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  Okay, so you want to hear the story. The story of how I almost brought about the end of the world and lost my job in the process. Well then, here it is. Though I’d like to point out — as a sort of preliminary remark, so to say — that as far as I am concerned, none of this was in any way my fault. If anything, it’s the stupidity of my bosses that’s truly to blame for everything that happened. But of course, corporate overlords — any kind of corporate overlords — will never search the fault in themselves. No, they’ll always find some stupid schmoe to blame for their problems. And in this case, I was that stupid schmoe.




  For those of you who don’t know, I used to be a radio DJ. A damned good one. Not one of the big names, of course. In fact, chances are good you’ve never heard of me. I’ve never been smooth and commercial enough to hit it big, I’m just too honest for that. I say what I want on air — FCC guidelines be damned. I play the music I want, the music my listeners want, not the commercial Top 40 pap that the advertisers and the corporate bigwigs want me to play. In short, I was too edgy to ever be a big name, a star. But in my little corner of the market at WKPX Harveyville, I was someone. I was the rebel of the airways, the avenger of the indie scene, the go-to guy for good music and honest opinions. Hell, in my little corner of the ether, I was a fucking hero. Until that day.




  I was doing the morning show, Good Morning, Harveyville. Yeah, so I never said that my corporate overlords had anything in the way of imagination. Or taste, for that matter. Cause someone had been messing with the fancy computer that passes for a music archive again, deleting songs from my playlist and replacing them with commercialized Top 40 crap. Dear fucking corporate overlords — and I can finally call them that in public, now that they’ve fired me — I won’t play any Katy Perry or Britney or Beyoncé or anyone who was on any talent show ever. No matter how often you try to sneak their stupid little prepackaged plastic pop songs into my playlist, I won’t play them. Ever. I won’t even play them in an ironic way, because there’s nothing whatsoever ironic about plastic pop. Because irony requires a modicum of self-awareness and wit. Plastic pop has neither.
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