, Kegelface—
is all.

/ lfeelwanted. N\
/| just.. | just don't Y

[ want o feel.. | Yeah, of
\ augmented. Can | course.
\ we take a break

from all that?

Lying sack of SHIT—
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MEANWHILE,
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She knows.
She knows you've
been following—

Uh, can
we talk?

You

bﬁ?r?gfaeﬁ :}35 became like... Like you

stuff home like you were didn’t want to

and.. and at Then | started trying to fuck me, you

firot lwas  feeling—feeling change me with wanted—
objectified. all this stuff.

’ﬂaﬁer‘ed. Which, yknow.

Okay.

That can be a
thing. | can be
objectified by
you. | even like
it sometimes.

—You wanted this other So | started to
thing. Like the thing you resent it. Then |
wanted wasn't me, it was this, started to get mad.
this idea of a thing you were  Like, fuck you, why am
going fo turn me into. | not enough?

Why aren’t we—

b Ot And then I started
like... like | wasn't to think about the
enough. | wasn't money involved.
what you wanted

anymore.

Jon...
you're not
stealing all this
stuff, are
you?






OPS/images/0072.jpeg
She doesn’t
know.

Oh, god, no, It's just, It's fine. |
no, Jon, [-| it's so much, and don't care.
shouldn't be you haven’t been

policing how working—

you spend—

Wow, wow,
no, okay, no.
Okay: first

off—

l.. what?

—I've paid
for it all.
Uh—sorry. l'l

show you my
statements |'
s

I'm not trying
to turn you into
something youre
not. I'm—

—lIt,it, it's

Jon, youre
like...

spending a lot.
And it’'s money
we—you—don’t
really have.

| thought...
Suze, | thought
you were into it.

| thought

you were— | Oh, god this

I'm sorry is hard.
if it felt
that way,
Suzie.
It was
never my
intention
to—

..Like it
requires preparation.
Planning, anticipation,
whatever.

/ It’s like
saying, you
] Effort.  ihink 'm worth it.

Worth planning 8
/ * It's not the
u ehfork thing. I's the
: thought of the

thing?

It's the
thought of, “you
want me.” “You
were thinking
about me.”

Like that
Cheap Trick
song—

What? No.

You start
in with songs,
and the next

thing you know

it’s lyrics.

Then we
have to wake
up the
lawyers.
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.| thought about keeping
your underwear, and, like,
masturbating into them,
Backwards then throwing them away
) and just r}eveg bringing
it up?
Tomato, more | don't
know what

know what
that means
either.

=

Why would
you tell me
that?

And that
would've been
easier than
saying | miss
you, and I'm
sorry,and |
want you and |
need you and
I'm sorry.

I didnt! +h?,f,gLf
about it for,
like, half a
second.

Because.

if Il: wolves

[
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AMUSEMEN

We were
supposed to
be done
with weird
shit, Jon.

I'm not too
sure the weird
shit is done with
us, babe.






OPS/images/0077.jpeg
1 MIgNT DE SNUI T, ARV
but I'm so wide your mouth [l be!

r So wide that / Jﬂ
won'’t fit inside

please

do not
ask for

soda p0|

please
ask
wide
wieners

they're
glr"rhy lik
a can of

| NEED
YOUR WIDE
WIENER RIGHT

want wide
wieners!

GOD IS
DEAD AND
HE— HATES.

USSSS
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.50 are we
Just not gonna
talk?

..atall? What is there
to talk about?

You lied
to me.

| didn’t lie-lie Alie by There's a
to you. omission reason you [ Here, were
is still a lie, didn't fell here—
goddammit. me.

| just...
didn’t tell
you.

..whaaaaat
the fuck,
Jon.
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FUCKING! WIENER!

| might be short,
but Im so l:w’de
So wide that / ;

won't it in-side o) Toke your time

Wide Wieners!
Wide Wieners! Wide Wieners!
Stubby, jolly, full ] Wide Wieners!

3 I d Tofmirthi " 4% Imnot long but 1
[ 1 ‘ 7
mouth [l be! have girth!
-

Just be cool and
frust me chum!

Wi ” I'm a wiener made
ieners aren for buns!

J\ one size fits all
Long fat short
bent big or small

vuI 1m oV wiue

J S0 wide that |
won'’t fit in-side

aru Soor mviue

your mouth l'll be!

o
(")
W,
Qruvwy, gony, Tun

of mirthi n please

do not
ask for
soda po|

please

ask for
wide

wieners

they're
girthy lik
a can of
soda poj
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Sorry it took
so long for me
to get all this
stuff fogether.
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S
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I'm not his

mom. 'm not a
cop. B
—but, goddamn,
| have to ask
about this,
right?

It's fucked up,
all the stuff that
can come out of
the botfom of
an underwear
drawer huh?
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What is it
What is joy

/ have never pd N
felt joy A Why would /
' ever feel joy
when things
are so sad

—god dammit—

® Please
[ please please J
\  Ohplease

[ wish | wish |
wish I wish

things didn’t
feel so sad all
the fime D

Don’t think
about her.

Oh if's raining,
always raining

here, there is )
always stress

/ don’t dream
about anything
but a small
lukewarm cup
of fea

Here in my fown

which is grey and

D economically
depressed

—grown-ass
man listening
to—

With foo much
milk oh there is
J always too
much milk for
me—

—so
embarrassing—
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Anyway,
| think that's
everything...

Oh, no
sweat. Like |
said, anything
I need | just—

Oh shit!

My
gettin-some
panties!

Sure. There's
period panties and
laundry-day panties and
painting-a-garage panties
and then there’s,
y'know.
—Yknow,
if this was a
soap opera, this
might be the
place where
you get
slapped.

..Well, now
you got ‘em
for tonight.

Have fun.
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|—Rach, please, ¢
wait. 'm sorry, B8
I'm sorry— A

| was an
asshole then. |
was an asshole
last week. I'm
an asshole
now.

Robert, you
don’t have to—

| haven't
done—you know
this—sexually—|
haven’t done... shit.
The first time we
had sex...

—| do,
because |
need you to
know that | know.
And then |
can fuck off
forever.

And it’s not...
| don’t care what
you've done or havent
with who or when. |
really don’t. All day

long I'm looking at
vulvae and vaginas and
cervices and hearing
Fro. \ i stories. It's not like
m \ »
behind? ‘ Fim shy.

That was
the first time
I'd done that.

The women | don’t make
| date are lousy myself feel pressure
) for me and lousy to be anything but
—Like to me, and | timid, then | blame
knuckles-deep am for and myself in advance
in it, all day— to them. : for disappointing
everyone.

For not
being, like, the
hypersexual
—I'm timid, is black guy—
what I'm saying. —wibich RS
into resentment
and jealousy, and
then it’s all over in
three weeks.

So now | find
someone wonderful and
figure, shit, this is even worse,
| better tank it before |
inevitably disappoint her,
sexually or otherwise, because
that would be even worse, and
either way, she bails.

Because if youre
nice to me and | start to
like it too much, I'l drive
you away with gales of
laughter because I'm
boring, because |
never did it...

Yknow.
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Dont fucking o

Don’t think
about him.

Did you really read my
paper on interoceptive
salience, or do you just

want to fuck me because
of the porn thing?

- Just stop for
fuck’s sake—

..Doctor
Kincaid?
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well? Did you actually
read my paper and
did it actually change
your practice, or am |
Just that chick from
those pornos you
used to watch?

| know both
facets of your,

uh, of your
work—

Sure. Youre
in my demo, that
makes sense.

that’s on
me. Look:

| spent the day
in sparkly sausage
casing getting
breathed on and
touched by Jazmine
St. Cocaine fans.

I'd really like a
drink and maybe
dinner with someone
who doesn’t think
about ejaculating on
my face whenever |
speak.

Why does
everybody have
such a hard time

remembering my
name?
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Oh, sure, |
have sex all the 9
time, sex is the best,
guys just like you,

AAAH
goddamn

Are you
i GLITTER in

blah blah. my EYE

Ugh,
Everybody say what is this,
“‘BIG TITTIES™ chicken?

=

\

fgﬁ!
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to see me so
last-minute.

Especially

What’s one with your

more candidate = qualifications.
interview?

We are, in short, a town

with three libraries that, for

all their warmth and wonder,

remain hopelessly stuck
in 1955.

/ Well we're

glad you saw it.
we'd have felt
like we missed
an opportunity
had we found
out later.

—itisa
position that
would require
relocation.

Before
we even get to
that, though— /=

We need not
Just a librarian, but
someone versed in
library science. Someone
who can bring our three
little branches into the
21st century.

Please, Ms.
Dickson, our
pleasure.

| came across N
the classified a little
late, and I'm keeping

you from getting
home. | appreciate
the opportunity.

Someone
who doesn’t just know
where to look up what
“taxonomy” means, but
someone who knows
how to creafe one
for us.

Would you be
willing to relocate,
Ms. Dickson?
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\ ‘DEAR GUY SORRY | DON'T KNOW YOUR

| NAME | AM SORRY | FOLLOWED YOU | AM
SORRY FOR EVERYTHING | PROMISE IF |
SURMVE | WILL NEVER DO IT AGAIN BUT
FOR NOW | AM SO ASHAMED AND
AFRAID | AM DOING THE ONLY THING |
CAN I'M SORRY I'M SORRY | NEVER
MEANT TO HURT ANYONE I'M SORRY

‘PLEASE DON'T TELL
MY MOTHER | HOPE
THIS JUST LOOKS
LIKE AN ACCIDENT |
DONT WANT TO
UPSET HER*

/
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| might be shor+t,
J\ but Im so wide
S0 wide that! o
won't fit in-side

Wide Wieners!
Wide Wieners!
Stubby, jolly, fu//J
of mirth! [l

Take your fime
and gen-fl-y

Soon inside your
mouth [l be!

Wieners aren’t

one size fits all

Long fat short
bent big or small

Wide Wieners!
Wide Wieners!
I'm not long but |
have girth!

Just be
cool and frust
me chum! ob

I'm a wiener
made for
buns
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A first date at that,
but that context and its
spectra of suggestions,
combined with my personal
history with the idea of you, has
cast an inescapable sexual pall
over the evening that goes
beyond the stereotypical, “will |
get laid tonight?” and info a
place of having a meal
across a table from one’s
sexual fantasy.

V

So to loop back around,
then, it’s impossible to not at least,

even a little, hypothetically compare and
contrast a real woman, with whom | had
at least some kind of relationship, with

not you but my idea of you, as a figure

of fantasy and wish fulfillment— both

sexually and intellectually.

And | am acutely aware
of how unfair that is, if not
downright insulting and belittling,
as none of it has anything to do
with you—the actual you, the
real you—and everything

Albeit
twenty-some
years on.

Thisis a
combination of cowardice
and fear of rejection for reasons
of inadequacies, sexual, intellectual,
or otherwise, | know, but knowing
doesn't lessen their impact.

Lastly, | think it’s fair
to say, and an open secret,
that I'm a little bit rebound-y at just this
moment. While my previous relationship
was not a great font of emotional
well-being and health, we were, sexually,
extraordinarily compatible and | did,
despite myself, like her and | am aware
that you, for reasons | do not
understand, do not.

Which |
believe is the
textbook definition
of a shitty
first date.

to do with me, being a
self-obsessed dick.

That was
good.

All of which is
a long way of saying,
I'm waiting for the
butterflies in my stomach
to go away and my
mouth fo stop being so
goddamn dry.
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He keeps talking,
but all | can hear is
the sound of blood
in my ears.

chailenyge.

you

We've
geocached
purchasing habits and
spendonomic trends
that suggest certain
needs and wants.

All this way.

He brought all
of us out here,
all this way, to
send me a
message.

About allllll
the things

can do
y

To anyone
| want?

B el o &
—

You, in your i
various professional
end-to-end systems We would
architectures, can make own him.
them actionable in
ways |, or rather we,

cannot.

Well,
you Tosendus a Mizz22

IR Ambrose?

It's bigger
than you.
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—yeah, buddy,
look, there’s
a thing.

Yknow our
friends in

D N ) | o ) (e

...But shit
onmy car, |
think that
asshole is

Hey, Alix!
How’s it
going?

Everything
okay? It's
nice to hear
from you. |—

Sorry to call
you at home.

| think he is using
her and it’s way
worse than any of
us thought.

| don't know
if she knows
or not but...

white?

...Buuuuut....

e

| mean, for

the wrong

reasons and

eve!r;yfhing, [ e & O
ut—

Viﬁ;‘.:

Sounds
like we got
assholes to
punch...

“..And | owe one
asshole an apology.”
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Hey—the
Shrokfucker
\ took off.
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Beta testing

required some peer
management in the
knowledge density
department, but as |
think you'll see—

You may
be asking ‘But, Kuber
yourselves— Badal, youre a
fabulously wealthy
thoughtovation
innoventor! Why do
you need us?”

Infocologies
are the new landscape.
We are seeking
globally-evolved, hyperscaled
quality-vectors outside of
our own paradigm.

Sym‘higr‘aﬁng
the dynamic
knowledge-feeds of
BankCorp’s leveraged
target communities
with BadalCorp’s
handheld-slash-
mobile data curation
and unprivacy nodes
gives us incomplete
concept-
variables.

This is
where you
come in.

these data streams BADALCORP

Horizontally-
integrated
disruptive

value-optics.

| don't need
money. | need
partners.

—there’s a real value
proposition here in
incentivizing our user’s
privacy-ecologies.

Take this
average, randomly
selected client we
selected totally at

random and for no
other reason.
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I've never
met... yknow.
People like
me before.

You really
want to start
with me right

now?

Hey,
Suze. Come

Buddy, there on—
isn't anybody
like you.

| dont
want to be
here or talk to
you about this
shit either.

I'm the dick?

Hey, who's got two
goddamn thumbs and thinks
lies of omission are the
same as the fruth?

Trust is a
slippery slope with
us, apparently.

Nothing,

she’s being
mean—? a dick.

What do you

=8

e N

Hey, were not
Jesus, the one sending weird
Suzanne, I'm You two little turd-Shroks in to
SORRY! have some peep in people’s
issues, huh. bedrooms at night!

—look you
two, you can
do what | do,
right? When

you...
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Just tell
me how to get
away from...

Theyre
somatosensory
maps of—

" You know what?
Don’t have to explain
myself to you.

We call
her ‘Kegelface’
because...

Well,
kegel face.

She can
hunt down
and sniff out
people like
us—

Look, man, I'm
sorry. | never
wanted—I'm sorry. It's
the only way...

..l know it’s
gross but it’s
the only way

| can.

Just tell
your boss to
leave me
alone, I'l—

You set
me up!

| thought
it was just
me.

“Tell"?
The fuck?

Buddy, we
don’t work
for her,
she—

Oh,
fuck you
guys.
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| guess | thought,

well, shitfire and

damnation, what
else can | do?

| stepped on his
balls. | mean, it was
England. | rather
had to.

I's what
you do with
patients.

Don’t
treat me like
a patient.

Which has
been the sum
total of your

contributions to
the evening thus
far and has, to
be honest,
gotten a little
boring.

And
were barely
past the
appetizers
yet.

Mmm—I|
don’t think
so. Youre not
doing a lot of
talking.

Of course not.

| just—it's habit. /" \ell break it. Tell

me something.

What would you
like to hear?

At this point,
literally anything
other than
‘Mm-hm” or “Why
do you think
that is?”

Well,
Dr. Kincaid,

I'm not going to lie
to you, there’s a
lot happening
in my head right
now.

That | am
aware of your, ahh,
your careers past
and present both

intimidates and
excites me.

Intimidates, as |
find your intellect keen,
your wit caustic, and, quite
frankly, your unwillingness
to suffer fools gives
me pause.

Excites, as
for a window of my
twenties, | thought
of you, sexually and
explicitly, with great
frequency.

And now
here we are on
a, yes, date.
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Legal
concerns
and budget

Wait, what the
hell is going on

here again?

Taft: An
Americanadian
Edutainment and

| don't think
this idea is
gonna work.

/Well, it has to,
Jon! Okay?!
\. It has fo.

So are you
with me or
against me,

cuts mean both Hulch: Turn OFf Dark shitnoodles?
of our plays are therefore now
this season known as HUFTCH:
have been TURN OFF CANADA!
combined. And that’s
fucking that.

Yeah, man,
something’s
missing.

This is
never gonna
work.
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What missing,
chum? Me as
1 solicitor general
E of United
States?

Something’s
missing,
something’s
missing.

Rousing
hip-hop show

tune where -
Supreme Court No!
Justice get [/ Get out of
punched my head!
with car— Nobody
cares
about you.

| got
this whole
other
thing I'm
talking
about.

AWAY HIM—

FIAT!

No, not you,
Incrandleberry
Huftch.

what’s
missing jon
what’s missing...

misSsing.

You like
it in here,
and you
know it.
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Skell gets to work. Work
sends the pathology into
overdrive.

= " Next time he cums, he’s
gonna black out, he just

knows it.
ﬁ !ﬂ

brain, this ache for a

All of his time and energy
go into getting there. He
can feel it boiling in his e T TG Al

sweet release...

e h T

...this is it.

Today is the day.

=D
= )
§’ Today is the day I /

= finally explode.
=~

/N
S o/
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I awaken at 5:17,
thirteen minutes
before the alarm. I get
~ Iy engine running in
> the usual fashion. \

20

I cease before
completion and begin
the morning’s pelvic

floor exercises.

In the time before the
children awaken and
demand pancakes, I
begin the day’s business.

Did I mention I
was a cop?

e
~ -

A Sexual Cop.

Is good...
And business—

—Sexual Cop
business—

Jerry’s sleep-toots show no
sign of abating, so I vacate the
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It was getting attention
. —and affection—because
. he got stepped on.

AN
/ 4 ”u’f\ ’./’C‘)x }

So a pathology is formed...

...and a sex
criminal is born.
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uts* Especially if you

gs-l can’t quite find the
way back.

Of course, it takes the skell a
while to perfect it, but once
you've tasted heaven...

...heaven’s all you
can think about.

So our guy keeps
looking, keeps He prepares his
hoping. spirit, and one day...

...a vision appears.
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/

So the skell’s
And when the totem is no 5
longer effective, the fetish

can no longer be gratified.

The stakes rise like
a prepubescent
boner at the sight of
/B randy brassiere
advertisement.

Of course, after a
while it stopped
working.

Ky

Sexually gratified. N

| N

And with it increases
the need the skell feels to
charge a new totem, to find
a new ritual, to somehow

\ appease his beastly sexual l

predilections and
peccadilloes.

Not really
carrot-y or
cucumber-y, | suppose.
It's more like a russet

—

No matter what
the cost.
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...none of it ever quite
flipping his switch the way
it flipped that first time.

And so the cycle continued.
Even before he knew why, the
skell searched for what he
needed under everything he
could imagine...

Some gaping voids

are just too big, ) .
i ...especially when

\ W

you’'re filling it with
the wrong thing.

None of it filling the
gaping void inside
of him.

S

e

Our skell didn’t have it all
figured out. It wasn’t the
getting stepped on...
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...A mommy who had

dominion over her
domestic domicile. Her house.

Ah-ah-ah, little
cowboy, don’t bother
mommy while she’s
on the phone.

Even if it meant Of course, nobody knows

i turning her dear, s mmmm Why or how they're going il
dumb kid into a total to turn their kids into

= sexual weirdo. = total sexual weirdos.

Her attention...
her affection...

\¢ =

...All on her
schedule.

N

m“““m;

..every parent
does it.
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Sorry honey,
Mommy stepped
on your toy and

Oh GOD
DAMNIT!

Z (
Z ANy
%/\/P//////l

" =
z@f‘
V4
72
You've really

got to watch
where you—

This was the beginning
of The Little Man.

— | ——1| |5

Z_— This was the
beginning of the
little man’s fetish.

...To make the
ultimate sacrifice.
To get mommy’s
attention...

...One brave soldier
B after the next would
| be called upon...

I N
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- My partners agree
to meet me at our

l usual rendezvous. \I

We all have
day jobs that
cause various
complications,
of course.

But this isn’t our
first rodeo.

[ || I\
=~— And my posse of
gy highly-sexualized
m. COwboys knows
how to grab the
reins...

They all know
the job.

They all know the
cost... The price
we all pay...

b
And yank ‘em.
L

...patrolling
the edge.

Always vigilant.
Always ready to go.
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B Typical family,
typical upbringing.

But I guess that’s
where we come in

got unbent

Like all skells, he got
bent as a kid and never

This is his story.
addy out there

d.
running the rat race,

and a mommy...

N\
S \
O

Todd Stubaker...
A

The skell’s name is
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LAST CHAPTER

Good '
AFTER JON AND morning,

| trust

Chancellor
SUZE WAKE UP v Meatballs. you ?ad_ihef
BUT LIKE JUST it

BEFORE

ANA GETS THE ..maferials...
PHONE CALL

WELL NOT JUST

BUT BEFORE THAT
BUT

| understand
your—

| mean
the fuck films
and the fuck

photos.

—Also the fuck
posters and
fucklications. All
starring your
“Dr. Kincaid.”
Or should |
call her...

sshhhhhlllluuuurrr
00000 RRARARRRARNRARSN
laaaanananasnsnan-)

Jazmine
St. Cocaine,
Ph-Dicks?

Yes, | agree,
immediate fermination
is the only remedy. It's a
profound violation of your
school’'s employee code of
ethical conduct, to say
nothing of the standards
of our fine community.

And yes, of course.
The Benevolent Order
of Police will continue
its generous support
of your institution.

My name is
Spurge.

I'm a cop.

OH SHIT
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Are you But if’s
sure you can't areally long
reimburse me B drive.

for gas?

> Youre not
| HATE = actually an seems awfully
MONDAYS sl | & employee. technical.

Dr. Ana * Who
Kincaid’s shall sayis  This is her
office. calling? infern—

This is
her Jon.

This is —Ah, good
Dr.— morning to
Give me you, Chancellor
that, Jesus— Meatballs, I—

—sorry sorry
that sounded
bad—

But | have
tenure.
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...wa$s

Whaaaaat..  that? —It's a profound

violation of your
school’'s employee code
of ethical conduct, to
say nothing of the
standards of our fine
community.

And yes,
of course. The
Benevolent Order of
Police will continue
its generous support
of your institution.

Well,
Stretch,
that was—

Something
about 'records

plgcgd on of my previous
administrative employment’ making me
leave. P unfit for contact with

has complained.

The fuck
movies,
Jon.

Doesn't it
seem like—

Kegelface.

CETOWN
VRS

EST. 1892

«Together, We are a schoo!
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\

| don't pretend to be
3, like, mental health,
yknow, expert, or
self-care specialist
or anything.

N
N

= Al I could do was hold his _
and and see if he wanted < P
to come along with me.
2 - And he did. /

~~_ . s 4

Well, he didn’t
come along with
me every time.

| laughed so hard
two drops of pee
came out—

—and then we
started laughing
all over again.

|

We made great
spans of plans
and gathered a
gaggle of goals.
Things for
today, tomorrow,
next month,
next winter,
next year.

Two against the world
with all the lo mein we
could eat. Which, it

turns out, is a lot.

WU

X\?

=———= We talked. About
anything. About
everything.

\

And we screwed
like they were
gonna take it away.

After a while it wasnt even ] T Everything was
about the Quiet anymore. going to be fine.
Hed go in, I'd go in, and wed

wait and chase each other

all over again.
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No, | mean—
spooning, okay,
look, it’s sweet...

Just.
Yknow. Full
disclosure?

Sleeping like
this, it never
lasts...

It never lasts.
Something falls asleep, or
you need a drink, or—

—Been together
like six months,
youre just now—

—No, |
now, I'm sorry,
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Bam. Makin’

gonna
make plans all

something?

| want to get the little
lending libraries we

built out of here. Get Well?

our space back. Comeon. -~ Give it

Ng,
dumbass.
Take off , 2902k

Name

lose clothes.
| name a

goal, you do
the same.

something
of yours.

We could
bang that
out over the
weekend,
| bet.

T

I

okay, youre
trying, that’s a
good try.

And in this way
we whiled away a
weekend together.
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If you were to ask
me what were "the
good old days,” it’s
the stuff like this
that would come
to mind.

Everything was sexy
and silly and serious all
at the same time.

It was like we were
at sea together
and had to figure
out how to make a
boat work.

Wait, what’s the
difference between
a boat and a ship?

-
Well whatever. We were f

together and trying to
figure out how.

-—

All | wanted him to know
was that | cared about him

| didn't want to push and he was worth it.

him on his head stuff
and he didn’t really
offer to pull me in, for

which | was grateful. Svenition

some level
he didn’t
think he
was worth
caring for.

| didn't want to fix him and
he didnt want me to try.
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MEANWHILE,
LAST CHAPTER:

uh

| got you ?

something.
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Yeah, fine.
Great.

were here, aren’t
we? Mission
accomplished.

That we §
haven't, | >
mean. In bed. |

7 Is there... 15\
there anything \
&you want )
to do? /s

—

We believe
that, right?

Totally sexually
satisfied and
comfortable
talking about
this stuff.
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Oh, wait, did
you va jazzle?
Ass jazzle?

there tiny
rhinestones
on your
b-hole?

That’s quite
the collection
you have there.
This is your
thing?

Where’s the
line between
‘predilection”
and “fetish™?

| mean it’s not like
he’s robbing banks or
Just stealing the—

More lie like ‘
. it's a lot of kind
That is a lot of the same

of things. thing?

It's more
Jon’s thing.

Oh shit. sl
Maybe 0 = Yeah. His ,job
before your r{\her‘ e’s he ?efimg must pay really
collection I3 (REIATER7 el well.
hits the

four-figures
cost point?

He couldn’t be
doing it again.
Could he?

7 R

You guys would
tell me, right?
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Hello, is this
Creepy Neal?

Creepy Neal,
it's Jazmine.
How've you

been, baby?

Wow, that
many Jazmines,
huh?

Jazmine St.
Cocaine.

Performers
can go fo that, right?
Old performers, sign
shit for money?

Saw this
poster the other
daY, for some

kind of porn

Creepy
Neal' of the
hundred and
fifty million fake
jobs I could've
said if | needed
to come up with
one, why would
I choose
college—

Jazmine.

From the
club. From
the movies.

X

AL
HIT7AG
""ll,"‘l,

i1

Yeah, Jazmine
St. Cocaine.
How you been,
Creepy Neal?

Wow, yep.
Still creepy.

1d she never \aid.

d
in @ Wor 1d
’\‘“‘““M\\‘\‘) NEST. COC AINE

rd

Who am I,
Juanita Wick? No
I'm not ‘back” |
Just need some
scratch.

| was teaching
at a university.

Fuck you.

Sorry,
‘memorabilia”
shit for a bunch
of jerkoffs.

“Will you
wear this?”

—Look, can |
come sign dumb
shit for a bunch
of jerkoffs for

money this

weekend or
what?
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I got you | | If youre
something X - | info h‘, I'm

..Got this for
me, did ja?

Yeah, just,
hoo boy.

Yeah, but if
shga/n Iou it’s your boobs,
someﬂ-?;ng? | already seen
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So glad
were done

withher. /4
y

So glad
she’s out of
our lives.

Just a bad
dream.

It's okay.

Go back to
sleep.

Anything
you want to
talk about?

I'm not thinking
about him.
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Goddammit, this I'm not fhinking
isn't working. about him.
i
Tautologically
iffy, but it’s true.

— This isn’t working,
and I'm not thinking
about him.

—wonder if he's
| @ car guy—

SON OF
ABITCH!

God
damn it!

—I bet he has
acar. | bet—

THIR
FOUR HUNDRED
GODDAMN
DOLLARS?'?

You know who
has money?

Doctors have ‘7
money.

=/

Don’t think I
Dot fin ‘;;”bmw”
ACELEBRY TioN 0@ g}’4lI§T”cRg”

SHAKE Haps
CULTURE- % WTHTHEBET i pgp
HAND Yo PRESENT it OR
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And, like, |

comes once.
from.

Are you
fucking
kidding

know what it | was in a
is,where it place like it

“So, like, here’s
a thing.”

I, uh, | dream
about this thing a
lot. A place. | dream
about this place.

A room.
A red room.

And, like, maybe | wasn't
thrilled to be there, or But, like, | see it I only go when |

maybe | wasn't proud of in my head sometimes, feel bad about stuff,

myself for being there, | feel like I'm there.

or whatever.

It's the That

room, but probably
it's not the doesn’t
room. It's a | YES-CONN mean

anything,

“Jon... what do
you want?

‘Because I'm not
sure youre sure.”
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Because I'm I, uh, | want

looking at a guy \
‘What do you standing in a space J?meg, Sher 'L‘?“
need? and he has no o giveme his
fucking clue. sandwich.

Your objective.
Tell me what
No, no. That’s exactly you—what
your motivation does William
in the scene. Howard Taft
need?

‘I-am-not- In the other
throwing-away- play we're doing,
my-snacks. Hulch: Turn OFF But overall,
Dark, in any given across the
scene, Hulch simply ~ span of the
wants to “smash” whole play...
yes...

Hulch needs
to tfurn off
dark.

Do you
see?

“There are the

things you want.
‘And the things you need. o
And this whole story— —

‘I mean, of Taft:
An Americanadian
Edutainment—

“Is about what you need, what
the woman you /ove needs,
and the obstacles in the way. don’t know
\ Ny what that is...”

g
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And the skell,
hoo boy...

He explodes.





OPS/images/0041.jpeg
T |

Thus the skell
establishes his M.O. &

i
That’s cop talk for

modus operandi, which
is Latin for mode of...

...operandi.

His homunculi are shaped

according to how people ...the bigger its
experience pleasure. The representation on
more nerves in a body part, the figure he crafts.
the more sensitive the 4

His totem, whether he
knows it or not, is a
nearly-perfect model of how
the somatosensory cortex
views the human body.

Like clap on toilet seats, or

These fuck-Smurfs are a people not spea.king thg language A disease infecting
goddamn public menace. of the country they're in. normal life.

Ax e g %

-
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Her. Myrtle

. : - . Who the
It’s cool. hell are you
. people?

| know I'm not

supposed to care. N ;I Al
—but | 't
I told Suzie | was skl
I know I'm supposed to be moving on, that we
ignoring Kegel and her goons. were moving on...

| know I'm supposed
to be moving on.
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MEANWHILE,
NEXT CHAPTER:
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—_— Momentarily ' _ You will be ‘ )
You'll find your it will be backed linked to those | don't
up to the cloud images. And if you understand.

cellular device has

been compromised. ; b are connected to
o miﬁ‘,‘,’;%ﬁpﬂ}?,fa' them, they wil How did you
forever. ruin your job, —why did—

We know where
you live, who you
call, and what you
browse.

your life.

Also, youlll find
we've put several...
disturbing... images
on your phone.

Haven't you
figured that out
yet, skell?

| never hurt
anybody. | never
meant fo—

we're the
cops.

Why are you
doing this?

The Sexual
Cops.

And you just
got fucked.
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oh my god
oh my god

Yeah, you
there, in the pee
with the crying.

How do you
know Myrtle
Spurge?
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But I catch the little
Pikachoads.

It’s like catching
rats with big d.lcks
that want to fuck

! my shoes.

Sex justice stomps

down hard with a {
four-inch heel, |
creepazoid.

I catch ‘em all.
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Did you think
you were the
only one?
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We
protect
from the
square world,
asshole

freaks like us

You fool.
You get
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And I'm the cotton swab
down the urethra to
clean it all out.

We. We are the cotton
swab. Swabs.

We will
catch him.

We will
stop him.

But guys,
were not
really cops.

You get what
I'm saying.

Orgone levels
are starting to
surge.

He’s here, and
he’s about to get
some poor woman
to step on his
creepy little sex
monster.

| bet you'll have
a good view of the
action behind your
little mask, Badal.

While us real
cops are out there
on the streets,
getting our hands
all cummy.

Speak for
yourselves,
pussydicks.
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He's surging.
He’s gonna
go soon.

getting started, W&

we need more

There is no
more time...






