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FOREWORD



“Yuck, what an asshole” was my first thought as I eyed up the guy across the room with long blond hair, ass gripping jeans and snakeskin boots. I was standing with NJ comedy booker Pat Gaynor in 1990, about one month into my comedy career. We were in a Spotswood bar called The Varsity Pub, the place I did my first stand up set. Pat was giving me the rundown on the local open mic scene and suggesting where I might be able to get onstage. “I’m going to introduce you to Jammin’ Jim. He’s a local comic from Old Bridge and will be able to help you get some stage time.” We walked towards the creep in the snakeskin boots, who looked like a Stonehenge rock in a Bette Midler wig.


“Jesus, he has throat cancer” was my second thought as Jim croaked out a “Hey man, what’s going on?” in his trademark gravelly voice. I immediately realized my initial summation of this guy had been completely wrong. He didn’t know me from a hole in the wall (and God knows I’m familiar with those), but he talked to me about comedy and the local scene and started making suggestions as to where I could perform. He gave me his number and told me to get in touch about going on at the Playpen Lounge, a local strip club off Route 9 in New Jersey. Shockingly, a strip club off of Route 9 proved to be an awful place for comedy. I bombed there more often than not, but Jim always had something good to say, he’d always tell people about me and keep me in the loop about local open mics. I had nothing to offer in return, but Jim took care of me anyway. I was extremely unsure and vulnerable in those early days and he took me under his wing (and by wing I mean his giant scrotum) and introduced me to everyone. Most of the bookers hated me, I was doing jokes about fucking my grandmother in church and one of them even thought I was a Nazi.


I had expected him to be an aloof douche and he turned out to be one of the closest and longest lasting friends I’ve ever had in my life. I could write chapters on all of the great times we’ve had. In twenty-seven years, we’ve done countless gigs together, been to concerts together, acted together, pulled trains together, written pilots together, traveled together, lived together as well as seen each other through breakups, deaths and a never-ending list of career flops. So to narrow it down, I figured I’d list a few of the “firsts” I’ve experienced because of or with Jim Florentine.


The first time I got paid for doing comedy was because of Jim. In April of 1991, a local booker (the one who thought I was a Nazi) had a Holiday Inn gig that paid $25. Jim assured him I would do well and keep it fairly clean. Jim lied. I was a pig onstage and I bombed my fucking face off.


The first time I met a girl after a gig was because of Jim. It was some shithole in Connecticut and I was working with Jim and Bob Levy. After the show, a girl who looked mildly retarded was rubbing my leg under the table. I had never been more turned on in my life. It was the first time I might get laid because of comedy. I couldn’t do anything with her due to the fact her brothers, who looked like linebackers on a prison football team, were cockblocking. Jim and Bob tried occupying her brothers by slowly rotating a shiny object in front of them as I attempted to sneak her into the parking lot. We didn’t even need to have sex; I’d have been happy if she just gave me a kiss and threw rocks at my dick. Her brothers stood in the doorway and watched us, which of course ruined everything. On the way home, Jim was driving and Bob Levy was in the passenger seat. I masturbated in the backseat.


The first time I wrote a pilot was with Jim. We had both auditioned for a VH1 pilot called Couch Potatoes and miraculously, we both got it. They liked the idiotic chemistry we had together. The producers had us write all of our dialogue and our story line for the episode. I forget what we wrote, but I remember it was something about how we found the neighbors panties in the dryer and the gay couple upstairs was missing a gerbil. Very highbrow shit.


The first time I was ever in a movie was because of Jim. It was 1996 and the film was called White Chicks Incorporated. (Worst Film Ever Made must have been taken). Jim and Artie Fletcher played two losers who went to a witch doctor (played by white comedian Jeff Pirami). I played a successful, celebrity comedian. I was awful. And so was everyone else. But fuck it, it was a movie and it was my first and it wouldn’t have happened if it weren’t for Jim.


The first roommate I ever had was Jim. I lived at home until I was thirty. I was doing stand-up every night, but was spending all my money on prostitutes. I finally moved out of my parent’s house and in with Jim and his girlfriend. We lived in Cliffside Park, New Jersey, and I was so happy to be on my own, I didn’t realize the place was a cesspool. Three of us split $900 a month rent, and I just assumed that all cool bachelor pads were infested with silverfish, had rain water leaking into the living room and black mold openly growing on the walls. It was like living inside the asshole of a wild animal.


The first time I ever had a threesome with a buddy was with Jim. There was a woman I knew who was a really good egg and would have me over after her kids went to bed and blow on the sofa. She had a thing for long hair and one night I just brought Florentine over, figuring she’d be delighted to fellate him. She actually wound up blowing me while Jim had sex with her from behind, because my penis was wilting in shame and I knew if I tried have sex it would be a dismal failure. Jim, the consummate professional, maintained his erection and saved the day. The second guy I brought to see her was Rich Vos. Rich had sex with her and then walked outside like an asshole to smoke. She hated him.


The first time I met Ozzy Osbourne was because of Jim. He knew a guy named Frank who worked at MTV and Ozzy was being interviewed by some Russian host. Frank walked us backstage and we looked into the green room and saw Ozzy sitting there. I had no idea how to act, I was completely paralyzed. Jim played it cool and just talked to people like we belonged there and instead of following his cue, I just stood in front of Ozzy’s door and stared at him like Boo Radley. Ozzy walked by us and I actually followed him to the bathroom to ask for an autograph. I didn’t do photos back then, I typically just got people to sign my business card. We finally made it into the green room and as Ozzy is signing my card, Jim grumbled, “Get the picture.” I forgot he even had his camera. We snapped photos of each other with Ozzy, and thus began my twenty-year photo obsession. So for every celebrity who’s had to throw their arm around my sloped shoulders and fake a smile, Jim is the guy to blame.


The first time I ejaculated on a television set was because of Jim. Bob Levy, Jim and myself had done a gig outside of Baltimore. All three of us were sharing a room, Bob the headliner in one bed, Jim and I in the other. (Jim’s generosity once again. Neither of those guys had to let me stay in the room and Jim certainly didn’t have to let me into his bed). After the gig, Jim was out sodomizing some waitress and Bob and I were smoking cigarettes in the room. Bob suggested we jack off on the TV so Jim could see it when he came back. I thought this was a fine idea. Bob went first, (when jerking off on the television, the headliner always goes first) and then I got up to the plate. I had a hard time getting going knowing one of my comedy heroes was laying in the bed behind me passing out with a Marlboro Light in his mouth. I forged ahead and finished. Then… we waited. We waited and smoked and finally, hours later, Jim came back in and saw the two loads on the television. He said, “Beautiful” and went to bed.


I don’t even know where to end this because I love Jim so much and have spent so many of the most important moments of my life with him. There isn’t enough room to write about when we waited on line to meet Black Sabbath, or when we flew to LA and I farted so much the flight attendant spritzed air freshener next to Jim’s seat. Or about us performing at Woodstock 94, when we walked around in the huge performer tent and giggled at the giant penises bulging out of the shorts of the African musicians. Or about the time Jim talked his girlfriend and her friend into urinating on me. Or about the joy Jim expressed when Otto Petersen tracked dogshit into my new car. Unfortunately, this group of sophomoric, idiotic stories must wait to be told another day.


What I can say about Jim is I absolutely would not have made it as a comedian if it weren’t for his friendship. And that no one can talk me off an emotional ledge like Jim Florentine. He is brilliantly funny and 100 percent original. Jim is probably the most genuine person I’ve ever met and has undoubtedly contributed more to my life than I have to his.


JIM NORTON


October 2017

















Any woman that uses the word kiddos doesn’t like to fuck.


—JIM FLORENTINE (2016)


















PART ONE




AWFUL FACEBOOK [image: image]
















CHAPTER ONE



THE EDUCATION OF AN AWFULOLOGIST


I’m a simple man trying to live in a complicated world. Most days, all I want to do is maintain my peace of mind. But, that’s hard as hell when everything I consider normal has flipped on its head.


All the rules have changed. Now, people broadcast their lives over the Internet instead of living them. Relationships are formed and lived out in cyberspace instead of real time. Conversations are had on smartphones where anyone with a shred of social media muscle can censor and troll you if they don’t like what you are saying.


Let’s face it; there isn’t much room for a simple life anymore!


It’s fucking brutal!


Being at odds with the way things are has caused me headaches, but it’s also the source of almost everything I find funny. Believe me, there is a lot of awful shit that should not be. In a strange way, the stuff that frustrates the hell out of me has been the source of my comedy.


In fact, there are so many awful things to make fun of I’ve made a living out of it!


If you’ve followed my career, been to my shows, or heard my podcasts, you know I have fun raging against stupid shit. Sometimes the shit I deal with ruins my day but you guys enjoy me going off on it so it’s all good.


That may be the silver lining! Laughing about our complicated world makes it easier to accept.


I wrote Everybody Is Awful for people like you. I know how annoyed you are with the drama in your life. I also know it’s hard to find the humor in the bullshit awful people bring to our lives, but there is always something to laugh about when you look hard enough. Especially when you look at social media, or the crazy things that happen in relationships, or the stupid conversations we are forced to have throughout our day.


That’s what this book is about!


I started the book by writing down the craziest stories from my career. While I was cataloging those insane moments, I discovered a backlog of frustration I needed to get off my chest. It’s no surprise there was enough material to fill a whole book, the one you’re now holding.


In the following pages, I’m going to ridicule the jerk-offs that foul up our good day.


I’m going to prove to you that everyone (except you) is truly awful! Laugh along as I rant and rave.


Maybe, if we’re lucky, you’ll learn to spot awful people and awful trends like the ice bucket challenge, Pokémon, or a new dumb Facebook game and avoid them at all costs. Maybe that will be enough to reclaim some peace of mind. Or, maybe that simple life will always be elusive, but if that’s true, at least we can have some laughs while we look for it!


The Catholic Kid Goes Rogue


To start things off, let’s go back to the beginning. I was an awful kid. How did I turn out this way? That’s the big question.


Well, I’ve done about five minutes of serious analysis on this subject and I’m pretty sure it’s my parents’ fault. As a kid, my parents were super religious. While raising me, they had to depend on their faith and constantly prayed for divine intervention. You see, they had seven kids to raise and wanted to give us the best of everything.


Making sure we had a good education was important to my parents. Because they were Catholic, they made an unfortunate assumption that the local Catholic school could set me on the path to becoming a priest. There was one big problem with that—I don’t like little boys.


Honestly, why does any parent think a school full of Catholic priests can offer a better education than a regular school? For instance, the school I attended had priests teaching sixth-grade math. How is a priest an expert in any subject other than religion?


Does counting how many kids you’ve touched give you special math skills?


How can a priest learn new math theories when they have so many inappropriate back rubs to give out? What would his math theory be? If I touch ten kids and no one says anything, did I really touch anyone?


Also, there was another reason I wanted to escape Catholic schools. All my friends were getting touched and the priests left me alone. I felt left out in a weird kind of way. Like most kids my age, I wanted to be with the rest of my friends, and they attended the local public school down the street. I begged my parents to transfer me but they wouldn’t budge. So, since I couldn’t get my way I rebelled—against everything!


There wasn’t a rule I didn’t bend, and there wasn’t a piece of school property I didn’t break! If that didn’t work, I’d break the broken stuff until I was banished to the principal’s office.


This resulted in me being grounded all the time. Most teenagers would love to be confined to their room so they could masturbate until they needed a life raft to float out of their room. For me, sex was the last thing on my mind because I was going to burn in hell if I did that. I treated my dick like it was a loaded gun. I was so afraid that even when I had to piss I’d try not to hold it because I was afraid it would go off accidentally. Making prank calls is all I wanted to do. Instead of studying or doing homework, I would use the landline in my room to practice my pranks.


I had no idea that my creepy misbehavior was forming the building blocks of a successful career. With an old rotary phone and a seriously demonic, I-don’t-give-a-fuck attitude I was in the early stages of mastering my craft. I had just turned eleven years old, and I was on the way to becoming a professional comedian.




ANNOYING AIRPLANE ANNOUNCEMENTS


I just got off a flight going to Las Vegas. During the flight, the pilot gave us four different updates on the weather. I don’t care about the weather when I go to Vegas. When I go there I go to drink, gamble on football games, and hope I have enough gas money to fill up my rent-a-car so I can drive out to the Bunny Ranch.


I don’t care if the winds are six miles per hour out of the northwest. I’m not going to Vegas to fly a kite. Stop giving me an update on the weather!


At noon, we got the update:


“It’s eighty-seven degrees and sunny right now in Las Vegas, I’ll give you another update in an hour.”


Why?


Why are you going to give me another update? What’s it going to be, ninety in a couple of hours?


It doesn’t make a difference. It’s Vegas. It’s August.


It’s going to be fucking hot!






Part One: Awful Facebook


Facebook is fucking awful!


Does Facebook have any redeemable qualities? Does it do any good or just waste our time? For the most part, it fucking stinks! People are either bragging or looking for sympathy.


Pick a random place in your news feed and start reading, I guarantee that 99 percent of what you read will be meaningless junk news or annoying status updates, the kind that make you want to demolish your laptop with a sledgehammer.


If you doubt me about how awful Facebook has become, keep reading. I’ve got a shitload of examples that will convince you that finding a lump under your armpit might be better than reading one more fucking Facebook status update.


Awful Facebook Rule #1: Believe the Facebook Friend Fallacy


Over the last few years, fans of my podcast have sent me so many awful status updates I’ve become an expert in the shit that’s posted. After sorting through all of them, I’ve found several horrible patterns. I took those patterns and converted them into what I call The Eleven Rules for Being Awful on Facebook. Here’s the first one:


Believe that all of your Facebook friends are real friends!


That is the first rule for becoming an annoying dickhead on Facebook. If you follow this rule, you will feel empowered to spout off stupid shit all day, with no thought to what you are writing. You’ll think that you have a legion of people depending on you to post every dumb thought that floats through your mind.


Also, you will expect every one of the poor souls to keep track of important events in your life, comment on all of your terrible pictures, love all the ridiculous memes you repost, and attend all your spontaneous gatherings. Your faith in Facebook friends makes you confident they have nothing better to do than be your best, most devoted friend. Nobody gives a fuck about your post of a rabbit eating from your dumb garden.


Friend Freak


For instance, look at the following post. This stupid cunt thinks she is Facebook royalty.




[image: image] Who says Facebook friends are not real friends? They enjoy seeing you on the internet every day, miss you when you’re not on, show compassion when you lose someone you love, send you greetings on your birthday, view the pictures you upload, like your status, make you laugh when you are sad. Share this if you are grateful for your Facebook friends.





Then she writes…




[image: image] This is very true. Someone tell this to Mark Zuckerberg. He thinks Facebook is only for people who know each other in real life.





Guess what, dummy: Facebook friends are not real friends!


They’re not going to be there when you need them. The only reason they wish you a happy birthday is that everyone else is posting that on your wall.


They feel obligated! They don’t care. I promise you.


Nope, not one damn bit! If they did care, they would be at your front door with a fucking cake! And judging by your profile pic the last thing you need is cake.



My Dear Delusions


Here is another stupid bitch living out this Facebook friend fantasy…




[image: image] I haven’t even met many of my best Facebook friends in real life, but they are as dear as any I could ever hope for on here.





Are you fucking kidding me?


None of your followers said, “Oh, in three days, this chick in Seattle, who I’ve never met, is turning thirty-five. I need to make sure I don’t forget. I’m buying my plane ticket now!”


The only reason they liked the dumb picture you posted is that they are just as bored as you are.


Share this if you’re grateful for your Facebook friends, she writes.


But, nobody shared it and nobody should! I’d rather share a dirty needle with Charlie Sheen.




GARY FROM FLORIDA: THE POLITICALLY INCORRECT SEXUAL SAVANT


Gary from Florida is a regular on my podcast Comedy Metal Midgets. He’s a great friend and one of my most popular guests. Anytime I announce tour dates in Florida, I get swamped with emails asking if Gary will be at the show. He’s in such demand he’s even signed a few autographs after my gigs.


Gary is a slob! Yeah, he can come across as uneducated and offensive. But, the truth is Gary is an incredibly smart and decent guy. He’s a respected businessman and he’s made a lot of money in real estate. He loves to eat good food and drink great wine. But most of all, he likes to fuck women in the ass.


The reason my podcast listeners love him so much is because of his crazy stories about getting pussy. When he talks about his sexual adventures, he is absolutely politically incorrect. He always has crazy shit to share. A Gary-tale will either disgust you and make you want to run out of the room or it will mesmerize you so you hang on his every word.


What is his dirty secret to being such a great storyteller? Gary is real! He’s one of the few people left in the world that isn’t afraid to be themselves. He doesn’t give a shit what people think of him! He’s got big fucking nuts even when they aren’t infected with ball wart. Most importantly, Gary from Florida is a Hall-of-Famer when it comes to getting women in bed and his years of experience and bold teaching style makes him one of the best sex gurus you’ve ever heard. You’ll be happy to know, the following chapters have some of his best advice. Make sure you read every word! Your life won’t be the same after that!





576 Reasons to Get the Fuck Off Facebook


Now, here is a woman who follows Rule #1 so fucking well, she has become certifiably delusional.




[image: image] Come hang out with me tonight at Sonny’s restaurant for my early birthday celebration.





One hour later her friendship apocalypse starts…




[image: image] I have something to say. Out of the 576 friends, only one came out to celebrate my birthday with me. That says a lot about the 575 people that claim to be my friends. Wow! I’m crying and I’m in pain. W-T-F!





Ten minutes later, she’s having a meltdown like an infant that needs a nap.




[image: image] This is the exact reason why I cannot be friends with anyone.





She thinks the 576 people in her friends list are her real friends. How many of those friends actually live in the area? How many can drop what they are doing to hang out with this disaster of a human being? Maybe fifty? Nevertheless, this woman expects everyone to be there. She thinks she’s given enough notice so that all 576 friends can arrange to travel to her hometown just to hang out in a sports bar for her birthday. What a fucking dunce.


Out of her 576 Facebook friends maybe 10 care about her. The rest never even think about her because they barely know her!


Maybe a handful can say, “Oh yeah, I know her. My son used to play soccer with her kid.”


That’s who most of your friends are on Facebook.


To top it off, it wasn’t her actual birthday!


Nobody is coming to your actual birthday party let alone your early birthday party!


You can thank random chance for the one person who showed! She was hungry, passed that restaurant on the way home, and found your stupid ass blubbering about the 575 no-shows!


Fucking Facebook


There is a whole group of people that like to check Facebook before they go to bed. I can understand checking on your kid before you go to sleep. But checking on Facebook? That is fucking pathetic. Here is an example of the corny bullshit these people post at night.




[image: image] I’m about to have a threesome! Me, my bed, and my pillow! Goodnight Facebookers!





Yuck! How fucking cringe-worthy can you get?


An adult man wrote I’m about to have a threesome! Me, my bed, and my pillow! Goodnight Facebookers! Instead of trying to get a woman to have sex with him, this loser is fantasizing about fucking his bed and sharing his corny fantasy on Facebook. This post should really say I’m about to have a threesome! Me, my hand, and some gay porn!


Nobody Noticed


I’m sure you know people like this next woman. They have their smartphones set up so they are notified every time someone posts a comment on their page.




[image: image] I’m sorry I’ve been busy all day and didn’t have time to check in, what did I miss?





There was one reply to this. Her friend wrote, Well… Obama is still president. LOL!


First, you don’t have to say you are sorry. Nobody is looking for an apology. Nobody noticed you didn’t check your news feed.


I looked at your page you have twenty-six friends. Those twenty-six people weren’t talking about you all day. Nobody said, Where the hell is she? What’s going on with her?


These kinds of conversations never happened. Nobody missed you. Nobody wondered what you are doing.


That didn’t happen.


Why?


Because nobody cares!


If you want interesting news why are you checking Facebook?


Are you thinking, I wonder if the guy I barely know that lives in Cincinnati is posting today about the local weather. I don’t live there, never have, and have actually never been there before and it’s the winter so I’m thinking it’s probably cold but let me check his feed anyway because I missed important info because I was busy.


But then again, what would Facebook be if people weren’t afraid they will miss something important? You know what’s important? Your kids! How about checking in with them five times per day to see how they’re doing? They need some attention because they’re being ignored by their parents who are distracted by their phones.


One Less Loser




[image: image] I woke up this morning with one less friend on Facebook. Did I make someone mad?





You did make someone mad. ME! A grown man posted this! Yes a man! Well with this kind of post he won’t be a man for long as I’m sure he is in the process of transitioning into a woman.


Sir, did you ever consider that you have one less friend because that friend decided he doesn’t want to be on Facebook?


Think about it. One of your more sane buddies woke up one morning and thought; I’m forty-one years old. I have a hot wife. I have two great kids, and a good small circle of friends. My life is complete. I don’t need this drama on Facebook. I don’t want to worry about getting shit from some guy I hung out with twenty years ago for a couple of months, asking me why I didn’t “like” his video of his dog fetching a stick.


He didn’t want to deal with some old friend sending him messages like:


Dude, we fucking hung that whole summer. We were pretty close. I posted that funny video of my dog and heard nothing from you. I know you have dogs, I figured you could relate.


That guy is trying to feed his two kids. He smartly decided that he doesn’t want to be getting the kids ready for bed and have to deal with a Facebook message from an idiot.


Dude you have a dog I thought you could relate to my video!


Next time you play fetch with your dog throw the stick into traffic!


Officially No One Cares


Here’s another idiot who believes Facebook friends are real friends who actually care about your life.




[image: image] Officially back on Facebook! Please everyone hold your applause!





Don’t worry, sir. Nobody clapped. Nobody was excited that you reopened an account. Nobody even noticed you were gone. I’ll hold my applause until you’re back off of Facebook.


Goodnight Moron


Maybe you’ve read your kid the book Goodnight Moon. In the book, a little baby says goodnight to all the things in his room and the things he sees outside his window. Well, there seems to be a large amount of Facebook babies who love to do the same damn thing and it is one of the absolutely worst things I’ve ever read on the site.




[image: image] Goodnight Facebook!





Fuuuuuccckkk! I can read that post a hundred fucking times and it still makes me feel like maggots are crawling all over my skin. What are you expecting back?


Goodnight don’t let the bed bugs bite!


Are you going to read me a story?


One woman posted this:




[image: image] My bed is calling my name so I’m ready to tuck under my blanket and get warm. Goodnight my dear Facebook and stay warm.





I highly doubt your bed called your name since that’s never happened in the history of mankind. There is no such thing as a talking bed. If this woman’s bed talked to her it would say, “Please lay off the desserts, you’re suffocating me every night.” If anyone you know, even a family member, writes Goodnight Facebook, please delete them as a friend. When they ask why you got rid of them say, “Because you said goodnight to an imaginary object!”















CHAPTER TWO



MY FIRST PRANK CALLS


By the time I made it to junior high school I was honing my prank call skills. I had a lot of time to do that because I was always grounded. I ended up locked in my room for hours on end. I was bored out of my mind and started making prank calls to pass the time.


I even recruited my good friend Tony and we would do prank calls together. Our very first prank happened when we met a pretty girl named Donna at school.


Donna had the biggest tits either of us had ever seen. Donna’s rack was so powerful it inspired us to prank her. There was no planning or method to our madness, we searched the phonebook, found Donna’s home phone number, and cold-called her.


“Hello,” Donna said.


We froze. Snickered.


“Who is this?”


I launched into my first improvisation.


“Hello ma’am. We’re doing a national survey; can we ask you a question? What is your bra size?”


“Who’d you say you were?” Donna demanded.


Donna was stacked, but she was also very smart! It didn’t take her long to create a mental lineup of who might be calling.


“Who is this?” She asked again, this time with a knowing tone. She sounded like she knew it was Tony and I.


“Uh… never mind!”


We hung up immediately!


The next day in school Donna marched over to the two worst perverts in her class, the two boys that were always drooling over her tits, and doing very little to hide it.


“Hey Jim! Hey Tony!” She said mocking us. “Grow the fuck up!”


Before we could say a word, Donna walked out the door. Looking back, I think her bra size was a 34C. I know that because she had the same size rack as my grandmother.


MILP’s: Mothers I’d Like to Prank


The Donna-Big-Tits call wasn’t even close to successful, but it was the start of a career in making prank calls.


Tony and I graduated to calling random numbers. We would dial nonstop until we heard a distinctly feminine voice and pull our pranks. One time we were taking turns blurting out our nonsense and I saw a note on Tony’s fridge. It was a phone number titled Mom’s Work Number. So of course, I dialed it. It was Tony’s turn to do the prank and I handed him the receiver and ran to the other phone to listen.


“Hello?”


“Hello ma’am… how big are your tits?” Tony asked.


There was a long, very awkward pause.


“Tony? Is that you?” His mother asked.


Tony was horrified and slammed the phone. He immediately figured out what I had done.


“YOU ASSHOLE!” he yelled and chased me through the house and around the neighborhood for the next half hour.


We’ve been friends ever since.



Awful Facebook Rule #2: Brag, Brag, Brag!


I can’t think of anything more brutal than reading updates from people bragging about themselves.


Rule #2 for How to Be Awful on Facebook is all about the art of bragging. Facebook is filled with idiots declaring themselves smart and sexy. They post their horrible pictures, sit back, and wait for us to reply with our praise—these people epitomize what it means to be awful on Facebook. By the way, I will never use the horrific word selfie in this book. I’d rather get a blood transfusion from Magic Johnson.


In a nutshell if you are a bragger you want your friends to think you are wonderful while you make them feel like shit. You want everyone to believe you are living the life of your dreams but you aren’t—your life is full of unhappiness. The bragging covers that up.


Bragging is a consequence of insecurity. This generation is obsessed with being validated. They grew up in homes where mom worked, dad worked, and nobody was around until the late evening. When the parents got home, you had dinner with them for forty-five minutes then everyone parted ways and didn’t talk again until the next day at dinner. Mommy and Daddy didn’t give them enough attention so they look for it online.


According to these braggers, they have ideal children, they are in perfect physical shape, eat healthy all the damn time, work longer hours, and are more productive than the rest of us. It’s all smoke and mirrors designed to boost the bragger’s ego and make the rest of us feel like shit.


How Not to Get Laid


What’s amazing is how many guys are on Facebook bragging. They remind us how they are good looking. Most men know this turns a woman off but they keep posting. Take this fucking asshole as an example:




[image: image] Ha, I remember growing up, my mother always told me that I could be anything I wanted to be when I became an adult. I’m thankful I chose to be sexy. LOL.





A grown man in his late thirties wrote this and posted it with a picture of himself at the gym.


Notice how he put a Ha and a LOL in there to soften it up. He’s trying to say he’s joking around. We all know he meant every word.


I bet he spent twenty minutes taking the right picture before he posted it. Plus, there is nothing funny about it. I’m still trying to figure out the joke?


If you wonder why the rest of the world hates Americans, this is it! I’m so disgusted after reading this post, I’m thinking about joining ISIS.




GAMBLERS NEVER WIN IN A CASINO


Recently I was in a third-rate casino in Vegas. When I’m in a place like that, I’m surrounded by misery.


The decor is horrible. The carpets look like shit. There are no clocks and no sunlight. All the dealers look like extras from The Walking Dead and nobody is having fun. Everybody is miserable.


The line to the ATM is out the door. People need more money because they keep losing. People are staring at slot machines chain-smoking cigarettes because they have to calm their nerves. They have to do that because they are dumping all their kid’s college tuition money into a machine that’s rigged by the casino. Now their kid can barely go to a community college because of their gambling habit.


They’re not going to win. They never will. You hear some of these guys say, but I was one more bar away from winning $10,000. Guess what, the casino does that on purpose so people keep thinking they have a chance. Nobody has ever bought a house by playing cards in Vegas. Nobody has ever bought a brand-new Mercedes because they were playing craps. Give it up! It’s not going to happen!





Mirror, Mirror, Who’s the Biggest Douche?


This update is from a single guy. I should thank this douche. I’m back out on the dating scene and some nights I doubt myself. But, if this is my competition I’m going to clean up.




[image: image] So earlier, I walked into the bathroom to wash my hands, prior to eating some lunch, and I see this beautiful picture hanging on the wall. I mean this was a truly mesmerizing picture! One might even say it was perfect. However, after about thirty seconds of eyeing this immaculate work of art, I then realized, Oh shit! That’s just the mirror and this spectacular picture is indeed a picture of me! LOL!





That’s what’s out there, ladies! Narcissistic jerk-offs!


I have sixteen-year-old nieces that will text me sometimes and write LOL at the end.


I can accept that from a sixteen-year-old girl. It seems appropriate for her age. But not a grown man who writes long paragraphs about admiring himself in the mirror and ends it with laughing out loud!


I’m curious, how many women read this post and had the sudden urge to start eating pussy?



King Cock Sucker




[image: image] So I normally shave my head and line it up all sexy. Tonight, I stepped up my game. I took off the sides and back giving myself a look fit for a king.





Nobody thinks you’re sexy! Your head looks like a swollen ball sack.


That’s good that you shaved your head. Now, the guy you’re blowing will be able to hold on to your ears while he shoves his fit-for-a-king cock down your throat!


Dump This Dumpster Diver


It seems more acceptable for women to post a lot of pictures of themselves but some women don’t know when to stop. Take this stupid chick for instance. She wants everyone to tell her she is naturally pretty. To get compliments she posted a picture of herself dressed like a crack whore.




[image: image] I like the kind of guy who thinks you’re beautiful without makeup on, when your hair is a mess, and you’re in sweatpants and a T-shirt.





Good luck trying to find that type of guy. I’m really shocked that her relationship status says single. You know the only men that like that look? Homeless guys! Because they have the same outfit on! Strippers leaving the strip club after a night of dancing dress like that too on their way to their car. That’s why you never hear about a stripper getting raped in the parking lot. I saw one walking to her car that was giving me lap dances all night and I asked for my money back.



Magic Bragging


Talk about magical thinking—this woman takes positive affirmations to a new level of crazy!




[image: image] If you’re reading this—I’m beautiful!





Really!? I read it and saw your profile pic and on a scale of 1–10 you are still a 4. If you lived in LA, you would be a negative 2. I hope you find someone out there who thinks you’re beautiful. What about that mirror douche from a few paragraphs ago? He can stare at himself while he’s fucking you.


Delusions of Grandeur


Here’s a woman determined to let everyone know she’s better than the rest of us.




[image: image] I have tattoos, piercings, and a Ph.D. I’ve dated rock stars and I’m a kick ass mom who bakes awesome cookies. I’m a badass piercer and I own my own home. I even have my own pet pig for that matter. I’m better than any basic bitch out there. I’m saying this because I need to remember these things. Yeah, I know you are looking at your wife or girlfriend right now and thinking, yeah, this chick is right she’s a badass!





Piercings, tattoos, and dated rock stars? You sound more like a train wreck whore with Daddy issues. By the way, you didn’t date any rock stars. That rock star did a show in your town, fucked you, and left. He did the same thing with another girl in the next town.


But hey, at least you can bake cookies. You have that going for you. Unfortunately, your cookies are not awesome. Your kid says that because kids love cookies. Try getting them on a shelf in a store if they are that damn good. You can’t because they’re mediocre just like your shitty tattoos.


Crazy-Baiter


Many of the bragging posts are of the bait-and-switch variety. For instance, this woman lists her shitty qualities and hits us with reverse psychology.




[image: image] I may be crazy, funny, random, and slightly insane but you’ve got to love me.





What she really means here is she’s a drama queen and whenever she goes out with a group of people she causes a problem and ruins the night. Thank God for Uber now. You can throw this disaster of a human being in one and continue your night out. Then the next day she will ask you if you saw her phone because she lost it. Cunt.


Fitness Freaks


Fitness freaks are some of the worst braggers on Facebook. These assholes brag about being in shape and clutter our news feed with pictures showing off their bodies and workout clothes. They can’t wait to make their friends feel like shit.




[image: image] If I lift up my arms any further, my biceps are going to explode. The pump is real!





No, person’s bicep has ever exploded, asshole.


The pump is real?


What pump? The one you have to use to get your dick hard for women because you’re so in love with yourself? Why don’t you do everyone a favor and pump yourself up with a lethal dose of heroin!


Cumshake Regrets




[image: image] I may feel exhausted, weak and sometimes nauseous after my workout, but one thing I never feel is regret.





Why would you feel regret after working out? Did you cheat on your wife by blowing the trainer in the locker room? Do you regret he didn’t kiss you after you gave him oral?


That is the only reason you should feel regret after a workout!


When you exercise and lift weights, you’re doing something good and healthy for yourself. No one gets distraught after a good workout, goes home, and drinks himself to sleep.


We know what this guy is doing; it’s another case of backdoor bragging. He wants to be complimented.


Yea! You went to the gym! Good for you dude, none of us are impressed.


Wait, what’s this? You feel nauseous?


Who the fuck feels nauseous after a workout?


Maybe your stomach hurts because of that cum milkshake you had in the gym locker room?


Well, at least you got your protein for the day. Did you ask him if his cum was GMO free?


The Gym Whore


Here’s another idiot looking for a backdoor compliment.




[image: image] Me and the gym have been in a steady relationship for a while now and I couldn’t be happier. Even though I have to share her with other people I know, I have a special place in her heart.





Guess what—everybody else in your neighborhood is fucking her too! Just think of all those slimeballs grunting, pumping their hard iron inside her, sweating while they do it, wiping off with a nasty towel, and then taking off. This goes on all day and all night. I hope your gym breaks your heart by going out of business. Next time I drive by your gym, I’ll make sure I stop in and take a shit!


Running on Empty


People love to brag about running charity races. Who the fuck cares? Is there anybody in the history of running 5K’s that hasn’t posted their participation on Facebook? They get to brag two times. I can do charity work and exercise at the same time. Look how fucking awesome I am! I’m sure you’ve seen the following post.




[image: image] Just ran a 5K!





Great, you get a free T-shirt at the finish line that’s way too big and you’ll never wear. Let me guess, the charity is breast cancer awareness? Is there anyone on this planet that’s not aware that women can get breast cancer? Thanks for reminding me. Now, let me check your tit for a lump!




[image: image] Just finished a 20-mile run after spin class!





No you didn’t you fucking liar.




[image: image] So excited for the treadmill, my baby just bought me running shoes! I love that man!





He bought you running shoes because you’re out of shape. If you were in shape, he would have bought you an easy chair.




[image: image] Running 17 miles on a treadmill is so boring!





I saw your profile picture dude. It looks like you did seventeen miles a day circling a buffet.




[image: image] About to meet my personal trainer. I made the first appointment.





Really? Wow! That is fucking amazing! You’ve paid someone $60 per hour to make you work out and you showed up? You are an amazing person! I see you’re a hot chick, too, so I’m thinking the over-under for when you start fucking your trainer is three months.


Club Jerk-Off


A douchey gym guy posted this one.




[image: image] Going to Club Gym on this Friday night!





He should have just written, No one wants to hang out with me tonight so I might as well go to the gym.



Marathon Moaner


Even when these fitness freaks aren’t working out, they find a way to brag about being athletic. Here’s a woman that’s running away from running and wants our sympathy.




[image: image] It breaks my heart to share that I won’t be running the marathon in December due to a pulled muscle in my leg.





Then don’t share it.


Keep it to yourself.


If you didn’t share it maybe your heart wouldn’t be broken. Out of your 459 friends, I bet only two remembered that you were running in a marathon.


Nobody gives a fuck you pulled a muscle. If your dog dies, then I’ll feel bad for you. Pulling a muscle is not a crisis. There are marathons every two weeks. Just run in the next one, attention whore.


Handstand Hysteria


Here is another secret braggart who deserves zero encouragement!




[image: image] I’m not going to lie. I’ve been discouraged with my fitness journey the last couple of weeks. It’s hard and every life challenge has come my way but just like having faith, I have continued to push through all the emotions and pain. And what do you know? I accomplished my first handstand in the process… then I accomplished the double under on the jump ropes. What? How did this happen? Patience and consistency. The small victories are what are keeping me going.





You know what takes patience? Reading that horseshit you wrote.


She starts off, I’m not going to lie.


No one asked you if you were lying. Are you known as a liar? Even if you did, no one would be disappointed because no one gives a fuck!


I’ve been discouraged with my fitness journey, she says.


You go to the gym a few days a week and exercise. You’re not on a journey. The gym is a mile from your house. You go there, lift weights, and do cardio for thirty minutes and leave. None of those activities are remotely close to a journey.


It’s hard and every life challenge has come my way.


You’re squatting eight-pound pink dumbbells. How is that a life challenge?


I have continued to push through all the emotions and pain.


What emotions do you have in the gym? Are you really crying? I’ve never seen someone running on a treadmill and bawling her eyes out.


You’re a drama queen. No wonder you’re making a big deal about working out.


This woman is thirty-seven years old, and she’s bragging about doing a handstand and jumping rope. My five-year-old niece does those things everyday and never says a word. If anyone should brag, it’s the five-year-old. I’m not impressed by your handstand. I’m more impressed by the wall holding up your lard ass!


Workout Withdrawals




[image: image] I haven’t been to the gym in a few days. I’m having withdrawals.





No, you’re not. You’re not shaking in a corner. You don’t need the emergency room.


No one is walking by you with concern, Holy shit look at that guy. He must have withdrawals from not going to the gym. I’ll believe it if you tell me people keep asking you if you have Parkinson’s.



Cheat-Day Cunts


Another form of fitness bragging is the diet brag. People post pictures of the healthy food they are eating or they complain about their diet. Ironically, most of the pictures are updates about the dieter’s cheat day. This is a fitness buzzword for the day you eat anything you want. Read the next post, you’ll see there is nothing worse than a guy bragging about his diet.




[image: image] I usually eat clean but for some reason, we just decided to grill rib eyes and have oversized baked potatoes last night. I guess that was my cheat day for the week!





Wow, you are wonderful! How can I have willpower like you?


You ate an oversized baked potato and steak and you consider that a cheat day? If it’s a cheat day, how about you let me fuck your girlfriend? You can eat your oversized potato and I’ll stick my dick in your girlfriend’s oversized snatch!
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