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Introduction 

What the F*#! Is WTF?

WTF? Even if you’ve never actually said it, you probably know what it stands for. But if you are one of the few people who isn’t familiar with the acronym, you might be saying to yourself, “What the f*#!?”—we rest our case. WTF has deep roots. Few people know that legendary Roman ruler Julius Caesar coined the term. Turning toward Brutus moments before his death, he said unto his former friend, “Et tu, Brutus. WTF?” Unfortunately, these profound words were lost to history until archeologists uncovered the ancient city of Pompeii. There, beneath the rubble left from the violent eruption of Mount Vesuvius, three letters stood frozen in time, perfectly preserved on a once vibrantly colorful fresco: WTF?—Julius Caesar.

Indeed, the phrase has quite a history. Today, while we don’t have Attila the Hun ravaging the world, you’ll still encounter plenty of situations that make you want to scream, “WTF!” From being out of condoms when you finally need one to being harassed by telemarketers, we’ve compiled 101 of the most aggravating and infuriating situations contemporary life has to offer as well as the tools you need to survive them. Situations that make you say—you guessed it—WTF?




chapter one 

the everydays 
of life 	




1. You Can’t Remember Where You Parked 

You’ve been through this several thousand times before, but you can’t seem to learn your lesson. So there you are—again—in the middle of a crowded parking lot without the vaguest idea where you parked. Forgetting you parked in the Orange lot, section G2, Row A is one thing, but not even remembering what floor you’re on is incredibly stupid.

Nevertheless, here’s what to do:

The WTF Approach to Finding Your F*#!-ing Car 

[image: Il_9781605500317_0009_001] Option #1: Think Carefully 

If you were a 2006 Nissan Maxima, where would you be?

[image: Il_9781605500317_0009_002] Option #2: Report It Stolen 

Go get a drink and let the cops find it. If they don’t, you’ll be able to collect the insurance money and get a new one that doesn’t have french fries stuck between the seats.

[image: Il_9781605500317_0009_003] Option #3: Wait Until the Place Closes 

With fewer cars on the lot, you should be able to find yours. This won’t work if you misplaced your car at O’Hare.

[image: Il_9781605500317_0009_004] Option #4: Find Someone to Drive You Around 

The security guy will probably do it, or you could call a cab . . . but you might want to take this opportunity to pick up sympathetic women instead.

[image: Il_9781605500317_0010_001] Option #5: Make a Spectacle 

Walk around like a jackass with your arm in the air hitting the unlock button on your key and looking for your car’s lights to flash. If you don’t have one of those electronic keys, your car should be ugly enough to spot.

[image: Il_9781605500317_0010_002] Option #6: Borrow Another Car 

If there’s no security guard and you can’t find anyone to drive you around, hotwire another car and borrow it until you find yours.

[image: Il_9781605500317_0010_003] Option #7: Check your Blackberry 

See if you made a note about where you parked. What good is it to have ridiculously expensive, portable electronic instruments if you don’t use them to solve the most ordinary of issues? Maybe you should get one for your kid and make it his job to keep track of your life.

[image: Il_9781605500317_0010_004] Option #8: Buy the Place 

Close it for renovation. The sole remaining car should be yours.


IN THE FUTURE . . .

Use mnemonic devices. Try to memorize the location of your car based on words you make from the letter and number. If you park in H3, think of three horses. If you park in M16, think of the gun. If you park in F69 . . .






2. Your Dry Cleaner Ruins Your Clothing and Won’t Pay for It 

If you’ve ever had a suit or a shirt shrunk down to a miniature version of what it was by an incompetent dry cleaner, you’ve undoubtedly heard the same bullshit explanation the employee gives everyone: “It was like that already.” Sound familiar? Well, now imagine the line is spoken in a thick accent and it will hit home.

The WTF Approach to Getting Some F*#!-ing Money for Your Ruined Clothes 

Dry cleaners are some of the biggest liars on the planet and we at WTF have vowed to put an end to their criminal acts. Here’s what to do the next time your shirt ends up fit for a Ken doll.

[image: Il_9781605500317_0011_001] Step #1: Get Them to Admit Fault 

Naturally, they’re going to deny it the first few times you complain, expecting you to walk away and shrug your shoulders. Don’t. Keep complaining. To prove your case, take off the shirt you’re wearing and hold it next to the shrunken one. Rhetorically ask, “Did I gain fifty pounds and grow five inches in a week?”

[image: Il_9781605500317_0012_001] Step #2: Protest 

Make a spectacle of yourself and hold up the line. Show the other customers what the cleaner has done. In front of a jury of your peers, with the evidence of the crime, the dry cleaner may give in and offer you credit for more dry cleaning. If you settle for the credit, don’t send them anything they haven’t cleaned before.

[image: Il_9781605500317_0012_002] Step #3: Sue Them 

A dry cleaner will almost never reimburse you for your loss outside of court. If they did, they’d go out of business. So unless it’s worth the hassle, you’ll have to forget about it.


IN THE FUTURE . . .

Don’t go to discount cleaners. Take your Armani suit to the best dry cleaner in town. If you thought you could just pay $4.50 to get it cleaned properly, think again.






3. You Find a Booger in Your Breakfast Sandwich 

Everyone knows that eating at fast food joints is about the worst thing you can do for your body outside of hardcore drugs. And just like when you’re about to push a spoonful of H into your veins, when you’re about to chow down on some fast food, you don’t want to spot a booger in it—even though the booger is probably better for you. Other than the oink, that sausage patty contains whey protein concentrate, water, salt, corn syrup solids, sugar, spices, dextrose, spice extractives, caramel color, BHA and BHT, propyl gallate and citric acid, and monosodium glutamate—which even the Chinese place on the corner stopped using . . . or so they say.

The WTF Approach to Eating F*#!-ing Fast Food 

Here’s the simplest solution: If you find something suspicious in your sandwich, throw it out and go to a goddamn deli. It’s your fault for going there in the first place. Never return your fast food. Fast food restaurants employ the barely employable, and the more you complain, the more bodily fluids they’ll try to sneak into your belly.

[image: Il_9781605500317_0014_001] Option #1: Eat Food That You Can See Them Make 

You can get a good look at the assembly line at Subway, most Taco Bells, and some burger joints. If you can watch the whole process, you can be pretty sure that it’s safe—unless they jerk off in the mayonnaise after hours.

[image: Il_9781605500317_0014_002] Option #2: Don’t Eat Fast Food 

It doesn’t taste that good, it’s bad for you, and it makes you fat. If you’re in a rush and can’t sit down for a good meal, grab an apple or just skip lunch.

Fast-Food Pyramid 

[image: 9781605500317_0014_003]




4. A Panhandler Won’t Leave You Alone 

“Brother, can you spare a dime?” It’d be nice if panhandlers were that polite. They might even get a buck or two as a result. But they’re not. Usually it’s more like this:



Him: “Got a quarter?”

You: “No.”

Him: “Come on. I’m hungry.”

You: “Sorry.”

Him: “I’m a Vietnam vet.”

You: “I still don’t have any money for you.”

Him: “I have cancer.”

You: “Yep. Still nothing in my pockets.”

Him: “And AIDS.”

You: “Still nothing, bro.”

Him: “No? Then f*#! you!”



Still, it’s not easy to say no, but you can’t give to all of them. If you did, you’d be out of cash in a minute—half a minute in San Francisco, where the homeless population is only rivaled by the homosexual population.


Note: Sometimes you’ll see people who are both homeless and homosexual. You can always tell them apart: They’re the ones with the nicest cardboard boxes and the most organized shopping carts filled with crap.



The WTF Approach to Dealing with F*#!-ing Panhandlers 

[image: Il_9781605500317_0016_002] Step #1: Don’t Look 

If you do your best to avoid eye contact, then not giving is easier.

[image: Il_9781605500317_0016_003] Step #2: Lie and Say, “I’m sorry, man.”

Apologize and pretend to look in your pockets as if you would have given him something but you just can’t today.

[image: Il_9781605500317_0016_004] Step #3: Give Him a Lecture on “Personal Responsibility”

If you have some free time, take out Ralph Waldo Emerson’s essay on “Self-Reliance” and read to him. The delicate prose and stirring sentiment will no doubt inspire him—to kill you, probably!

[image: Il_9781605500317_0016_005] Step #4: Give Some Money— to the Deserving Ones 

If you’re like us, every couple of years you wake up and feel generous. But since you can’t give to everyone, you have to be choosy. Here’s our hierarchy for handing out to the homeless:

THE LEGLESS OR ARMLESS 

Give to amputees first, since their lives are the most depressing.

THE REAL VETERANS 

There are too many homeless veterans in this country, but how can you tell which ones are lying about serving and which ones are the genuine, f*#!-ed-up article? Ask them. Find out what branch of the armed services he supposedly served in and what company, battalion, etc. If you still suspect him of lying, ask for further proof like dog tags or an old picture of him with a really lame buzz cut.

BLACK OVER WHITE 

Given the historical persecution of blacks and minorities, you should give to a black homeless person over a white homeless person, all things being equal. Think of it as affirmative action for losers.

THE TALENTED ONES 

Can your homeless person do tricks? If he can dance or do a magic trick, he should be rewarded with a buck or two.

Always Give if You’re on a Date 

If you are on a date with a girl, always give a panhandler something unless he’s really rude or obnoxious. You can never look too nice in front of someone that you want to impress. A buck or so is a small price to pay to get laid. Now, her $14 chocolate martinis, on the other hand . . .

A Bum Story 

Match the panhandler’s story with the real story.

A. Says he’s a Vietnam vet with diabetes.

B. Says he’s a former college professor with cancer.

C. Says he’s a schizophrenic with no legs.

1 . He’s really a dumb drunk with cirrhosis.

2 . He’s a schizophrenic crack-head with no legs.

3 . He’s really a junkie with diabetes.

[image: 1]


WHAT THE F*#! IS UP WITH . . .

ASIAN PANHANDLERS 

Why is it that you never see an Asian panhandler in America? Go to Asia and all they do is ask you for shit, but here Asians don’t beg for money—apparently they’re too busy making it.






5. You’re at a Red Light . . . at Night . . . for Five Minutes 

You’re stopped at a light on an empty street. You’ve already waited three minutes for this thing to change, but it won’t. If you go, you risk a ticket, but the thing isn’t changing. It might change in a minute. So you wait.

But it doesn’t. Now it’s been four minutes and you’ve decided to go, but you see a car in the distance heading your way. It could be a cop. So you wait.

It wasn’t. But now you’ve been there five minutes. Will it ever change? You decide to go for it. You take your foot off the break, hit the gas, and you make it . . . or do you?

The WTF Approach to F*#!-ing Red Lights 

[image: Il_9781605500317_0019_001] Step #1: Look Carefully for Cops 

Look in places that you’d hide if you were looking for suckers who’d try to run through a broken light, like behind a bush, in an alley, or in front of a doughnut shop.

[image: Il_9781605500317_0019_002] Step #2: Look for Cameras 

You can usually see them. If you see one, don’t go. Wait forever if you have to. Don’t worry. The city will get right on the broken light . . . in a week or two.

[image: Il_9781605500317_0019_003] Step #3: Book Through It 

Put the car in gear, close your eyes, and hit the gas. Open your eyes before you get too far though, bozo.

[image: Il_9781605500317_0019_004] Step #4: Complain 

Call the city employees who deal with traffic lights. If you don’t know the number, call 911 and they’ll direct you. You can also ask their permission to go through the light. Just say that it’s an emergency.




6. You Don’t Have Any Change for the Meter 

We know cities have to make money, but aren’t tolls and subway rides and hundreds of different kinds of taxes enough? Do you really have to give me a $40 ticket because I didn’t have change for my meter? How about making me pay a buck—four times as much as the quarter I didn’t have? That would be fair. But $40? The only other times you get this screwed, this fast are when you’re late on your credit card payment or need legal advice.

You can beg and cry, but meter maids are as notoriously black-hearted as robber barons, the grim reaper, and teenage boys combined. The best way to fight back is to get a handicapped-parking permit. These little placards will allow you to ignore all but the most serious parking laws— and all you need to do is get an M.D. to vouch for you, limp into your local DMV, and you’re set. Not only can this save you hundreds of dollars a year in parking tickets, you get to park in those conveniently located spaces reserved for, well, you!

Today about 10 percent of drivers in California have handicapped-parking permits. Either there’s been a rash of landmine accidents and Misery-type assaults or people are wising up.

The WTF Approach to Beating the F*#!-ing Meter System 

[image: Il_9781605500317_0021_001] Step #1: Kill the Meter Maid!

Unfortunately, we cannot endorse or condone, under any circumstances or for any reason, any act of violence—such as the beating, stabbing, stoning, drawing and quartering, running over, shooting, tazering, pepper spraying, drowning, throwing darts at, covering him with gasoline and lighting him on fire, or sticking his face in a George Foreman Grill—on parking-enforcement agents. Just give them a taste of their own medicine instead. Follow the prick home and move his car across the street on street-sweeping day.


How to Spot a Meter Maid as a Kid . . .

• Starts fires 
• Wets the bed 
• Is cruel to animals 

Or is that list for serial killers?



[image: Il_9781605500317_0021_002] Step #2: Kill the Meter 

Since the first step isn’t legal— yet—the next best thing is to take the power away from the machine. Rise up! Don’t let some coin-eating piece of metal tell you when you have to leave happy hour. All you need is a business card, some muscle, and a set of cajones.

First, fold your business card in half, and then fold it in half again, and then one more time, and then press it down as hard as you can. Now slide your meter-killer into the coin slot as you turn the crank and feed the monster your rigid cardboard square—this is where the muscle comes into play. If you succeed, the crank should twist and an “Out of Order” flag will fly up. Victory!



WTFact: There are approximately 100,000 parking meters in Los Angeles. That’s about one for every victim of police brutality.




7. Telemarketers Won’t Stop Harassing You 

Telemarketers are horrible people. There is no reason to treat them like human beings, let alone nicely. So say whatever you want to them.

The WTF Approach to Handling F*#!-ing Telemarketers 

If you want them to stop calling, find out what company the telemarketer is with, the name of the caller, and say, “Never call me again. Take my name out of your database. If you do not, I will sue and file harassment charges against you and the company you work for.” Or if you want to have a little fun with them, try one of these:

[image: Il_9781605500317_0022_001] Option One: Propose 

Ask the telemarketer if she’ll marry you. If she says “no,” ask her if she’s gay.

[image: Il_9781605500317_0022_002] Option Two: Tell Her You’re Interested 

But keep putting her on hold.

[image: Il_9781605500317_0022_003] Option Three: Try to Sell Her Something 

Tell her that you have an interesting business proposition for her. Explain that for an investment of just $100,000, she could get in to the lucrative and exciting world of door-to-door dinosaur egg sales.

[image: Il_9781605500317_0023_001] Option Four: Graphically Explain that You’re Busy 

Tell the telemarketer that you’re “balls deep in some sweet ass” and to call back when you “ain’t f*#!-in’.”

[image: Il_9781605500317_0023_002] Option Five: Sing “Moon River” to Her 

Everyone likes Henry Mancini and Johnny Mercer. Right?

[image: Il_9781605500317_0023_003] Option Six: Tell Her that Nature Calls 

Tell her that you “gotta shit” and to call back in six hours when you’re done.

[image: Il_9781605500317_0023_004] Option Seven: Tell “Yo Momma” Jokes 

Start with this favorite: “Yo’ momma’s so fat that yo’ pops has to roll her in flour to find her wet spot.”

[image: Il_9781605500317_0023_005] Option Eight: Ask for a Discount 

Ask her if she has any special deals just for necrophiliacs.

[image: Il_9781605500317_0023_006] Option Nine: Confuse Her 

Tell her that, yes, you are the person she’s looking for, but that you no longer live here anymore.

[image: Il_9781605500317_0023_007] Option Ten: Scare the Shit Out of Her 

Introduce yourself as Sheriff McNeil, and tell her that she’s just called the scene of a kidnapping. Immediately begin interrogating her as to how she knows the missing person (you). Ask her if she’s the kidnapper and to go over her demands. When she starts freaking out and says she’s just a telemarketer, tell her that the call has been traced and that the local authorities will be there shortly.




8. You’ve Been Dieting for Months and Still Haven’t Lost Weight 

So you’ve tried eating all meat, no meat, all carbs, no carbs, diet pills, just soup and, maybe once or twice, cocaine—but nothing’s helped. Know why? Because diets are bullshit, that’s why. Want to drop some pounds? Stop eating like a fat pig and exercise. Simple.

The WTF Approach to Losing Some F*#!-ing Weight 

[image: Il_9781605500317_0024_001] Step #1: Quit Making Excuses 

Stop with the thyroid problem nonsense or saying that you have really “bad metabolism.” You can always lose weight, so just do it!

[image: Il_9781605500317_0024_002] Step #2: Never Shop When You’re Hungry 

This is the worst thing you can do. Before long your cart will be filled not with healthy vegetables and low-fat food, but with six bags of Cheetos, cookies, doughnuts, and, just because you haven’t tried them yet, some disgusting new flavor of potato chips.

[image: Il_9781605500317_0024_003] Step #3: Get Some Therapy 

Who knows, you could be eating like a pig because your daddy was mean to you or your mommy didn’t give you enough attention. Find out what the hell is wrong with you so you don’t have to drown your sorrows in a chocolate milkshake and a banana split.

[image: Il_9781605500317_0025_001] Step #4: Get Another Addiction 

You can take up drinking or smoking or drugs to replace your food addiction. Of course, you might end up dead from an overdose as a fat, pill-popping, cigarette-smoking drunk. Think Elvis.

[image: Il_9781605500317_0025_002] Step #5: Staple Your Stomach 

If you have the dough and you’re too lazy to hit the gym, getting your stomach stapled is a fine way to lose weight. Sure it’s dangerous, but so is riding a bicycle.


What the F*#! Is Up With . . .

Fat America 

This country is by far the fattest in the world. Just look around. This epidemic is a reflection of our gluttonous lifestyle and lack of self-discipline. It’s also a reflection of how hard we work. Most employees don’t even get a lunch break to eat something leisurely, so they’re forced to shove down a sandwich at their desk like an animal trapped in a cage. So file a class action against the man for clogging your arteries, giving you four chins, and making it physically impossible for you to put on your socks. That’s the real fat American way.




REMEMBERING RODNEY 

“I found there was only one way to look thin, hang out with fat people. ”

—Rodney Dangerfield 



New Diets . . .

As we said, diets don’t work, but they help get you started. Here are a few new ones to jumpstart your weight loss.

Bug Diet: Eat bugs. If your house is infested with termites, eat them first. Then check out “Your New House Is Infested with Termites” on page 196.

Water Diet: Whenever you’re hungry, drink water. Even if you can’t keep it up, at least you’ll be a fat pig with clear skin.

Hair Diet: Eat your hair. Most cats are sleek and thin for a reason.

Pussy Diet: F*#! it—just eat a cat instead.




9. Your Date Stands You Up 

We know what you’re thinking: You’re ugly and no one likes you. Right? Well, she certainly thought so when she stood you up. Even if that’s true, remember that there is always someone more unattractive and unappealing than you are. So there is a special (or not-so-special) person out there for everyone—even you—and she definitely won’t stand you up . . . once you find her.

The WTF Approach to Securing a F*#!-ing Date 

[image: Il_9781605500317_0026_001] Option #1: Lower Your Standards 

If your standards are too high, you don’t deserve to get laid. If you’re 5'6", bald, and work at Kinko’s, you’re not going to be pulling in too many supermodels unless you’re hung like a horse. If you are, make a photocopy of it and keep it in your wallet at all times.

[image: Il_9781605500317_0026_002] Option #2: Get Help 

Maybe you could use a little makeover. Call one of those shows like Queer Eye for the Straight Guy that specialize in making unattractive people look good. Or better yet, just become queer yourself. Gay guys can always get laid no matter how vile they are.

[image: Il_9781605500317_0027_001] Option #3: Make a Good-Looking Friend 

Go out on the town with a cool guy that gets chicks so, by proxy, maybe you can, too. Feed off the scraps like the dog that you are.

[image: Il_9781605500317_0027_002] Option #4: Join Match.com 

Maybe you met your first date on the site—but she stood you up. News flash: You probably weren’t using the site right. Make sure to put your income level at $150,000 plus and never, ever say you’re shorter than 5'10". For you girls, just try not to look too smart—brains are icky to most guys. Think about it, would you fuck a brain?

[image: Il_9781605500317_0027_003] Option #5: Try Speed Dating 

With this idea, you may get turned down by multiple women in five minutes, but they’re at least showing up. Dating is a numbers game anyway, so speed dating is to your benefit. If you meet a million girls, one of them will let you in between her legs.

Remember, though: First impressions are lasting impressions. And, when you only have a couple of minutes, you’ve got to get their attention quickly.

So say this:

“Hi, I’m [fill in name here]. I’m rich, well educated, and hung like a horse.”

If you are hung like a horse, whip it out. Make sure to smile—women love a guy with a great smile.
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