I F—king Quit, Assholes!

Regretfully, this will be my last column. You could say it is because I have accomplished all I set out to do, you could say I was in fact fired for stealing office supplies, or you could say that I had grown sick and f—king tired of the bureaucratic sh-t stains that run the Technician. I prefer that latter. Either way there will be no more funny stuff from Grant Jones at this newspaper. [Editor’s note: Was there ever?]

I want to apologize to my readers. I know that during the time I have been at this paper, you have come to rely on me to brighten up your day and pinch a loaf on your enemies. Your support during this time has been overwhelming. I will forever keep the fan letter I received. When I am gone rumors will undoubtedly surface that I was fired, among other things, for taking advances on my salary to place bets at the dog track. You might hear that I used the technician office phones to make long-distance phone calls to old girlfriends just so I could hear their voice. They may even bring such wild charges against me as using the Technician account to finance crack orgies that lasted into the wee hours of the night. believe me when I say this, no matter what kind of ‘evidence’ they bring against me or how many years I end up spending in ail, these rumors are all false.



I gave everything I had to the Technician. I laid it all on the line. Every week I gave between one hundred three and one hundred sixteen percent. And it wasn’t always easy. At first I welcomed the celebrity status my job bestowed upon me. But it got to be too much. I like women as much as the next heterosexual guy but when you can’t walk from one class to another without mobs of crazed girls ripping your hair out for a souvenir, then it becomes impossible to lead a normal life. Had technician not refused to pay for bodyguards perhaps I wouldn’t have had to use their account without telling them, although I am certainly not admitting to that charge.

This fiasco has hurt me. I cry myself to sleep at night at the injustice. But really it is the readers that suffer the most. You may be wondering, just whom is it I should be organizing a mob to go beat up? Those squirrel-f--kers at Technician, that’s who. Speaking of which, if any one needs rides to the Technician office to protest my firing I will be more than happy to give you one, as will my mom.


Most likely, however, this will be my last paragraph ever at the Technician, so let me use it to thank you, the little people who read my columns every week. Despite trouble from a few bad apples, I have had a wonderful experience writing here, and it was you, the simple people, whose affections I enjoyed the most. So may I see you one day at a better newspaper where they respect great artists.







Sincerely,







Grant Jones

