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Introduction

Dear Judd Apatow:

We’re thinking about publishing a sequel to You’re a Horrible Person, But I Like You. It’d be more or less the same thing as the first book, except with mostly different people, and different questions. Are we being redundant?

Thanks,
The Believer magazine
San Francisco, CA

Dear The Believer:

I really don’t know how to answer that question. There is a larger issue, which is: Why am I writing the intro to this book at all?

This is a mistake I keep making, saying yes to things for no apparent reason. I don’t know if it is because I get insecure or I need an ego stroke, but I keep finding myself in the same position, stuck with something I don’t want to do but said yes to because someone did a good job kissing my ass.

I don’t even understand what you want. Am I supposed to write something logical, or absurd? I have no idea.

I don’t even know if this book is for charity or if someone is going to make a shitload of money off it. I kind of always assumed it benefited some charity, but I don’t think that is correct. I also have the vague notion that the entire publishing empire that’s releasing it is a nonprofit, but I have no proof and am probably wrong about that. Or I am right.

One thing I do know is I get paid very well for my time and money and I am getting paid zero dollars to write this and that makes no sense at all.

I can’t even remember who asked me to do it. Probably someone who seemed smart and who made me feel like less of a dick-joke-writing idiot by asking, and I got all excited for all of five minutes till I realized it actually required real work.

I wouldn’t be writing this at all if Paul Rudd wasn’t ten minutes late to our meeting. If he’d been on time, today would have been the day I worked up the nerve to bail on this assignment so they could go manipulate some other insecure Jewish man into doing it.

Why not ask a non-Jew? Why not ask a woman? An African American? Someone from South America? Aren’t people ready for some new flavors of comedy at this point? I know I am. I might move to Nicaragua for a year or two just to come up with a new comedic angle that’s not based on my Jewish mother’s influence and child rearing. Maybe if I started a junta I could write a fresh joke. What is a junta? I need to find out.

Where the hell is Paul Rudd? He is always late. He was never late when his career wasn’t going well, but ever since I Love You, Man he could give a fuck about wasting my time.

Oh, there he is. Hey, Paul! You look good. I like the beard.

Judd


A Second Attempt at an Introduction

Dear Patton:

So listen, we’re doing this book of advice and we asked Judd Apatow to write the intro, and it didn’t really work out. We don’t want to get into it, but it has something to do with Paul Rudd’s career going well. Anyway, is there a chance you might like to take a crack at it? The introduction, we mean.

Thanks in advance,
The Believer magazine
San Francisco, CA

Dear The Believer magazine:

Wait, so Judd “Heavyweights” Apatow is too busy to finish his introduction and so you figured, “Oh, let’s get Patton ‘Basic Cable Day Player’ Oswalt to pick up the slack”? I will bet money you used that exact phrase because I really like losing money.

I mean, how busy can I possibly be, right?

“Quite” to “nearly ‘very,’ ” as it turns out! So I hope your readers appreciate the projects I’ve back-burnered so that there can be a full introduction to this book. And as you read this book, think for a moment about the:


Unalphabetized Travis McGee books on my shelf

Overflowing trash can in my kitchen

Unwatched (and thus undeleted) episodes of Justified on my DVR

Not uneaten Rye Krisps, consumed due to the stress of having to write this



Now I will end this introduction early to make it further appear I am busy, just like Judd.

See? I’m making it in Hollywood!

Patton


Kristen Schaal

Dear Kristen:

Are lighthouses still used for what they were meant for or are they just the nation’s decorative knickknacks on our coastlines?

Cameren Cousins
Herndon, VA

Dear Cameren:

I wish they were as useless as giant beautiful plastic flamingos covered in reflector tape. But unfortunately, their importance has magnified in these modern times. Apart from warning boats, canoes, and cross-ocean swimmers of impending land, they serve another function: bringing whale crime to light. Whales have taken their cue from the Somali pirates and have begun to rapidly create havoc in our peaceful seas. Stealing from ghost pirate ships, tagging reefs, and, more recently, abducting dolphin babies and selling them to infertile manatees. They do their dirty work at night and the lighthouses have been working overtime, combing the waters with their revealing beams after the alarm has been sounded by whatever sea creature can make the walk on land. Usually tattletale crabs.

Kristen

• • •

Dear Kristen:

There’s been a lot of hullabaloo about child concussions lately. Are children more violent these days or were we just overlooked as children? The shake-off philosophy worked for us, so why can’t it work for modern-day children?

Nick Pappas
Hazelton, PA

Dear Nick:

Or perhaps are children more sleepy these days? Maybe they are using their concussions as excuses to take time-outs from working in the fields or sewing in the sweatshops. Check their tiny hands on their unconscious bodies. If their fingers are worked and bloodied to the literal bone, they are most likely faking that concussion and you should wake them up and put them back to work.

Kristen

• • •

Dear Kristen:

I think sacred music gets a bad rap. I’m working on getting it more accepted in the mainstream. Can I send you some of my organ and choral recordings?

Christian Clough
Hamilton, NY

Dear Christian:

You can certainly send it to me, but I will refuse to listen to it. You know why? Because I’m not dead yet! Everyone knows that when you die and go to heaven it’s organ and choral music nonstop. You can’t get away from it. Even when you go to your heaven hut and slam the cloud door, it’s still stuck in your head (which is no longer a human head but a beam of light). I think I’ll enjoy this nice variety of music on earth before my sacred playlist kicks off for eternity, thank you.

Kristen

• • •

Dear Kristen:

I enjoy hamsters but guinea pigs really freak me out. My daughter, however, has her heart set on getting a guinea pig for a pet. Since they are both essentially rodents that live tragically short, wheel-spinning lives, how can I convince her to settle for a hamster instead?

Madi Schaefer
Phoenix, AZ

Dear Madi:

Just put a kitten in a hamster cage and call it a day. She won’t care that it’s not a guinea pig because kittens are the most adorable creatures in the world and possess a hypnotic power that humans are weak to. As soon as she sees that kitten mew and roll in the sawdust, she’ll say, “I love my guinea pig, I’ll call him Cider!” Important note: When the kitten inevitably becomes a cat, dispose of him. It’s uncomfortable seeing a cat in an aquarium. I guess you are doomed to have the dead pets talk no matter what.

Kristen

• • •

Dear Kristen:

Why isn’t Pigeon Forge on the national monument registry?

Sean Stomsky
Santa Barbara, CA

Dear Sean:

To protect it from the terrorists. If you don’t think that registry is a sweet terrorist checklist, you are living in the summer of 2001, my friend. And I don’t want to live in a world where Dollywood is threatened. Worse yet, I might hate it more if the terrorists checked out Dollywood and started going there on a regular vacation basis. I don’t want to be standing in line for the Dollyland Grits, Tits, and Adventure ride and have a bunch of eager terrorists cut in front of me. Then I’d have to tell them they were cutting, they’d apologize and explain how excited they were. Then I’d tell them the Baby Jesus Sea Dragon ride is even better, and the next thing you know we’re all making babies.

Also, Reba McEntire is in charge of making the registry and everyone knows she’s jealous of Dolly.

Kristen

• • •

Dear Kristen:

I actually do believe that the children are our future. I mean, duh. But here’s the thing. The other day I was at the park and I met this baby who I thought was kind of an asshole. I don’t want him to be part of my future. I don’t want him to be a part of the decision-making process for the United States, or a major corporation or an arts organization. I don’t trust this baby. Is there an effective way to encourage this child to go into selling cars or perhaps mattresses?

Shea St. Ives
Cleveland, OH

Dear Shea:

You’re making the mistake of thinking that the world is going to be like it is now in the future. Wake up! We are not going to have decisions or arts or the United States. That will be a sweet memory for the olds. Mattresses will be cut up and the springs will be used for scraping tools and we will eat the stuffing to live another day. We are talking three levels below Mad Max territory, because we won’t be dressed in cool leather outfits straddling mopeds. We will be wearing the only abundant resource available to us: plastic bags. What you see in that asshole baby is the apocalypse. He knows it. That’s why he’s being such a dick. You’d be a dick too.

Kristen


Louis C.K.

(The editors and Mr. C.K. would like to apologize in advance for his overt and unnecessary hostility. Mr. C.K. was, by his own admission, “having a bad day.”)

Dear Louis:

How come Arnold Palmer gets a drink named after him and I don’t? Could you recommend steps toward “I have a drink named after me” greatness?

Envious Imbiber
Ann Arbor, MI

Dear Envious:

First of all, the Arnold Palmer, as it is known (half lemonade, half iced tea), was not named after the golfer Arnold Palmer. It was named after your mother’s dried-up old snatchola. Yeah. You heard me right.

Louis

• • •

Dear Louis:

I’m ready to grow a mustache, but I don’t want to send the wrong message. What does each style of mustache say about its owner?

Norm
Jacksonville, FL

Dear Norm:

I don’t know what any mustache says about its owner, but I know what yours will say. It will say, “Please get me off the face of this stupid, ugly cunt.” Nobody likes you. Even the a and the n at the end of your name ran off because you’re such a fucking stupid twat.

Thanks for your letter.
Louis

• • •

Dear Louis:

Is secondhand smoke really as bad as everyone says it is?

Rebekkeh T.
San Francisco, CA

Dear Rebekkeh:

Very good question. Let me give you some statistics.

1. Your name is stupid.

2. Nobody cares what you think.

3. I hate you.

4. I have a pretty nice penis. It’s not huge, but it’s well sized and it’s nice. This isn’t directed at you. It’s directed at any attractive woman reading this book who might run into me later in her life. I’d rather advertise my penis than answer your stupid question. Idiot.

Louis

• • •

Dear Louis:

For a long time the main thing that’s bothered me is procrastination. Like right now. I’m procrastinating instead of doing my job. In the old days humans hunted and were hunted—by mastodons and wolverines and such—but now we sit in front of computers. We got no excitement. So I procrastinate. Piss people off. Barrel through deadlines. Living la vida loca. Am I wrongheaded about all this?

Bret Thurber
Las Vegas, NV

Dear Bret:

You sound like a real card. You sound like you really got a clever mind and you’re always spinning your wheels about some-whatsit crazy business. Mastodons??? What a nut. “That Bret,” your friends must say, “he is quite a kook. I hope his wife has a baby into his mouth and it gets lodged in his throat and he chokes on his own stupid baby.”

Louis

• • •

Dear Louis:

I cut up an old backpack to make my own Baby Björn. He doesn’t seem to like it much. Any advice on how to make it more comfortable or entertaining for the kid?

Paula Winchell
Winnipeg, Canada

Dear Paula:

First of all, I don’t believe you. I have owned three Baby Björns and I can assure you that you couldn’t make one out of a “cut up” old backpack.

Second of all, Baby Björns are stupid. Just carry your ugly, ugly kid or let him walk next to you as you live your shit life. Don’t make him hang on your sad, flat, old, pimply, sweater-wearing chest.

Third of all, I hate you because you leave things out of every sentence. “He doesn’t seem to like it much.” Who?! Who the fuck are you talking about, you lazy cunt?!

“Any advice?” Do you mean, “Do you have any advice?” You left out the “Do you have” part. I hate people who talk like that. They also say things like “Fact is …” Get your goddamn hands out of your pockets and say an entire sentence! And please take the entire town of Winnipeg and shove it up your mom’s asshole.

Louis

• • •

Dear Louis:

I took my baby girl out for a walk last week and a teenage boy passed me in the street and told me I was “a total MILF.” What does this mean? Should I be insulted?

Cindy Valdes
Buckhorn, CO

Dear Cindy:

MILF is a common acronym used by teenagers these days. It stands for “Ugly Bitch Who Lies about Some Kid Calling Her a MILF.” He didn’t say it and you know it. Why don’t you tell me the real story? You were taking your baby girl for a walk when nobody walked by and nobody said anything. Because you are invisible to the caring world.

Oh my god. What is wrong with me?

Louis


George Saunders

Dear George:

I’ve been reading the bible recently and I’ve found that the more important a character, the greater their capacity for ferocious outbursts of violence against underlings. What gives?

Lorna

Dear Lorna:

How dare you! You dare to question the Lord your God? Ye, Lorna, shall, verily, be smited for your insolence, for your question hath engaged my full wrath! And, as you can see from my incredible fury, I am incredibly important!

Ha, ha, no, seriously: interesting question, Lorna. I think this is because the Bible is an ancient text, i.e., it is not really all that “modern.” In our modern times, we know that underlings are best managed with a gentle, loving hand. Like, for example, we don’t call them “underlings.” We might call them, you know, “Guest Facilitation Associate #43” or “Hey, you there!” or “vassals” or, if we are a little drunk, and they are just out of hearing range, “assholes,” pronounced in such a way that it rhymes with “vassals,” which, because we are a little drunk and are into Renaissance role play–type games, we find “fair amusing.” In those ancient times, when everything was made of either stone or rope, people were generally smaller. Hence it was sometimes necessary to really yell in order to be heard through the tiny, filthy ears then so prevalent. Also, there were no “water filters” or “breast pumps,” and dinosaurs roamed the land, freely eating the various Union soldiers and whatnot that were
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