
The Dark Side: why I can't work
BY LAURAH NORTON

Features Columnist

I've been unlucky in the job
market. It's not that I hate working
(well, actually, I do). I just have a

Can I take your order?" level (these
kinds of jobs create serial killers. I'm
serious).

I spent most of my formative
years slinging sandwiches at a deli.
We had roaches, mold, and well, they
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Wouldn't you hire this sterling, perfectly stable example of
American youth?

bad habit of getting fired. I don't
punch customers or projectile vomit
or anything.

Mostly, I just scare them. Not
that I do it on purpose (usually); it's
not like I prophesize a great plague
or warn them of the coming Arma-
geddon. I just don't like interacting
with other life-forms. It doesn't
come natural (surprise, surprise)
and I end up sputtering and twitch-
ing when I'm forced to hold a civi-
I' ed conversation. Pathetic.

In any case, I can't hold a job.
Most of my work experience has
been on the "Welcome to McSlop!

hired me. The
management
wasn't real par-
ticular. I wore
an apron and
scarf in my hair
(imagine WaHo
head napkins),
and had to deal
with customers
when they said
the roast beef
tasted like dead
raccoon.

The place
was disgusting:
there were vines
growing in the
bathroom (re-
ally) and the

luck at a cappuccino bar.
That was a very, very stupid

idea.
There is nothing worse in this

life than a bunch of Gen-X yuppies
that are skim-vanilla-tall-iced-latte
junkies. They shake as they order
their drinks, eyes glazed over with
the thought of a five buck caffeine
fix.

The coffee bar was located in
an expensive bookstore in a Land
Rover/take pets to psychologists
part of town, filledwith people with
"Friends" haircuts and bank ac-
counts longer than their social se-
curity numbers.

I hate this type on principle.
Yet, I was suddenly forced to serve
them espresso and really expensive
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floor was blacker than the void that
is my closet. How pleasant!

Working at the deli stunk. My
vegan straightedge coworker would
(loudly) sing "Don't you know
you're eating death? The taste in
your mouth is the corpse on your
breath!" as he made ham sand-
wiches.

It depressed people.
Thankfully, that job ended

when the floor in our restaurant ran-
domly caved in during the lunch
rush (really). The singing vegan
actually fell into the basement (there
is justice!), and I decided to try my
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Musicians brave the cold to provide soothing music to an uptight campus.

sandwiches that (still) tasted like
dead raccoon. (Isn't it ironic? Don't
ya think?) It was the kinda place
where you wear a fancy apron and
have to hide behind the espresso
roaster to smoke.

I lasted a week. I did my job
decently, considering the clientele-
no spitting or head spinning; I even
smiled (well, once). I was fired on
the grounds that I looked weird and
I might make people think about
"unpleasant things." (the possibili-
ties are endless!) I didn't really care,
except for losing the free coffee/high
octane speed fix. Gave me more time
to read comics and play with
eyeliner innovations and stuff.

I mean, you can't forget what's
really important.
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