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Disclaimer

Although the publisher and the author have made every effort to ensure that the information in this book was correct at press time and while this publication is designed to provide accurate information in regard to the subject matter covered, the publisher and the author assume no responsibility for errors, inaccuracies, omissions, or any other inconsistencies herein and hereby disclaim any liability to any party for any loss, damage, or disruption caused by errors or omissions, whether such errors or omissions result from negligence, accident, or any other cause.

The publisher and the author make no guarantees concerning the level of success you may experience by following the advice and strategies contained in this book, and you accept the risk that results will differ for each individual.

This eBook offers information and is designed for educational purposes only. You should not rely on this information as a substitute, nor does it replace professional medical advice, diagnosis, or treatment.
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Understanding the Great British Slang Phrases – Moreover the word “Shit”

The “Shit” you use depends on the situation.
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Horse Shit Total Nonsense (Your Talking)

Bull Shit – Lies.

Ape Shit – To Become Angry or Excited.

Dog Shit (Absolute Shite)– – Poor Quality (Items)Anything Really.

Chicken Shit – Weak or Cowardly.

Jack shit – Zero or Nothing (You’re getting Jack Shit)

Dip Shit – Absolute Idiot.

Tough Shit – Lack of Sympathy or No Choice.

No Shit – That’s Obvious.

Holy Shit – Expressing Surprise or Shock.

The Shit – Someone or Something That’s Excellent or Perfect.

Shithead - A stupid, inept, unlikable, or contemptible person.

Shit the Bed – To fail miserably, or to completely screw something up.

Let’s give a shit and explore the possibilities.
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The Shit Situation (An Ode to Excremental Expression)
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When life gets messy, strange, or weird,

You’ll find the truth in just one word: Shit.

But not just any —oh no, my friend—

The “shit” you use depends upon the end.

So, gather ‘round, let’s break it down,

In rhyming verse, with dignity and clown:

Horse Shit flies when politicians speak,

Their promises are bold—but full of leak.

“You'll get a mansion!” “Taxes? Don’t apply!”

It’s all horse shit, and you know why.

Then comes Bull Shit, slick and sly,

Like when your boss says, “You’re doing fine.”

But your desk is cold, your chair won't spin,

And they gave your promotion to a bin.

Now if you shout, throw fits, stamp feet,

Your face goes red—you're having a treat.

Of Ape Shit, mate, don’t try to hide—

Just ask your spouse if they’ve seen your pride.

If something's built with shoddy care,

Like a phone that breaks mid-air,

Or socks that tear before you knit,

That’s Dog Shit, son—don’t even sit.

When someone runs from danger fast,

Leaves their boots behind and flees like grass—

They're Chicken Shit, scared and shy,

Too weak to wink at a passing fly.

And if you thought you'd strike it rich,

Win gold, a car, or fridge with fish...

Well, sorry lad, you heard it right—

You're getting Jack Shit, not a bite.

That bloke who microwaved his keys,

Then blamed the smoke on "witchy breeze"?

He’s a certified Dip Shit, dear,

Who once tried charging phones with beer.

When fate just grins and gives you grief,

No help, no hope, no sweet relief—

You cry, “Not me!” but still it sits...

That’s Tough Shit, pal. Life’s full of hits.

If I say rain is wet, sky up high,

Or toast is toast unless it’s fried—

You roll your eyes and snap, “Don’t bore us...”

That’s No Shit, Sherlock. We knew before you.

But if you gasp, your jaw drops low,

See lightning strike a duck in snow—

You yell aloud, “What did I just see?”

That’s Holy Shit, mate. That’s the key.

Yet sometimes things go perfectly,

Like pies so good they set you free,

A dance move sharp, a joke well spun—

That’s The Shit, my friend! You won.

So, next time life throws dung your way,

Know which one's coming—then you’ll stay

Equipped with words both crude and grand,

To shout, laugh loud, and understand.

From Horse to Holy, Dog to Dip,

Each kind of crap has got its grip.

So, embrace the mess, the flair, the fit—

And never forget: The Shit is legit.
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The Great Horse Shit Heist
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If there’s one thing Delroy McGibbons couldn’t stand more than Mondays, it was horse shit—and not just the stuff that fell out of the back end of animals. No, no. We’re talking about the HORSE SHIT people peddled daily: diets that made you fat, jobs that paid in “experience,” and YouTubers with PhDs in yelling at microphones. Life, according to Delroy, was a steaming pile of glorified, industrial-strength HORSE SHIT.

And that’s exactly what he screamed, standing on a milk crate in the middle of downtown Austin, wearing nothing but pink leopard boxers and a foam Statue of Liberty crown:

“Your rent is HORSE SHIT! Your boss is HORSE SHIT! Your avocado toast addiction is WEAPONIZED HORSE SHIT!”

Crowds gathered. Some threw quarters. One guy threw a vape pen. Nobody was entirely sure if Delroy was a prophet or just another side effect of late-stage capitalism.

But Delroy had a plan. A vision. An idea so absurd, so profane, so thoroughly marinated in HORSE SHIT, it might actually work.

He was going to steal a racehorse from the richest, most insufferably smug tech billionaire in Texas: Preston Wankford III, who made his fortune inventing a blockchain for emotional validation. Preston believed horses had better intuition than humans and paid a “horse whisperer” named Skylar Moonchild $500,000 a year to interpret horse dreams.

HORSE SHIT.

The plan was simple:

	Sneak into Preston’s horse estate, “Equinox Pastures.”

	Kidnap his prized stallion, Bitcoin Thunder.

	Replace him with a painted donkey.

	Sell the horse to the Saudis.

	Retire in a private bunker filled with Takis, whiskey, and petty revenge fantasies.


But plans, like self-help gurus and MLM schemes, are 99% HORSE SHIT and 1% desperate delusion. Delroy needed a crew.

Enter:

	Marge "Chainsaw" Deluca – Former circus knife-thrower turned divorce attorney. Drank whiskey through a Twizzler.

	Stinkeye Pete – Ex-con, part-time mime, full-time weirdo. Communicated entirely in finger guns and interpretive dance.

	Tiffany X – Hacker-slash-dominatrix. Could break into the Pentagon while baking edibles.


Together, they were the most chaotic, underqualified gang of misfits since the founding fathers.

Phase One: Recon (a.k.a. “Horse Shit Reconnaissance”)

They attended Preston’s weekly horse-gazing retreat. Yes, that was a real thing. People paid $2,000 to “stare into the eyes of majestic beasts and find their inner Google Calendar.”

Delroy wore a poncho and called himself “Raoul the Hoof Whisperer.” Marge posed as a millionaire psychic with a third nipple that sensed equine trauma. Stinkeye Pete was... well, he just mime-humped a saddle for forty-five minutes.

Preston bought it. Because, you guessed it, HORSE SHIT.

Phase Two: The Heist (a.k.a. “Operation Galloping Buffoonery”)

Night fell. The team dressed in all black. Tiffany hacked the estate’s security system using a Wi-Fi-enabled butt plug (don’t ask). Marge sedated the guards by pretending to be Gwyneth Paltrow’s ghost. Delroy crept past cameras with the grace of a stoned flamingo.

Bitcoin Thunder stood tall, proud, and completely uninterested in Delroy’s carrot diplomacy.

“That’s a $7 million ass right there,” Delroy whispered. “Let’s liberate it.”

Just as he unlatched the stall, the alarm went off. Tiffany screamed over the comms:

“THE SYSTEM REBOOTED! SOMEONE RAN A FIRMWARE UPDATE! IT’S HORSE SHIT!”

Sirens wailed. Security guards poured out like angry frat bros denied brunch.

“Plan B!” Marge yelled.

“What’s Plan B?!” Delroy screamed.

“PANIC AND RUN, DIPSHIT!”

They bolted—with Bitcoin Thunder kicking and screaming behind them like a diva at a Spirit Airlines gate.

Phase Three: Escape (a.k.a. “Fleeing with a Horse in a Rented Kia Soul”)

Yes. They crammed a seven-figure stallion into a Kia Soul. Why? Because the horse trailer was accidentally sold to a nudist commune.

“I’ve seen some HORSE SHIT in my day,” muttered Marge, elbow-deep in hay and regret. “But this is premium-grade USDA-certified WACKADOODLE HORSE SHIT.”

They made it to the safe house—an abandoned Chuck E. Cheese with blacked-out windows and a suspicious smell of fermented pizza trauma.

Bitcoin Thunder was calm. Suspiciously calm.

That’s when Tiffany X checked the RFID chip.

“You dumb bastards,” she groaned. “We stole the WRONG horse. This isn’t Bitcoin Thunder. This is Emotional Support Nacho, the therapy pony.”

Delroy stared at the tiny, beady-eyed menace.

“That’s... a miniature horse.”

“That’s a furry lie wrapped in corporate HORSE SHIT,” Marge snapped.

Interlude: Existential Crisis (a.k.a. “High on Edibles and Regret”)

Delroy smoked something unholy. Marge cried into an old animatronic rat head. Stinkeye Pete did performance art called “Society’s Colon.” Tiffany tried to sell the pony as an NFT. Emotional Support Nacho watched it all with silent judgement, munching on drywall.

Everything felt like HORSE SHIT.

And then it hit Delroy. Not an idea—a literal pile of Emotional Support Nacho's revenge.

They didn’t need a real horse. They needed a scandal. A media shitstorm so pungent it’d make tabloids weep.

Phase Four: Redemption (a.k.a. “Weaponizing the Horse Shit”)

Tiffany deep faked footage of Preston Wankford III whispering sweet nothings to Emotional Support Nacho. The AI even gave Nacho a sultry wink.

Marge leaked “exclusive documents” showing Preston registered the horse as his emotional wife for tax purposes.

Delroy went viral with a TikTok rant:

“You think you’ve got problems? My therapist is a pony and my landlord thinks crypto is a personality! THIS IS HORSE SHIT!”

Millions watched. Congress held hearings titled "Equine Ethics in the Age of AI." Preston was memed into oblivion.

Their bank accounts exploded with donations. People sent hay in solidarity. Etsy shops popped up overnight selling crocheted ponies named Nacho.

Bitcoin Thunder? He was fine. Turned out he was in on it. Skylar Moonchild eloped with a rodeo clown and let him go free in protest of “equestrian capitalism.” Bitcoin Thunder now does TED Talks on mindfulness and oat-based diets.

The Long Tail of HORSE SHIT

Fame came quickly. Too quickly. A documentary crew followed the gang around, calling their piece “Haywire: The Horse Shit Chronicles.” They were nominated for a Daytime Emmy.

Delroy gave keynote speeches at anarchist retreats. His signature phrase—“It’s all HORSE SHIT!”—became a rallying cry for disillusioned office drones and ex-vegans alike.

Stinkeye Pete was invited to the Venice Biennale for a one-man show featuring him miming a horse’s journey through a capitalist maze. Critics described it as “a haunting ballet of bowel movements and meaninglessness.”

Marge launched a bestselling self-help
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