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Dedication

This book is dedicated to overcoming your fears, being your true self, and following your dreams...even if your dream happens to be someone else’s nightmare.


Chapter 1

If someone gave you this book, it’s like when someone offers you a breath mint; it’s because you need it.

Being a member of a particular ethnic group affords you the luxury of making fun of that group. I come from mostly Welsh decent so it’s hard for me to be funny, because the English raped and pillaged the funny right out of my people. I also come from a long line of idiots and therefore am an expert. I’ve made most of the mistakes I point out in this compromising diatribe. Because I’m an idiot, don’t expect this book to be “written well” or “make sense.” This book is a collection of some rules I want you to follow and stories about my life that I felt like writing down because my publisher said this book needs to be at least forty thousand words. If I offend you or you don’t like something I write, I’m truly sorry…but tough shit; get over it. Keep in mind I’m an idiot comedian who is not very clever, so I write things that are outrageous and obnoxious.

There are two chapters in this book. Chapter One “Things you should know instinctively, but are too much of an Idiot” and Chapter Two “Stupid Stories.” Enjoy…xo ez


Chapter 1: Things you should know instinctively…but are too much of an idiot

Dinner Party Requirements For Idiots

I love to throw dinner parties for the following reasons. I enjoy cooking, setting a beautiful table, and being praised throughout the evening. However, I am running out of patience with some of the more recent dinner guests/idiots who have graced my table.

The following are some rules I will need you to follow if you happen to get invited over for dinner, because I didn’t make Prosciutto Parmesan Grilled Pears to be upstaged by an idiot.

1. Listen and wait your turn to talk. If someone at the table is telling a story then shut the heck up and listen to them. When that person is in the middle of telling their story do not immediately launch into a similar story about yourself (Tyra Banks) or how that story relates to you. In other words, before having dinner at my house please read and study Dale Carnegie’s book How to Win Friends and Influence People.”

2. Do not get so drunk that you start slurring your curse words. I don’t care if you need to curse, but at least enunciate the word and justify your cursing by making the story better because of it. The “F” word should not sound like you are choking.

3. You get two hugs from me. One when you arrive and one when you leave. Not fifteen hugs…not even three, and for the love of God, do not kiss me directly on the lips, especially if your lips are wet and you’re not married to me.

4. Do not tell me that you love me if you just met me. My own parents don’t say I love you as often as some idiots I’ve entertained.

5. Say “thank you” no more than twice. You can say it a third time in an email (the next day) and that’s enough. Overly thanking people makes them feel uncomfortable and makes you seem pathetic, so stop it. Also, skip the snail mail thank you card. Your terrible handwriting makes you look like a serial killer. Plus it’s a waste of paper as it goes straight into the trash. Only send paper thank you notes to people who can’t work a computer. Scratch that, skip the note and send a computer and directions to people who can’t work a computer.

6. If you spill something don’t freak out and apologize over and over. Quietly get a rag and clean it up. If you’ve damaged something permanently then leave me a check or some cash where I will find it later. Don’t ask me if I want you to pay for what you’ve ruined. I will always say “No, don’t be silly!” because I’m polite…but then, you should know it’s far more polite to just leave the money anyway.

7. If you happen to mention that you like smoking pot that is fine, but don’t go on and on about it, hoping that someone will produce a joint. We all heard you the first time when you announced that you’re a pothead…if nobody at that point offers you marijuana, it’s probably because you are too drunk and no self-respecting, card-carrying legitimate pothead wants to get high with a stupid sloppy drunk. So shut up.

8. Do not show up to a dinner party wearing a t-shirt, shorts, and sneakers. Do wear a shirt with a collar, preferably ironed. If someone is willing to spend a few hours cooking for you, you can at least spend five minutes ironing a shirt. Bring your own jacket in case you get cold; I don’t like lending my clothes to thoughtless strangers.

9. If you say you will bring the wine, don’t bring one bottle but end up drinking four.

10. Do not get drunk and insist that you can drive home…that triggers anxiety attacks for me and it’s extremely impolite to other drivers on the road as well.

11. Do not ask to sleep over unless I gave birth to you. Do ask me to call you a cab and have the number handy for me.

12. Go home by ten o’clock; unless I’m dancing…then you should stay until I’m done.

13. If you’ve acted like an idiot at one of my dinner parties, have the courtesy to invite me to one of your dinner parties so I can repay you.

Etiquette for Idiots Bathroom Edition

The fact that I have to even write about this, and you are even bothering to read about this, indicates there is a serious problem in our public and private restrooms. This true story (that happened to my friend Stacey) led me to write the following urination rules.

Dear stranger who came to my door,

If I am nice enough to allow you to enter my home so that you can use my restroom, please respect what society deems as polite and do not piss in my bathtub instead of my toilet. If you choose to release your yellow DNA into my bathtub, perhaps you could rinse it down the drain rather than closing the shower curtain to hide what you did. Because guess what? Pee does not drain itself. Your liquid evidence was waiting for me the next morning when I stepped into the shower.

Sincerely,

Stacey Mercurio

 

You would think that it goes without saying “if you piss on something, clean it up.” The amount of times that I have come in direct contact with other people’s urine is staggering. Lest I neglect to mention, this is not by choice. I realize that there are some deviant social misfits who enjoy the occasional golden shower; I am not one of them. I’m sure that somewhere in China there is a fancy day-spa where they pee on your feet as part of a special exfoliating pedicure. Here in America, we piss in the pot, unless we don’t have a pot, then we piss in the wind.

Urination Rules for Idiots

1. Use a paper toilet seat cover, and if none are available, tear off two pieces of toilet paper, each about twelve inches long, and line the toilet seat with the paper before you sit down.

2. When you are done, make sure all of the toilet paper and seat cover have completely flushed. Sometimes this requires that you hold down the handle on the toilet to complete a full flush. Do this with your foot if at all possible.

3. Penis Pissers: if you can throw a ball, then aim for the sweet spot…otherwise, if I see your pee-pee on the toilet seat, I will assume you throw like a girl. More specifically, put the seat up, pee; wipe-off any pee you splash on the seat with clean paper. Don’t shake your ding-dong to dry it off…unless you make sure to watch where the extra drops of urine fly and then clean it up. Put the seat down and make sure it is clean before you go and wash your hands.

4. If you are a squatter then practice your aim. Squatters are notorious for leaving pee all over the toilet seat. Quit effing doing that. If you see any of your pee on the seat, wipe it off, dummy.

5. After you have wiped your back door and you’ve tossed the used toilet paper into the toilet, make sure the paper made it into the toilet. If you missed and your ass rag is lying on the floor next to the toilet, then pick it up, flush it, and feel good about yourself for not making the janitor do it.

6. Do not leave the bathroom stall until you are 100% sure that your lincoln-logs are flushed. Making someone else look at your lunch-dung is like giving grandma the finger.

7. If you are someone who is in charge of a business establishment that has a public restroom then know this…everyone who uses that restroom is judging your business by how clean the crapper is. If your employees can’t even keep the bathroom clean, how am I supposed to feel confident that my nachos aren’t infected with an STD?

8. If your young child uses the bathroom, go in after them and make sure it’s left clean. Children are animals, and it’s your job as their parent to shovel up after them.

9. Close the sanitary napkin trash bin, Carrie. Nobody likes the site of blood, especially pigs’ blood.

10. If at all possible use your home bathroom, unless you are married to me; then, drive to the gas station down the street.

It’s good manners, idiot.

Etiquette for Idiots—Restaurant Edition

Dear Restaurant hostess,

I am so mad at you! What’s worse is I don’t think that you have any idea what you did. You walk around smiling like this is some kind of joke. I don’t know where you were before you decided to show up to your “job at the hostess station” but I do know that the people who were waiting ahead of me were contemplating suicide. Who knows how long those poor people had been there! I can tell you this much, both of their kids were lying on the floor napping…or were they slowly dying? I guess you don’t remember what you said to me when you finally came back from La-La Land, you said: “I will be right back to seat you after I seat these people.” Sound familiar?

What I don’t understand is how you could skip off and seat that family and then proceed to stand there and talk to them! You just kept talking and talking, and the whole time you were smiling and laughing. You knew I was standing there glaring at you, and you didn’t even flinch. You just kept on smiling and talking, smiling and talking. Thank God a nice young waiter noticed my husband and me rapidly aging and deteriorating from hunger. He sat us down and immediately offered to take our drink order. And what were you doing while he was taking our drink order? You were still smiling and talking to those people! You had no idea that we were being taken care of. It’s like you completely forgot we even existed!

I have just two questions for you, hostess chick. One, are you out of your effing mind? Two, do you get off on making empty promises to people?

To add insult to injury you are the one who ends up delivering our food to the table! You are supposed to deliver the people to the table, not our food! Get it straight. And then you try and pick a fight with me when I start picking off the tortilla strips from my salad. Did you hear me complain about it? No, I didn’t say anything! But you have to jump in there and offer to remake my salad for me. I had to bat your hand away from my lunch. I knew what you were up to. You were trying to take my food away from me. You wanted to make me wait longer!

Let me clue you in…there is a little thing called low blood sugar. Symptoms include moods swings and angry aggressive behavior. You might want to think about that when taking your sweet time to seat people who are clearly suffering from forgetting to eat breakfast. And another thing, if you want to bring me a free refill on my soda then just bring me a new drink in a new glass. Don’t take away my half drunken soda and leave me choking and dying of thirst while you spend forty nights and forty days wandering around looking for the soda fountain.

PS. The word “restaurant” does not mean you get to rest.

Etiquette for dead idiots

1. If you decide to kill yourself have the courtesy to make it look like an accident. We get it; you’re miserable and can’t take it any longer. You just want it to stop hurting. Got it. Duly noted. But, please consider (even though you are a total asshole for killing yourself) chances are some other idiot will miss you. If you wuss out and stick a gun in your mouth, it will only cause everyone who was close to you to wonder if they said the wrong thing. Your idiot friends will spend eternity feeling guilty that they missed your last birthday party. They’ll wish they went to the movie you wanted to go to. Well guess what? No one wants to watch old-timey foreign films with you…but for crying out loud, don’t make us all suffer because of it. “Accidently” drive your car off a cliff like a decent person, for once in your life.

2. Once you hit sixty-five, make funeral arrangements and pay for them in advance. Leave instructions in your will. Don’t stick it to your relatives to hold a bake sale or a car wash. If you don’t have the money for a decent burial or cremation than leave a note to set you out in a Hefty garbage bag on the curb. In fact, do one better and have the courtesy to climb into the bag curbside, the night before trash day, and then have your heart attack or whatever.

3. A good year before you think you might kick it, clean out your closets and give away all your good stuff. If your double chin runs into your sagging earlobes, those genuine diamond earrings don’t look good on you. Give them to someone younger who has a reason to put them on and leave the house.

4. If you decide to keep a diary make it interesting, like Anne Frank’s Diary; except, we don’t want to know when you got your period. Especially if your life was boring, write something exciting that happened to you. Make shit up if you have to. No one hates a dead liar.

5. Limit your time on life support. Or should I say, maybe don’t fight too hard to come back. The sooner you exit the building, the cheaper the hospital bill will be. It’s the considerate thing to do.

6. If for some reason you end up in heaven, make sure my name is on the list. If it’s not, make it happen. Remember, I’m the person who straightened you out.

7. If you decide to “haunt” someone don’t be an inconsiderate ghost attention whore. Do useful tricks like “giving clues about the future” and making live people rich. Ask “Casper the Friendly Ghost” for ideas.

8. If you find out that you only have six months to live, how about telling everyone like two weeks before your due date? What’s the point in everyone being miserable for so long?

9. If you die just stay dead. There is nothing more annoying than those people who die and then come back to life. They go around bragging about their “near death experience” to anyone who has a pulse. Then they act like their shit doesn’t stink and they’re “all-knowing” and stuff. I’m sick of hearing people say, “It changed my life, it changed my life!” Yeah it changed your life; you became annoying and creepy.

10. Don’t spend all your money before you die. Leave your money to the people who had to put up with you, along with a letter of apology. Even if you’re not sorry or in the wrong…it doesn’t matter, you’re dead now, just give in.

Email Etiquette for Idiots

Before you forward another email about anything, please make sure you adhere to the following list.

DO NOT FORWARD me an email…

1. …if you do not know me personally.

2. …if at the end of the email, it makes me feel guilty for not forwarding it on, or promises some sort of dreadful bad luck for deleting it.

3. …if it’s the only emails you ever send me, and you never call or ask how I’m doing in an email, Mom.

4. …if it requires me to answer fifty personal questions like “What number would I be if I could be any number?” Or asks me to come up with my porn star name by adding the name of the street I grew up on with my dog’s name. Bear Lake.

5. …if I am the recipient of your inheritance, but in order to collect I have to send money to your African lawyer.

6. …if you forward every email you ever get, or more than one per week.

7. …if you have not tested it on Facebook first. Facebook is the place for those who like to share ideas. If at least five people have not liked what you shared, then don’t forward it to me in an email.

8. …if the size of the email is so large that it causes the lights in my house to dim when trying to download the files.

9. …if it’s typed using only capital letters or the beginning of sentences are not capitalized. Kindergartners can’t get away with that crap, neither can you.

10. …if you did not BCC my email address!

NOTE: If you do not forward these rules to anyone, God will still love you and you will continue to enjoy the exact same amount of luck you would have had otherwise.

Etiquette for Idiots Off the Grid

I just got home from visiting my sister, and I cannot believe how thankful I am that I don’t live where she does.

She’s so far off the grid that our navigation system actually had the nerve to proudly announce (in a nonchalant, casual tone) “Navigation will discontinue beyond this point.” Isn’t “beyond this point” the exact reason we have a navigation system? My own internal navigation system is so bad, I can’t find my way out of a super market without my ability to smell lotto tickets and cigarettes.

So…not only did our navigation pull a Benedict Arnold, but we also lost all cell phone reception. Basically what this means is that if we get lost, we have to decide which one of us we would kill and eat first…then second.

Having a bladder the size of Michael Moore’s third nipple, I desperately ordered my husband to pull over to the side of a dark, dirt road. I jumped out of the jeep to “enjoy nature’s bathroom” aka Lindsey Lohan’s pillowcase. I landed in mud so thick it felt like a congressional super committee member’s handshake. The feeling of absolute horror was competing with the intense urge to put out the 1906 San Francisco Fire.

Realizing I could do nothing about the mud, I opted to relieve myself. The squatting position only increased the rapid rate in which I was sinking deeper into a mud bath that not only ruined my new black UGGs, but by the time I showed up to my sister’s house, I looked like I just finished all my chores on the hog farm.

With my bare booty hanging out, I focused on aiming my stream in the direction of the equator. Meanwhile, some critter was rustling in the dark bushes behind me. Praying it was only Rupert Murdoch spying on me, I could hear the mud literally sucking me in. Just as the tip of my bony white ba-dunk-a-dunk barely touched the top of the cold wet mud, the blast of urine pouring out of me ceased. With tissue in hand, I performed the speedy pat dry, pulled up my black sweat pants, and quickly tried to get back into the car. My UGGS decided they preferred being molested by the mud. My daughter pulled me into the car while my husband was laughing hysterically. Then, with both of their hands holding onto me, I leaned back down to attempt to coerce my UGGS out of the mud.
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