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This book is dedicated to the soldiers on the battlefield fighting for everyone’s inalienable right to be one of the assholes we make fun of in this book, to the entire staff at The Phat Phree who have the balls (or labia) to put their work out there every day, to the readers who let us know when we make them laugh, to the readers who let us know how much we suck and all of the suitably horrific ways in which we should kill ourselves, to the memory of John Ritter, and to the Quaker Steak & Lube all-you-can-eat Tuesdays.



Preface


Look at Our Funny Book!

Look at our funny paperback book! Fucking read it! This book means one thing: We’re going to be super famous!

Of course, once we are super-duper famous, we will all change. We’ll start rooting for New York and Los Angeles sports teams. We will refuse to talk to anyone who is not at least as rich and famous as we are. We will join trendy religious groups. We will develop debilitating drug habits. We will date vacuous, gold-digging social climbers. We will start speaking out about politics despite the fact that we know nothing. And of course we will turn our backs on what got us here—namely, the raw, edgy, meaningful comedy that this book is comprised of, and the support of you, our loyal readers. Because being rich and famous is awesome, and we’re not going to risk going back to being regular and broke by joking about hot-button topics or swearing. Just a heads-up.

But we’re not rich and famous yet. So do your part to help us on our way toward the superficial and base existences that we so intensely desire by buying nine copies of this book. What will you do with nine copies of this hilarious book?

First off, read one copy of it, because it’s fucking fantastic. I’ve never been given to hyperbole, but the writing in this book is so good that I think I can say that we make Hemingway look like a bush-league, two-bit faggoty hack. The Phat Phree staff painstakingly skewers the most depressing and most annoying members of this train wreck that we call a society in essays that are guaranteed to make you laugh, unless you actually are one of the douchebags that we are referencing, in which case you’ll cry quietly to yourself while you comparison-shop handguns on eBay so you can end it all.

As for the other eight copies, two will make excellent his and her wedding gifts for that hard-to-shop-for couple. Four should be donated directly to your local elementary school, where they will undoubtedly be worked into the curriculum to better prepare our nation’s youth for the world that awaits them. One should be buried in a plastic container in your backyard and dug up in two hundred years. I guarantee that by that point it will have quadrupled in value. If I’m wrong, I will provide a complete refund. The final book should take the hallowed place in your home of the guiding tome of your particular religion, whether it be the Bible, the Torah, the Koran, or Maxim. Whichever it is, you can just go ahead and throw it out. For in this book you will find all the spiritual comfort and metaphysical guidance that you will ever need, without all the boring “this guy begot this guy” talk and the constant threats of eternal damnation. Additionally, unlike the boring Bible, there are many hilarious illustrations of penises peppered throughout our book. Take that, Ecclesiastes!

So how ’bout it, chief? Pony up a few bones and buy a bunch of these bad boys. I figure we only need to sell about 50 million copies of this baby and we’ll all be millionaires. And when that happens, you will no longer be of use to us and we can just go our separate ways.

Happy reading!



Chapter One

Who’s Up for Going Out?



Chapter Two

I’ve Got Some Stuff to Do



Chapter Three

I’ve Already Got Plans



Chapter Four

I Gotta Catch the Game, Bro



Chapter Five

You Know What I’m Doing Tonight



Chapter Six

No, Dude, I Have to Work



Chapter Seven

Hey, Guys, What About Me?



Help Me, Star Jones—You’re My Only Hope
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Oh, come on. Not now. Now is really not a good time for a hard-on. Yeah, I know I’m sixteen years old and I pitch a tent twenty times a day for no particular reason, but we’re in the middle of my little brother’s bar mitzvah here. I’m about to have go up on stage for a family picture with the fucking rabbi! I don’t need all of Temple Beth Shalom checking out my wood.

Damn it. I should’ve seen this coming. I didn’t get to jerk off last night because I had two of my cousins sleeping on cots in my room. If either of those sneaky bastards had heard me jacking it, the whole family would’ve known by sunrise. And when you add that the little sluts in my brother’s Hebrew school class wear some skimpy-ass shit in the House of the Lord, it’s no wonder I’m at Def Cock 5.

Okay, come on. Think. What usually works? Grandma. Of course. Floppy skin, blue hair, eau de mothballs, and the fact that Dad sprang out of her beaver in 1957. She’s a guaranteed chubbie deflater. But wait. Oh, man, she’s sitting like five feet away, and—oh, shit—she just smiled at me! While I was in the middle of thinking how disgusting she would be in just her girdle! Oh God, this is so wrong. Abort! Abort!

All right, forget Grandma. Let’s try something else. Okay, how about baseball? That’s supposed to work too, right? Okay, picking dirt from my cleats, sweaty batting gloves, Randy Johnson’s pockmarked face (and that mullet he used to have back in Seattle), a big wad of tobacco that looks like a dog turd protruding from Manny’s mouth as he steps up to the plate. Yes, yes, it’s working. I’m starting to soften up. Okay, what else? That fat kid on my Babe Ruth league team whose jersey was way too small. Yeah, yeah, that was fucking sick. This boner doesn’t stand a chance!

Oh, no, wait a minute. Didn’t that fat kid sit next to me when our team had that end-of-the-season trip to Yankee Stadium? That was the game where that girl in the cutoff Jeter T-shirt sat in front of us. Oh, shit. She was totally nipping out when she walked down the row to her seat. And then there was that panty shot we got when she sat down. They were pink with lace trim and they were shouting “Me so horny!” the entire game and—God dammit—Mr. Stiffie is back up in it! Son of a bitch!

Anyway, fuck! The photographer is getting into position and the rabbi is motioning to us to come up on stage and I’m still sitting here with a pup tent. I need a serious miracle here. I gotta get rid of
















I Am My Car

I am a Cadillac Deville. This baby was $42K, and that comes with a deed to the road. You get what you pay for, and what I paid for was the right to drive here in the left lane at 59 mph. What I paid for was the right to turn left from the right lane, because I have someplace to be and a Caddy to take me there. I’ve got 2,400 pounds of Detroit steel, and sometimes that steel misses its exit. I don’t have to go to the next exit and turn around…they put reverse in this car for a reason. Get out of my way, because I am my car.

I am a 2006 Corvette. I am hot, sexy, and fifty-three years old. I am balding, but I have a baseball cap on so you can’t tell. I used to have a wife and two kids, but now I have a “hot” forty-two-year-old girlfriend with implants that aren’t fooling anyone, alimony and child support payments, a car insurance bill that could feed all of a small South American country, and an efficiency apartment. And I have a 2006 Corvette. I am a bad-ass, because I am my car.
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I am a Hummer H2. I am gigantic. My penis is small, but my car is HUGE. I can run over your Civic on the way to the gas station, again. I could definitely go off-road in the desert or something, but I might ruin the paint job. I just ran over your three-year-old in my driveway because I couldn’t see him. I am huge. I am my car.
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I am a Volkswagen Cabriolet, but I call it my “Cab.” I am adorable, I am twenty-two, and I am in the business sorority. Daddy bought me this car, and it is the cutest thing EVER. I see you looking at me as you drive by, and I just stare aloofly forward, refusing to even acknowledge your existence if you don’t have a Beamer or a Wrangler. I am priceless. I am my car.
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I am a RAV4. I used to drive a Cab in college, but now I need to take the kids to ice skating practice. I’m still cute. I am! Dammit! Look at me! You, in the Beamer! You tight little twenty-three-year-old in the Wrangler! I’m still cute! I am my car!
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I am a Jeep Wrangler. I am blaring Dave Matthews. I am wearing a backward baseball cap that says “South Carolina COCKS.” I have flip-flops on in January. My collar is popped. I am wondering why that scary-looking woman in the RAV4 is yelling. I am going to get laid tonight, because that’s what I do. I am my car.
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I am a 1978 Cutlass Supreme. My back window is held on with duct tape. I used to have a rear bumper. My left front door is a different color from the rest of the body. Only one of my headlights works, but I can see fine because of the sparks from my dragging muffler. I so don’t give a shit about this car. I don’t need to look when I change lanes. Does it look like I have anything to lose? I dare someone to hit me. I am my car.
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I am a minivan. I am a dad. I used to be a 300Z. I loved that 300Z. I can handle this thing as if it were a 300Z. I can weave in and out of traffic. I have sport striping, dammit! I am a cool dad! Maybe I’ll just trade the whole damn package—minivan, wife, kids—in for a Corvette and that tramp bartender from Billy’s Place. But for now, I am my car.

I am an Audi A3. I am going to Slide, or Fly, or some other one-word-verb-named club to drink expensive martinis and fuck hot rich chicks. I will tell you not to scratch the paint, valet. I am my car.

I am a Toyota Corolla. I just got out of college, the one named on the sticker on the back window. I have a good job. I am dependable. I am boring. I am my car.

I am a Hyundai Elantra. I just graduated from the community college in the back window. I will tell anyone who will listen that my car was three grand cheaper than a Toyota and has a ten-year, 100,000-mile warranty. I won’t believe a word I’m saying. I wish I had a Toyota. I am my car.

I am a panel truck. Observe my ladders strapped to every surface, though not terribly well. My ride is piled high with boxes, furniture, a couple animals, and some immigrants. Any one of these things may come flying off at any time. Do not follow closer than half a mile. I am my car.



You Can’t Plinko for Shit, You Dumb Bitch

[image: image]

Are you retarded, lady? Because if so, I’ll give you a pass. But anything short of Down’s would officially make you the worst Plinko player in the history of The Price Is Right! And this show has been on since World War I. Bob Barker started it in 1917 as a patriotic service to keep war brides distracted from the bloodshed raging on the western front. TPIR has been rolling ever since.

And in all that time, never has there been a Plinko contestant who has rivaled you in sheer impotence and stupidity.

Just look at yourself. You have one goddamned Plinko chip. And that’s the free one that Mr. Barker, in his unfailingly magnanimous nature, saw fit to GIVE you, despite that you guessed NONE of the prices correctly on any of the four common, everyday grocery items that were presented before you.

Speaking of which, I have a question for you, a nagging little query that I couldn’t help but reflect upon throughout your truly atrocious Plinko performance thus far: Have you ever actually entered a grocery store in your entire life? And are you familiar with the commerce system that has been established here in the United States, in which goods are exchanged for monetary compensation? If so, are you aware that the amount of money exchanged for said items—the “price,” if you will—remains fairly consistent throughout the country at any given time?

I am forced to assume that you are not. What other reason could there possibly be for you to guess that a twenty-two-ounce bottle of Selsun Blue Shampoo would cost $11.99 rather than $5.99?

Have you never purchased a bottle of shampoo? Do you go through life with unclean hair? Or do you make your own shampoo at home with spices and herbs from your garden?

Imbecile!

And are you honestly going to tell me that you are of the belief that you can get a box of Quaker Oats Instant Oatmeal for $1.99 rather than $3.99? It was a variety pack of four different flavors, bitch! Eight individual pouches! What kind of dream world are you living in where you can get a quality oatmeal product like that for two bucks? Because I want to start shopping there.

So now there you stand, atop the historic Plinko board, looking over the precipice of morning game show destiny, clinging to your one, sad, unearned Plinko chip. And you’re debating where to drop it. Right now you have it poised directly above the $10,000 spot, as if the fucking thing is going to drop straight down.

Now, even if you have never seen this game before, surely you must have at least a loose grasp of general physics and the concept of gravity. Do you not think it might hit a couple of those spokes on the way down? Don’t you think that might disrupt the trajectory of the chip a bit?

Jesus!

As if I didn’t have a hard enough time watching the Cliff Hanger game today. That stupid marine couldn’t price his way out of a paper bag. And it was with great pleasure that I watched the yodeling mountain climber plummet off the cliff, robbing Private Inbred of that handsome home entertainment package that included a La-Z-Boy recliner, a Panasonic plasma-screen TV, and a Jolly Time old-fashioned popcorn machine—“Jolly Time: Something Good Is Popping Up.”
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Rejected pricing game #02461

And now I’m subjected to this wretched Plinko display. And do you know what the worst part is? Regardless of your miserable showing, you still get to spin the Prize Wheel. Simply because you won your way on stage by bidding one dollar on that ProForm treadmill. And you bid that only because the audience screamed it at you incessantly. You probably didn’t even know what you were saying. You were just repeating a sound you heard like some witless mynah bird.

And because the Prize Wheel involves no skill or intelligence whatsoever, you might even end up in the Showcase Showdown. Of course, that’s assuming you can grasp that you are supposed to spin the wheel, and you don’t try to eat it or bang your head on it: two scenarios I consider alarmingly possible. Rod Roddy would roll over in his rhinestone-encrusted casket.

It would almost be worth it to see you get to the Showdown, though. The result could be highly entertaining. Seeing as how you were baffled when forced to decide whether a box of Crispix cereal was $4.99 or $8.99, it would be sadistically fun to watch your mind reel as you tried to tally the cumulative worth of a set of golf clubs, a trip to Portugal, and a dune buggy. You’d probably get really confused and end up bidding “hot dog.”
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Rejected pricing game #31604

So you’ve finally decided to drop your lone Plinko chip, at Bob Barker’s kind but firm insistence. You watch painfully as it ricochets around briefly and then lands in the $0 slot.

Bob feigns compassion, but we all know he was rooting against you too. The morons that he has endured during his impressive tenure on this show must eventually wear on his patience. I’m sure he would agree with me when I implore you to do society a service and ensure that you never reproduce. Have yourself spayed or neutered.



Having a Huge Penis Is Not So Great
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We really have to put a stop to this glorification of giant penises. Seriously, I can’t take it anymore. From pills like Longitude to Swedish penis pumps, the fascination with having a monster manhood is out of control. I’m going to let you in on a little secret. I happen to have one of those “huge cocks,” and it isn’t all it’s cracked up to be.

Yeah, yeah, I suppose it’s better than having a really small penis, but this damn thing hanging between my legs is ridiculous. If I had the option, I’d trade it in for regular-size member in a second. Shit, I’d even take one on the small side. Five inches sounds great to me. I’m not kidding. There are three inches of me that is still a virgin. That’s just frustrating. There’s only so many times you can hear, “Slow, slow, slow, ouch” before you start to wonder if it’s all worth it.

Everybody always focuses on the few positives, but let me tell you, it ain’t all church picnics and ice cream sandwiches. Most of the time it’s just a nuisance.

Take for example your morning BM. I bet you don’t even think about it when you roll out of bed, grab the Daily Tribune, and head for the head. Well, not me. No reading the newspaper while I cut turds. I need both hands—one to wipe and one to hold my stupid giant penis. One slipup and my junk is bobbing in the bowl with a school of bumpy brownfish. Sound like fun to you?

And I can’t tell you how many times I’ve missed the first ten minutes of a movie because I’m getting the third degree from the damn ticket taker about trying to smuggle in outside food.

“Sir, you can’t take that cappicola into the theater.”

What am I supposed to say? There are kids around. It’s embarrassing.

And how about shorts? Those must be nice. It’s damn hot right now in Los Angeles, but unless I want to risk exposing myself to the world, I am in trousers. I can’t even wear boxer shorts. You see, it’s not just the size; it’s the weight. I need some support. Not that briefs don’t pose their own set of problems. Putting them on is like trying to stretch a twin-size fitted sheet over a king-size mattress, but it’s better than the back problems I had when I was letting that monstrosity hang free.

Don’t even get me started on condoms…Magnum, you say? Yeah, right. Those things are like a tourniquet. I might as well try to squeeze into a Ken doll’s tuxedo.

Sure, there are some girls who love a great big penis, but those girls are all skanks. I’m looking for a nice girl, not some loose tramp who I am embarrassed to take home to my mom. And don’t try to tell me you are a nice girl who likes her men big. If your G-spot is the underside of your left ventricle, you are a skanky ho, and I am not introducing you to my family.
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Guys are even worse. In public restrooms I try to be discreet and pull out just enough to keep my pants dry, but there is always some guy staring at me. What is the fascination? It’s just a big penis, for God’s sake. I don’t want to hear about how “not gay” you are either; just look up and finish your business. And no, you cannot touch it, so stop asking me! I am a human being, not some freak-show petting zoo.

So the next time you see a well-hung porn star like Lexington Steele plowing some professional penis rider, remember that not all of us are porn stars. Some of us are just regular guys trying get through the day without closing our big, dumb penis in a car door. Be thankful you don’t have to worry about that.



[image: image]
PUBLISHED BY BROADWAY BOOKS



Copyright © 2006 by Phamily Business Entertainment



All Rights Reserved



Published in the United States by Broadway Books, an imprint of The Doubleday Broadway Publishing Group, a division of Random House, Inc., New York.
 www.broadwaybooks.com



BROADWAY BOOKS and its logo, a letter B bisected on the diagonal, are trademarks of Random House, Inc.



Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data



Look at my striped shirt! : confessions of the people you love to hate / Phat Phree.—1st ed.

                                                      p. cm.

                           1. American wit and humor. I. Phat Phree.

                           PN6165.L66 2006

                           813'.608—dc22

2006043877





eISBN: 978-0-7679-2640-9

v3.0


OEBPS/images/Phre_9780767926409_epub_109_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Phre_9780767926409_epub_102_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Phre_9780767926409_epub_100_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Phre_9780767926409_epub_105_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Phre_9780767926409_epub_107_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Phre_9780767926409_epub_099_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Phre_9780767926409_epub_110_r1.jpg
12"

SSI13Isn vulxd

SIZE CHART





OEBPS/images/Phre_9780767926409_epub_103_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Phre_9780767926409_epub_101_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Phre_9780767926409_epub_104_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Phre_9780767926409_epub_106_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Phre_9780767926409_epub_cvi_r1.jpg
LOOK AT
MEY: SHIBRFT P EfD
S IBLITIRIY

Confessions of the People
You Love to Hate

EIRERERBEFASTE PEH R E E





OEBPS/images/Phre_9780767926409_epub_108_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Phre_9780767926409_epub_111_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Phre_9780767926409_epub_002_r1.jpg
The Phat Phree . .
Look at My Striped Shirt!

Confessions of the People You Love to Hate





OEBPS/images/Phre_9780767926409_epub_098_r1.jpg





