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he beer came from the keg, which
( they had inexplicably just begun
for. They bei
to charge for. They being VIRGINg,
and JANUARY, Whose porch th;c was
/) vhose party this was, '
oM .

It was billed as an opening reception for
their are and that of a number of their less-lazy friends.
They had also talked some local indie rock ‘it-kids’ into
contributing their crappy sketches that upped the profile of
the party considerably. A few urortant people had come,

early in the evening. People with money, or gallery owners.

ot that it was at their house, it was well
as at something legitimate. For

uickly recognized the show

Despite the fa
nd the attempt W
ney d
pad art, and cheap aleohol.

t and frustration to jany ARy

publicized, a .
the eyes of moneY: The m
for what it was: dirty ¥ids,

. : n
VIRGINIA expressed disappointme

early on. JANUARY didn’t understand what her friend expecteq
to happen. Things were now as they should be: all the sapme

stupid people at the same stupid party. It even had a
lingering air of the intendeq pretension.
She looked out 4t the sea of ironic haircuts with a

y weari "y .
mix of weariness, afctiny, ang disgust, She knew everyone here.

Not just that, she knew everything qhout them as well...
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This is a small part of a book called
boring boring boring boring boring boring.
It was written by ZACH PLAGUE.
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boring
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zER0 was bartender at the Snooty Fox, as
well as lighting technician for the low-end rock

club SNOT BLOCKER. His line of work once got
30 harq in the throat he fuinseq,
pim laid once. He haq 5 235 mask

h the most )
al evel fanatjq Nazp

him punched
But it also £
collection to riv
memorahilia collectors. And he had beey, -

a punk rock mystery novel in his head for years,

JOLENE BaggrsFmELD wrote things on her hands all day
While Working 4 the Velveteen Gallery- She used those same
hands to Mastyrhgte violently and paint pictufes of hep cat,
PuppySurprise, One time her boyfriend 100K her car to pick up 5
friend and erasheq i, killing both himself and, metaphorically, the
car. JOLENE was more upset about the car because it never
cheated on her, farted under the covers, or laughed at her
French shoes.

BRODY FRANKEN Was a child prodigy until the age of ‘
thirteen when, having been caught shoplifting in Saudi Arabia
while vacationing there with his parents, a righteous
shopkeeper had cut both his thumbs off, ending his precocious
thieving career. The incident also destroyed his dreams of
becoming a photographer. However, thumbs were not necessary
to squeeze tubes of frosting, and he had since become one of

8 the top cake decorators iy, the region. He also liked camping,
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JANUARY was into romance: distilled, plasticized, or
sparkly. She ohsessively collected gemmed or pe.

dazzled clothing, snow globes from around the globe,
and used glow sticks from Halloweens long gone by.

She played XYLOPHONE in an experimental all-metal
new-thrash art band called Tar the Shitfucker. Her
grandfather had an old WWII tattoo of tits on his bicep,
pale and lonely green. She loved him but hated all his

€.
children. One of them gave her that awful nam ’
PAOLO MERCEDES' house was empty. It wasn't that he was

too cheap to buy furniture or that he had some strictly
minimalist aesthetic. It had just never happened. It was clean,
though, and that encouraged his girlfriend to stay over often,
even if his mattress was saggy and they spent all sweaty night
long pressed together by gravity. He called her “TRUCKER’

in private, and she dig N0t know what ezac

tly he did at
Wwork all day. She knew he Was an ‘aggist
a

nt nurse’ at the

constipation, phosphate
enemas, bloody stool, and occasionally vomit, He spent

his twelve-hour shifts gently wiping down wrinkled old

thighs and huttocks. 2’
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