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Introduction

Hello. My name is Doctor.  You don't need to know my last name. It's simply not important. Just call me “Doctor”,  because 

I'm a doctor and you're not. To explain it in terms you're more likely to understand, “Shut up”.  

I'm sorry I said that. But really. You're reading a book. Stop being such a cynic.  I'm a doctor. There, it's in print. It's REAL. 



I wear glasses.  I also carry a briefcase filled with money.  That's pretty much what all doctors do.  You know that clipboard you see 

us carrying around?  That doesn't have your medical info on it. No, that's a special doctor's coloring book we carry around to entertain 

us while we listen to sick people whine about their spleens and whatnot.  The last thing I drew in it was a picture of my briefcase—

you know, the one with all the money in it.

  I have a lot of money, and it's awesome.  I, myself, am also pretty great.  When I walk down the street, I hear the words 

“dang” and “Shooooo” quite often.  It's a good life.  And I'm sure you're very jealous. Well, don't worry. 

  

In this book, I'm going to share with you all of my doctorey secrets. Why should you take advice from me? Well, for one,  I 

have a big piece of paper on my wall which proves that my opinion really matters. I have “credentials”, which essentially means I read 

a whole bunch of  books and I walk around with one of those sweet clicky-click pens.  Isn't it about time you started living the clicky-

click pen sort of life?  You always lose your clicky-click pens, don't you?  That's what I thought. 

Chapter One

Be a Winner. 

Being a winner isn't as simple as waking up, taking a pee, and seeing that instead of urine, you happen to be secreting 

excellence, although, from time to time, in “the winners circle” (yes, it exists) that does happen.  Why aren't YOU pissing excellence, 

though?  For starters, you're probably not that good-looking. Don't be fooled by all of the hokey Hallmark types, looks matter. I know, 



because I'm a doctor.  If an ugly person and a great looking person both need a heart transplant, I'm not playing tic-tac-toe, if you 

catch my drift.  It's just the way of the world. So- if you're ugly, do something about it. Maybe get a nose job—or a  perm.  You'll read 

all about the power of hair in chapter five.  Below, I've listed a few ways to make yourself more physically attractive. 

Try not being fat.  Don't be a cry-baby about it, everyone knows being fat is essentially the modern day equivalent of 

having leprosy. 

Maybe go for a new look, like “Cop”, or “Bank Teller”.  They say “clothes make the man”, so 

dress the part. You'll gain all kinds of new respect when people think you're an officer of the law. And everyone knows Bank Tellers 

know their way around stacks of cash. 

Brush your teeth, why don't you?  Dentists agree: It's better than gum.  But also chew gum. It makes you look 

busy and important. 

If you have unsightly moles, shave them off. A lot of people will tell you that it's dangerous, but I'm a 

goddamned doctor.  Just do it. Big, scary moles make people uncomfortable. 

Wear more Makeup.  This goes for both men AND women.  Cake that shit on. No one wants to see what your real 

disgusting skin looks like. Also, play up those lips. The more gloss, the better. Makeup can't change your genetics, you say?  Well, 



that's true, but you CAN invest in a mask. You'd really be surprised by some of the masks they have available on the market today. 

Just astounding.  

Now, doesn't that feel better?  Take a good look in the mirror.  Like what you see?  If you don't, try not looking in the 

mirror.  Just imagine that you look like Hulk Hogan and act as though everyone else sees you that way as well.  You'll be on your way 

to winner-town in no time, trust me.  

Another part of being a winner that a lot of people overlook is actually winning things,  like prizes from that claw machine at the 

grocery store, or bingo. When you win things, the brain sends little messages to your body that say, “I win”. This feels good, sort of 

like doing cocaine. The more things you win, the better you feel. It's that simple. You don't have to be a star athlete to win things, 

either.  Start small with something that's easy to win, like checkers, or a sprinting contest with your fat neighbor. Even the smallest 

victories can start your day off right. 

Winning an argument is also a rewarding feeling. How do you know you've won? Usually this is accomplished by slamming 

a door, but sometimes, you can just say, “You're wrong,” to the other person in the argument.  They don't like that, and will insist 

otherwise, but meanwhile, your brain will be buzzing with winner chemicals, so you won't be listening.  



Chapter Two:  

Dating, Mating and Master Bedrooms.  

Tips for Modern Dating

Always show up for a date thirty minutes late. This way, your date will know that you're more 

important than they are.

1 Try to bring up the topic of money. Don't be afraid to use the word “rich”, as in “Are you rich?”, or “I'm 

really rich”.  If your date is offended by this, they're poor.  Get out of there.  

2If you're ugly, wear loud, colorful clothing or even a curly wig.   It'll distract your date from 

your face. They'll be so busy forming an opinion on your unique style that they'll forget you look like Quasimodo.  

3Never let your date know that you find them attractive. That's how people in relationships get 

fat. Keep them guessing. You want a smooth balance of desperation and security in the ideal mate.

4Lie about your age. People like youth. If you're fifty-three, say you're twenty-seven. If your date seems dubious, get 

really offended and storm out of there. 



5Never underestimate the power of “storming out”.  Do it as dramatically as possible. Channel 

someone from a movie, even throw in a quote or two. You'll look really, really cool. 

4Drink. A lot.  Keep a bar full of classy looking alcohol at home, but pour a lot of it out and hide it somewhere else, replacing 

the good stuff with cheap booze or even water. That way, you get to keep the good stuff  for yourself while still impressing the shit 

out of your guests. 

5Be Mysterious. Leave some suspicious looking prescription bottles around your home in plain sight. This way, you'll seem 

dangerous and unpredictable. If your date asks about them, bite your lip pensively, furrow your brow and whisper something like, 

“we all have our demons”., then quickly change the subject to motorcycles. 

6Two words: Love. Potion. You can find it online, I think. Amazon has everything. 

7

8  Have a go-to move.  A lot of people talk about their “secret weapons” for attracting suitors. Try a gun. Very effective. 

9

10 Never give up.  When someone isn't answering your calls or text messages, remember: persistence pays. 

11 Be a Giver. Send flowers. Show up at their doorstep with a suitcase. Send them gold things to their place of work.  They'll 

see that you're different.  

12Open Up.  Talk about how fantastic the sex was with your ex. Don't be afraid to make comparisons. This will really keep 

your special someone on their toes.  



13Establish Trust.  If you want to form a lasting connection, it's important to be honest. Give your date subtle “honesty 

quizzes”, by saying things like, “I feel like you're been lying to me about something” and gauge their reaction. If they get angry or 

defensive, BINGO. Storm-out time. 

  Mating

     When it comes to sex, there are several different schools of thought on what “great sex” really means. But as a doctor, I like to look 

to nature for the answers.  When you break it down, sex is really just classy mating.  Ever seen cats go at it?  It's hilarious, but also 

beautiful and special. Two cats. Entangled in a toothy, forced embrace, the female cat screaming out what roughly translates to “rape” 

in human vernacular.  What better way to learn the act of love than by watching it unfold?  Dogs, Cats, Elephants, they all mate.  Grab 

a notebook and fire up the discovery channel. Don't have cable? Sit outside and watch your neighbor's dog hump things and lick itself. 

Get lost in the glorious dance of two bees fucking mid-flight.  A world of sexual discovery awaits you.  Once you've absorbed the 

beauty of the animal world, try porn. Lesbian porn, while also educational,  is good for putting on in the background while you do 

push-ups.  

Master Bedrooms  

When you're a doctor like me, a lot of people want to see your bedroom. And it's not because they think you're rocking a 



sweet lego collection, (even though you totally are) it's because they probably want to “do it” with you.  And for whatever reason, by 

and large, people prefer to do it in beds.  Thus the importance of a well appointed master suite.  

Here are a few staples :

−A lavish bedspread featuring a wild animal print, like leopard or zebra. This 

suggests that you're “wild” just like those animals.

−

−A mix tape with a whole lot of saxophone solos, sprinkled with hits like “Funky Cole Medina” and 

anything by  in between.  

−

−Any sort of fire that's operated by remote control. 

−

−A collection of scary looking sex toys. ( People are turned on by things they don't understand.)

−

−At least two lamps. One just looks off-balance and stupid. 

−

−A bed that doesn't squeak when you bounce on it.  Distracting squeaks can conjure memories 



from childhood of hearing your parents having sex while you innocently played with matches in your bedroom.  Instant mood killer---

unless you're really into fire.  

−

−Some kind of tropical element, like a tree or an orchid. People like feeling like they're in 

Hawaii. It makes them think of the Ocean, and water is a psychological metaphor for sex. There's a shit-ton of water in the Ocean, so 

Hawaii makes people want to do the nasty 24/7.  It's Science.   

−

−Stuff you see on display at Pottery Barn. 

−

−A few strategically placed books that convey your sophistication and class. 

− This book doesn't count.  You don't need anyone knowing you read self-help books. Chicken Soup for the Soul = I'm a pathetic 

loser.  

−

−Some sort of plush robe that can only be found in Sky Mall Magazine.  

−This shows your guests that even when you're lounging around, you're killing it at life.  

−

Chapter 3  



 Cooking  

  This is a fake chapter.  I don't really know anything about cooking. What do you want from me, I'm a doctor!  I can't slave 

over a hot stove for you and save lives at the same time.  I also wanted to use a chapter to talk about penises and how to tell if yours is 

small, but it needed to be hidden somewhere discreet.  So if you were hoping to learn how to roast a mean chicken, well, tough luck.   

Now, if you've been wondering if you have a small penis, chances are, your fears are probably dead on. But don't worry. A 

little trickery can boost your image. 

 At parties, make sure to stuff a pair of socks into the crotch of your underwear and walk around leading with your hips.  Act 

natural, like those aren't socks in there, but that your penis is so huge that it has to curl up on itself like rolled up socks just to fit into 

your underwear comfortably.  

Don't be afraid to adjust yourself every now and then, just be careful that the socks don't fall down your pant leg.  If that 

does happen, casually kick the socks aside and cough violently as if you're choking to distract from the socks that are just laying there 

on the floor next to you and your deflated crotch.  

In the bedroom, if a woman eyes your little soldier with scrutiny, make sure to remind her that “it's the motion of the ocean” 

that counts.  Rhymes make anything sound legit. Follow that with a well timed wink, and she'll be putty in your hands.  



Another trick I like to use is the “rumor”.  Have someone you trust start a rumor that your penis is abnormally large among a 

small social group. Incorporate a very detailed story to create credibility. Word will get around, and before you know it, you'll be a 

legend.  Only show one very lucky, very drunk woman within the group the real McCoy,  and you'll be golden-rod forever.    

Chapter 4     

How to Impress Everyone

Part One:  Be a Boss. 

I think in life, it's important to yell out “son of a bitch” as often as possible.  It just 

makes you look like you're the boss of something, even if it's only your cat who just pissed 

on the dvd player.  

Also, carrying a briefcase whenever possible is a surefire way to exude “boss-ness”. 



 I like to study cultural material, like clip-art, to get inside the minds of the masses.  In 

several of these clip-art depictions of office life, the “boss” is pointing at something. Often, 

he's wearing a stylish sweater or business suit.  Sometimes he has a coffee mug in his hand. 

Bosses drink a lot of coffee. 

Next time someone asks you what you do for a living, say, “I'm the boss,” then just 

point to the briefcase.   Make a fake phone call and yell at someone named Janet then hurry 

off like you've got important papers to shuffle through. No explanation needed.  I've found 

that often, explanations and specifics just ruin things.  For instance, saying, “I'm the boss of 

the mice who have attempted to infiltrate my apartment” just doesn't have the same ring to it. 

Even if you DID catch two mice with your bare hands.  They're still just mice.  Why all the 

mouse talk, you ask?  Simple. It's because they're always watching. Now, back to briefcases. 



I like to have multiple briefcases. One of them I reserve specifically for money. It's a 

good idea to keep a lot of cash on you at all times, because you never know when you're 

gonna need it.  Also, it really impresses people when you pop open a sweet briefcase full of 

greenbacks and shove it in their faces. It doesn't even matter if they're all one dollar bills, 

either.  It's still impressive.  Everyone likes money*.

* Especially bums. So don't go flashing that briefcase around homeless Dan.  He'll bite  you and then take your stuff to his weird homeless den...which is 

essentially a “home”, just a shitty one. But calling people homeless makes you feel richer by comparison. 

Another trick for impressing folks is  by using the term “genuine” to describe 

something you own, as in, “This briefcase is genuine leather”.  The word “genuine” connotes 

class and expensive stuff that rich people have, like those tools you use to crack open lobster 

shells. Try using it in a sentence. 

 “This shirt is made of genuine rayon, people, hands off.”  



Trust me. Humans really respond to subtle language manipulation.  For instance,  “I'm 

disease free” sounds a lot better than “I no longer have chlamydia”, now doesn't it?   Look at 

you, you're learning.  

Part Two: What to do with Babies

 

Babies. People seem to like them. They're always bragging about them and making a big deal 

out of the dumb stuff that they do like walking or smiling from gas. So what does that mean 

to you? I've found that the best course of action is to just pretend to adore every baby you 

meet, even if it looks like something you saw on those Garbage Pail Kids cards that your 

grandma took away from you because you were having nightmares.



 A very important rule to remember when hanging out with diaper-donners is that you must 

Never, Ever, Shake A Baby. Apparently they don't like it. Or they die. I don't remember 

which one, but there are signs in the Spanish-language clinics that talk about it, so maybe 

Mexican babies really hate it or something.  Just don't do it.  If you feel the urge to shake a 

baby coming on, count to ten, and remember that the baby, even though it's probably being 

an asshole, is too stupid to know any better. It likes the tele-tubbies, for Christ's sake. What 

ARE those things?? 

Once you've seen enough of them, you realize that babies are alright. You can even 

have fun with them sometimes.  But don't pick up a stranger's baby and pretend to kidnap it 

as a joke. It doesn't go over well, even if you are a doctor.  Nine times out of ten, the baby 

usually just starts crying, which is a total buzz-kill.  



Ways to use babies to your benefit:   

Self Promotion. Pretend to coo at them in the grocery store.  Babies don't know 

you're lying and it makes you look like a good person. 

Avoidance. Use a fake baby as an excuse to get out of doing tedious things at work. 

“Well, I would work Saturday, but I've got my sister's new baby's Christening.”  Boom. 

Affirmation. Invite all your friends with kids over to your super clean house and 

watch them covet your awesome remote-controlled fire life.  Instant ego boost.  

Mood Boosting.  Tell them jokes on the subway.  Babies are idiots and don't know 

that you're not funny. They always stare and laugh, which feels awesome when you're having 

a “Mehh” day. 

Fun Pranks. Teach them to call you “Doctor” and never explain it to their parents. 

Personal Growth. Insult them as practice for when you need to insult your friends. 



“You had cradle cap, you fucking loser,” and stuff like that.  It feels pretty great when they 

just sit there speechless.  

Fitness.  If you're not seeing results at the gym, compare body parts with them. It makes 

you feel like a giant. Or a Basketball player. Also, throwing them in the air and catching 

them is a great work-out.  

Entertainment. Give them those tiny airplane sized bottles of liquor to hold and 

then point and laugh while saying things like, “Already just like his poppa!”  It's a real hoot 

at parties. 

Financial Gain. Use their social security numbers to apply for brand spankin' new 

lines of credit.  What they don't know can't hurt them.  

 



Chapter 5  

The Power of Hair

There was a musical about hair in the 1960's or 70's that I never saw but can pretty 

much assume was crappy. That said, hair is a powerful, powerful element in human attraction 

and persuasion. If two guys are trying to get you to buy a television, and one of them has a 

bowl cut with a bald spot right on top, while the other has a smart looking politician's cut, 

who are you going to trust?  Either way, that TV is stolen, because it's being sold from the 

back of an El Dorado, but, at least the guy with good  hair looks like he stole it from the 

factory truck and not someone's game-room.  Hair talks. So know the lingo.  

Here are what some typical hairstyles say about a person. 



Styles for Men

The Classic short and simple:  I like my penis. I pretend to be Christian. 

Change scares me. 

The slightly long and wavy:  At one point in my life, I pretended to know 

how to skateboard. I play guitar and I like wearing T-shirts that express my hilarious 

personality. 

The buzz cut:   I want to look scary, or I have a bald spot that I want to conceal.  Or- 



I recently had lice.

Dreadlocks:  I am very influenced by juice labels. Nag Champa. Disk golf. 

The Mullet:  I don't want people to like me. My job involves garbage.  Flamin' Hot 

Cheetos. Taz. 

The comb over:  I'm pretty much always drunk  and think this looks great. Scotch. 

Old things made of wood. 

 The floppy banged emo cut:  I burn shit with a  Zippo lighter I stole from 

my delinquent cousin. I hate my step-dad. 



The Nazi Youth flop top-  I am afraid of girls, so I play in a band and pretend 

to brood so they'll talk to me. 

Styles for Women

The heavy banged retro cut:  I want everyone to know what a feisty 

personality I have. Fancy Feast. Etsy. 

The pixie cut: I have a face that disappears when I have hair. Nose rings. 

The classic Bob-  I'm a spy or an old woman who loves vodka. 

Long and glossy- I love taking selfies while doing the peace sign. Starbucks. 

Medium Length Straight -  I want to boss someone around. Khaki pants. 

Wild and curly- I'm a loud talker. 

Now that you've got a feel for some of the most common hair stereotypes, it'll be 

easier for you to choose an appropriate hairstyle of your own.  Think about how you want to 



come across to strangers. Do you want to seem dangerous?  What sort of hair did The 

Highlander have? It definitely wasn't a wispy rat-tail.  Although, that haircut, in its own way, 

conveys a sense of danger- the  kind you'd find messing around with a box of tarantulas 

behind a Party Supply store. 

 Chapter 6

Ways to Stay out of Jail 

You'd think this subject would be a no-brainer, but there are a lot of people in jail. You 

probably know someone who's been there. It's like shitty summer-camp for adults.  Not 

everyone gets to go, but while you're there, you learn lots of new ways to be an asshole, like 

putting plastic wrap over the toilet, or making someone your bitch. 

In some circles, having spent time in prison is said to give one “street cred”, but guess 



what? Street cred doesn't work at Sear's.  I've tried it.   It basically just means that those guys 

with shaved heads who you pass on the way to your drug dealer's house will give you a slight 

head nod, or “the dueces”, which is basically just the gangster guy peace sign. They're really 

into peace, despite their warring nature, sort of like those Native Americans who gave us 

corn and then scalped us.  Look,I'm just a humble doctor, not a history buff, but I know one 

thing: don't fuck with a  tall, shirtless guy  who's wearing face-paint and is probably  on 

Peyote. He will try to eat you.  I  mean it.  Especially if his name is Paul Higgens. And I'm 

pretty sure that guy is in jail, which is just another reason you don't wanna go there. 

But let's get back to the point. 

 The first way to avoid jail is simple: don't murder anyone. Not even that shitty cat that keeps 

roaming around your house.  Because chances are, where there's a shitty cat, there's a shitty 



owner who's microwaving SpaggettiO's and spying on you from an upstairs window.  

Also, if you're doing illegal things in your house, close the curtains, man. People can see you. 

Binoculars work. I know. . . because I'm a doctor. And also I occasionally do some light bird 

watching.

Another good rule of thumb if you want to stay out of jail is  to look as harmless as 

possible to the police and anyone capable of sending you to prison- like that curly-haired 

substitute teacher with the green Miata. Think of what a bread delivery guy in the 1950's 

might look like. He was probably wearing some big ol' floppy overalls and a toothy grin. 

Like a hound dog masquerading as a person. Overalls, (at least to the old fogies who'd be 

giving you trouble) convey innocence and stupidity, so wearing a pair while committing any 

petty crime is a good way to appear innocuous.  “Oh, that's not a hoodlum, that's just old 



Shep, the neighborhood idiot.  He's not hurting anyone.”    Dressed in a long black 

trenchcoat, however, Shep would be viewed as a “loose cannon” capable of anything.  Like 

making bombs.*

 * Don't make bombs. It's stupid and you'll probably just do it wrong and blow off a few fingers. You need your fingers, god dammit.  Also, they're really 

tricky to re-attach. I tried once. On a squirrel, for practice.  It was pretty gruesome. 

Furthermore, if you look even remotely creepy in your street clothes (I'm talking to you, zit-

boy), don't wear a trench coat unless it's raining fucking bullets outside. You're already 

weird looking, you don't get cooler by being scary.  Ever seen a Goth girl at Prom?  Exactly.  

Another great way to stay out of jail, I've found,  is to just stay inside all day and not 

talk to anyone.  If you're feeling restless, play that Grand Theft Auto game.  You can kill 

people and even fly in it which is pretty rad.  Nobody said playing video-games in silence 

while wearing overalls  was the epitome of cool by any means, but it sure as hell beats jail. 

Ask your uncle.   



 Chapter 7 

What to do about Ghosts

          Ghosts. They're scary. They fuck shit up. But most importantly, they're watching you 

masturbate in the shower.  Seriously.  Ghosts will watch you.  They will watch you and 

laugh. Have you ever had the suspicion that nearby, someone was chuckling at your expense? 

Well, they are.  All the goddamned time.  When you tripped down that staircase at work and 

thought nobody saw? Wrong. The ghost of Terrence Malcomb saw you, and he laughed his 

ass off before running to tell all of his ghost buddies.  You're probably being haunted right 

now, as a  matter of fact. How do I know?  Do I really need to drop the “D” bomb again? 

Ok, fine. Because I'm a fucking. Doctor.  Sure, sure, I know you can't get a medical 



specialization in ghosts, but you bet your bottom dollar that  if you could, I'd have it.  I'd have 

it all day long.  I know ghosts.  I've even examined one as a patient because he thought it 

would be funny.  It was.  I was like, “well, you're looking a little paaale...”  We laughed and 

laughed.  That ghost, Larry Treehorn is his name, what a guy.  

Now before you get all paranoid and start scanning your room for boogie men, 

remember- ghosts are just the souls of  idiot dead people hanging around because they're 

obsessed with something that happened when they were alive and can't let go. Losers of the 

netherworld.  They can't really do much except be annoying. And if you know how to deal 

with them, they can actually be really helpful. Ever wanted to rob a bank without getting 

caught?  I'll bet you could if you were fucking invisible. And guess what? Ghosts can't go to 

jail. Booyaaa! Suddenly having a ghost friend is sounding pretty sweet, huh?  So how do you 

make that happen?  Well, I'll tell ya.  



1Whenever you feel you are being haunted, never 

directly ask a ghost to  “Show itself”.  Ghosts find this expression to 

be trite and stupid, and will basically try to scare the fuck out of whoever says it.

2Don't leave food out. Ghosts really love cookies, crackers, or anything 

crumbly they can pretend to eat, because the crumbs make a huge mess and draw ants and 

mice. The ghosts just think that's another way of fucking with you.  A haunted house is one 

thing, but a mouse-roach infested dump filled with ghosts is super uncomfortable.  See, if 

they don't like you, they'll do whatever they can to scare you away so they can inhabit the 

house on their own.  

3Make them your friends. Try singing a really sad Irish lullaby in a high 

pitched voice. It lures them in.  Then look around, wave, and say hello- let the ghosts know 

that you know they're watching and that you're O.K. With it.  When you embarrass yourself 

in private and you think the ghosts are watching, give them a little nod and smirk of 



acknowledgment, as if to say, “Did ya like that?”  Ham it up a little with a dance. Maybe the 

next time you're “getting busy”, look up and make boastful gesture, like, “I'm totally getting 

some right now.”   Ghosts are perverts.  Just go ahead and get used to them being around 

every time you have sex. 

4Don't Be Fooled.  The ghosts really like it when you refer to them as “Spooks”, 

because they want to get you in trouble for saying such a racially sensitive word. Try not to 

say “Fuck you, Spook,” in public. 

5Bust their Chops.  Ghosts will respect the hell out of you if you are able to 

outsmart them, so a well-planned prank really impresses them.  One move I like is telling 

them that you're going on a long trip and pretending to pack a suitcase, because they all just 

try to jam themselves in there, and will wait there for you to leave, thinking they're getting a 

free vacation.  They'll just be sitting inside your suitcase, getting antsy and starting to fight 

amongst themselves for days. They have no concept of time, so it takes them awhile to figure 



out that you're not actually going anywhere and that they've been huddled inside a suitcase 

for nothing. 

6Include them in your life.  When you have a party, invite them. Tell them to 

do funny shit to your guests, and gossip about people with them. They love that. You'll have 

some loyal ghost buddies for life if you can throw a good shindig.  Sometimes, I'll even just 

throw a ghost party in their honor, which basically just looks like me dancing alone in my 

room while getting wasted.  But I'd be doing that anyway.  

Chapter 8 

Bullies: How to deal.   

It has come to my attention that there is a grave issue plaguing schools in the U.S. Bullying. 

Just kidding. I only said that to be funny. This chapter isn't about how to avoid bullies. No, 

it's a chapter about how to BE a bully.  Because if you can't beat em', join em', right? Besides, 

everyone knows bullies grow up to be guys on Wall Street—or mechanics—so they're going 



to be fucking with you for life.  You might as well have a leg up. 

So you wanna be a bully?

Well, not just anyone can be a bully. Bullying takes guts. And blood. Other peoples' blood. 

You're gonna have to commit to being a genuine asshole if you want to reach true bully 

status. This is easy. You can practice on stuffed animals until you feel comfortable. But don't 

let anyone see you doing that.  

Do you think I got to be where I am today, in a cushy job as a prestigious, awesome doctor 

by getting bullied? Hell no. I was a bully. A good one.  I didn't even start my bully-hood until 

I was thirty-three.  I was failing at life—and out of med school. It was a dark, Keystone Light 

fueled time in my existence.  But then I treated life like a bully would, and beat it into 



submission. I also might have forced some people into writing things and taking tests, but 

that's neither here nor there.  

To be a bully, you need to think like a bully at all times. Let go of that mushy sensitive side 

that gets a glimmer of nostalgia in his eye when watching re-runs of Full-House. That guy's a 

pussy. From now on, when you have any feeling, of any sort, be it sadness, insecurity, or 

even excitement, express it only as anger.  This will come to be the only feeling you know 

and understand.  

When you do things in your daily routine, remember to think, “how would a bully do 

this?”-would a bully gingerly place his backpack down on the coffee table? No, he'd slam it 

wherever he damn well pleased, while tracking mud onto the rug.  You want to keep 

everyone, even your grandparents, on their toes. Who took that pie cooling on the window 

sill?  It was you.  Your step-dad got you the best birthday present imaginable? Fuck him. 



Throw it on the ground. Not. Good enough. He'll take you to the store to pick out another 

one, and boom- now you've got TWO awesome presents. Bullies don't settle! 

 Living your life as a bully, you become an unpredictable dragon, ready to strike fear 

into the hearts of any who cross your path.  Animals, especially your mom's cat, hate you. 

You like cars, things with spikes on them, fire, and pretty much anything that explodes,like 

fireworks, of which you have a shit-ton. The music you listen to sounds like kittens dying in 

a hailstorm. You're tough as nails- and everybody knows it.  

Here are some helpful suggestions to help you along:

Use senseless aggression at all times. Say some kids are enjoying 

themselves playing basketball. Saunter up to them and snatch their ball mid-toss, stab it 

menacingly with a switchblade and then walk away as if you're the boss of everything. Try 

reciting “fuck yeah” in your head, it helps. 



Always, Always take sandwiches from your enemies. I 

don't care if you don't even like that sort of sandwich, make an example out of it, and stamp it 

in the dirt while saying “faggot”.  

When you wake up in the morning, be ready to hurt 

feelings. Show no empathy. When you see that adorable tow-headed little fuck start 

crying because you poured out his Kool-Aid and gave him a wet-willy,  do NOT let him see 

your lip tremble in remorse. This will suggest weakness. And you don't want that. Because 

bullies are STRONG.  And they prove it to everyone. 

 Remember these valuable tools amongst Bullies from around the world: 

Wet Willies.  They're seemingly innocuous, but effective. Lick your finger 



dramatically, and jam it into some kid's ear, making sure to get a bunch of your slobber on 

him.  He'll be owned. This is a good way to force younger siblings into submission.  Just 

think of yourself like one of those really mean soldier guys who screams at everyone and tells 

them what to do.  

Indian Burns: These are administered by grabbing onto someone's arm skin and 

twisting the skin until it chafes uncomfortably and becomes red.  I don't know why they're 

called Indian Burns, but it's racially insensitive, which adds to the bully-factor. 

Swirlies: A classic move for the advanced bully, this act requires a few minions. Have 

your underlings grab the kid you're bullying and hover him right over a really gross toilet—

which should be somewhere on school property-- and dip his hair into the water as you 

repeatedly flush. Ask him if he's “gonna cry” and if he “wants his mommy”.  Then laugh like 



those mobsters do in the movies before a guy gets killed and smoke a cigarette coolly as your 

minions cart the kid off to be thrown somewhere.  For added drama, comb your perfect hair 

right afterwords and make a tough-guy face in the bathroom mirror.  

Make a “brag pact” with your minions. Anytime you do something 

cool, have them exaggerate it and spread it around school. Their reward?  No ass beatings. 

You have to let them know you're in control by fucking with their self-esteem every once in 

awhile.  Occasionally call them homos, as in, “Fuck you homos, I'm outta here.”  

Never accept help. Even if you trip and fall down and it hurts really bad.  It will 

make you look weak. Instead, when someone offers a hand, brush them off violently and say 

something like, “get offa me!!!' and then storm off all hard.  It looks a lot better if you're 

wearing a jean jacket of some sort, so-



Invest in a Jean Jacket.  Acid washed looks extra dangerous.  Also, your 

jacket should always have well-placed pockets from which you can easily access your 

cigarettes, switchblade, and comb. And don't forget extra room for all the shit you'll collect 

throughout the day by bullying kids for their stuff.  Or drugs.  When offering kids drugs, 

make sure you display them from the inside of your jacket, like drug dealers in the movies 

do.  

Routinely disrespect the elderly.  

Create your own Legend.  Give yourself a sweet nickname and pay some 

guy to spread it like a rumor around school. Names like “Spike” and “Trapp” sound really 

good when combined with a trashy sounding last name like “Wiggins”.  Trapp Wiggins 



sounds a lot more threatening than “Billy Wiggins”, now doesn't it? 

Demonstrate Strength. Make a habit out of balling up your fist and pretending 

to punch your other palm, like you're warming up for a tail-beatin'.  Also, skip Gym. Bullies 

don't run. 

Dominate. When you're out with a date, make sure to keep her in a tight embrace, arm 

around her neck in a borderline choke-hold- just in case she tries to escape (which would 

severely hurt your reputation). Try this move while you're driving along wearing your 

favorite letter jacket.  

Exude Misogyny. A male bully amongst women acts like a fox in a hen house. He 

devours what he wants and fucks with the rest. A regular feather ruffler. He often makes 



sexual remarks to teachers or respected figures. He does this because he wants them to think 

about his penis.  Because once you've made someone think about your penis, you basically 

own them.  

Create a signature style. After teasing the shit out of some poor kid, howl at 

the moon or bark like a dog then drive off in your hot rod laughing.  Constantly accuse 

people of “looking at you” and fake them out like you're going to lunge at them, then laugh 

and sneer when they flinch in fear. 

 Accessorize. Get a really mean dog and take him places with you, like the top of a hill. 

Stare into the distance while whittling something with your switch blade. 

Part Two: Gullies.  

A Man's World, you say?   What-Evverrrr. 



A lot of people think that girls can't be bullies, but that's a foolish assumption. Women can be 

the cruelest beasts on earth- they're just maniacally sneaky about it, like fluffy,hair-sprayed 

bunnies with alligator teeth. These are the girls who grow up to be trophy wives and get their 

own shows on television.  You can find them in sororities, basically any Forever 21 around 

the globe, or loitering around the local movie theater chewing gum and looking impatient. 

The bully rules are vastly different for women.  While a male bully keeps it simple by 

stealing your lunch money and giving you cigarette burns, a female bully (or Gully) will read 

your diary and then tell three of your closest friends all the bad stuff you've been saying 

about them, thus recruiting them to her heathen army, who now have it out against you. 

They'll call you fat, tell you that you have too many moles, or ask you why your hair is 

“always like that” in a way that will make you question the validity of your own existence. 

The female bully is a force to be reckoned with. If you let her, she will ruin or rule your life. 

Step up to the plate, bitch.  



The Gully Handbook 

Create a coven of followers. Gain people's respect and love by fake 

complimenting them constantly. Call everyone by name. People like hearing their names, 

because they're just as self-absorbed as you are. Say things like, “Oh, Sheila, you're so pretty 

today. I hate you.” Feign humility and call yourself things like “heffer” and “fat pig”, so 

people will think that you don't know how fucking awesome you are.  Once you've appealed 

to their egos, they'll want you around. 

Establish Dominance. Once you've built up a solid following,  gain control by 

slowly derailing their confidence with subtle digs to their appearance and belongings while 



only doling out pleasantries sporadically. This way, like dogs, they will be eager to please. 

Use passive aggressive force to keep them in line. Calling them “bitches” in a sweet, jokey 

voice, as in, “I love you bitches!” works very well.  

Constructing your Image: 

Always chew some kind of snappy poppy pink gum.  Put it in people's hair.

When alone, always be talking (or texting) into a cell phone. You're super popular, and you 

need to shove that in people's faces. Even if no one is on the other line,talk into that cell 

phone and let other people know that you're not only a girl who gets a lot of calls, but you're 

a person that gets invited to a lot of stuff. Let them hear you saying things like, “Of course. I 

would LOVE to go to the mall to help you.” This illustrates that you like helping and that you 

like malls. It doesn't matter that you're not actually talking to anyone. The person watching 



you from afar doesn't know that.  

When hanging out with your coven, make a habit of looking at your phone as if you've just 

received a hilarious text message, then tossing back your hair and laughing. If someone asks 

what's so funny, just say, “Oh, it's sort of an inside joke.”  This will make them wonder if you 

were laughing about them. 

 Slut it up. Use your frizzy haired sexuality to its full extent and exploit the men around 

you. Rumors are a good thing. You're a fucking legend.  

Tease younger girls about puberty. Pull their tampons out of their 

purses and show them to boys. Girls really don't like being reminded that they bleed from 

their vaginas. If you're a big-breasted bully, flaunt your knockers haughtily and mock the tiny 



bras of your peers. Fun-bag challenged? No problem, just call everyone fat. Say that boobs 

are “just made of fat” anyway, and that they ought to get a bra for their ass, too.  

Judge Everyone. Do a lot of eye-rolling. This communicates to the person with 

whom you're speaking that you really don't give a fuck (which you don't) and it looks really 

cool.  Also,  comment on things your friends do in a way that makes them question 

themselves, like, “You don't really want to wear those pants today, do you?”  That way, even 

if they really, really wanted to wear those pants, chances are- they'll just do whatever they 

think you want them to do.  This is a great way to control your environment.  

For instance, if Sheri looks really sexy in that dress she's trying on, which clearly poses a 

threat to your dominance, say something like, “I mean, it looks hot, but it's just sooo last 

season,” and suggest she go with the other dress, which sort of made her hips look chunky. 

This will make you look  both honest and on-trend, (both valuable qualities in a friend and 

shopping partner, I might add) while still keeping your queen-bee status safe.  What a great 



girl-friend you are!   

Always have the best stuff. The best clothes, the best makeup, the works. 

Bully your parents into buying these things for you by bringing up their divorce. 

 Another great way to add to your wardrobe is by shoplifting. You can even force your 

followers to do it for you. If they refuse, tease them mercilessly for being lame until they 

buckle.  If they get caught, bail. They knew what they were getting into. 

It's important to maintain your Gully status at all times. Everything matters,especially 

your car. It has to be sleek.  Barbie drove a motherfucking hot rod, not her dad's crappy Ford 

Focus. 

Do you remember Barbie's best friend? Her name was fucking Midge. That's a stupid name. 

And Midge sucked. No one cared about her. Because she wasn't Barbie. Remember that. As 

a female head-honcho, you've got to stand out from the crowd in pink plastic fucking glory. 



Or at least a Chrystler Sebring.  This isn't the easiest status to maintain. Girls are competitive, 

and from time to time, there will be some curve balls thrown your way. 

Here are some Examples:

Threat Scenario 1: 

What if your friend Dana's dad buys her a better car than YOUR dad bought YOU? 

Solution: 

Key that fucker. Key it good. Make sure Dana knows she has an enemy out there and resolve 

to help her find the bitch. Make a two week long saga out of hunting for the girl who did it. 

Interrogate innocent girls in the lunchroom and at Cheer-leading practice.  It'll give you 

something to gossip about and it'll be really fun.  If and when the suspicion is directed at you, 

accuse Dana of pmsing and remind her that it was you helping her all this time. 



Threat Scenario 2: 

Jason and Brandon have been talking about how hot Tracey looks lately, which means they're 

not paying enough attention to you. Uh oh. Homecoming is right around the corner. 

Solution: 

Homecoming is serious. If you're not Queen, any kids you have will lose respect for you 

because they'll know that in High School, you were a pathetic loser. Also, it's like, THE 

primo chance to flaunt your shit in a sparkly Princess dress in front of a whole bunch of 

people you know.  But if things get out of hand, Tracey could be wearing that crown. Take 

what's yours. 

Donning your most breast-flattering outfit, address Jason and Brandon gravely and tell 

them that Tracey has been wearing a special girdle under her clothes for weeks, after having 

gained so much weight from her pregnancy.  They'll instantly be disgusted, because 



pregnancy scares guys- and so does fatness.  Act really concerned, and ask them not to tell 

anyone, because it's “her business”, but rest assured, that shit's gonna spread like wild fire. 

Ever seen a pregnant Homecoming Queen?  Problem solved. 

 Chapter 9

        Getting Old

It's inevitable. Someday, you're going to be a an old piece of shit. No one wants to face 

that fact, but it's just a part of life. Kids, and especially teenagers are going to make fun of 

you, flaunting their blooming loins and youth in front of you like assholes while you jam 

prunes into your equally wrinkled face just so you can manage to use the toilet without giving 

yourself a hernia.  It sounds depressing because it is. But there are things to do that can 

distract from the disgusting pile of bones and sagging flesh that you've become.  

1Be Rich. Having money makes you seem distinguished as opposed to pathetic.



2Use death as your weapon. If you have children, constantly allude to your 

mortality and guilt trip the fuck out of them for not visiting you more often. Come up with 

new ways to subtly fake your own death to keep those jerks on their toes. 

3Invest in a wheelchair. I don't care if you don't need one. Wheelchairs evoke 

sympathy (and sometimes money or food) from strangers. Also, they're fucking mobile  

chairs. Enough said.

4Take up a hobby. You need to distract yourself from how ugly you look, like 

knitting, collecting spoons, or loitering around the kitchen supply store at  the mall 

recounting rambling, incoherent stories of things that used to “cost a nickel” to strangers.

5Become a wet drunk and talk about the war a lot. But only with your mailman.  

6Collect cats and forget to feed them. The incessant meowing will 

probably incite a visit from a neighbor, which will be a nice distraction from the newfangled 

crap on the TV.



7Incite Pity. Pretend like you need a respirator, but figure out a way to use it  for 

smoking pot.  

8Get Suspicious. Invest in a good pair of binoculars and spy on the neighbors. You 

can't trust anyone these days. They're probably also smoking pot, and know where to get 

some.  

9Use your knowledge. Blackmail someone. It's fun. Use your binoculars to 

watch them freak out. 

10Get Creative. Dress up like a Witch or a Wizard sometime long after Halloween 

and go hang out at the local park. Scaring kids will give you a real sense of power and 

purpose. 

11Have a little fun. Go to the Pharmacy and play with that blood pressure thingy- 

pretend to get caught in it and scream for  someone come save you. 

12Start Lying. Tell your Grandkids lies about their parents, like, “Your dad was born 



with a tail, you know. I never told him, because I didn't want him to feel different than the 

other kids, but I did have an affair with a bobcat that summer”.

Chapter 10

Vans: Invest in your Future.  

      You can't get through life and be seen as a cool, cool winner without wheels. Not roller-

skates, idiot. I know what you were thinking. And no, they're  NOT “great for exercise,” 

they're just a way to make yourself look like a real moron.  What would happen if you saw 

your boss whimsically glide into the office on some roller-skates?  I don't even care if he was 

fucking killing it on those things, he'd still look like a massive freak-show.   My skin crawls 

with embarrassment at the thought of it!Any-time someone feels embarrassed for you, that's 



pretty much the murder of any respect they had for you as a human being.  Sure, they'll pity 

you, but you don't really take orders from some-one you pity, now do you?  Fuck the skates. 

The kind of wheels I'm talking about belong on a big pile of luscious metal and greasy 

working parts that make a lot of noise. A heathen of the roadway. A motherfucking VAN.

Think about the last time you were in traffic and you saw a car that looked like it was 

clearly up to no good. Was it a Honda Accord? Maybe a Dodge Neon?  You bet your ass it 

wasn't. No, chances are, that trouble maker was a van.  

The best kinds of vans are brown, or sometimes white with scuffed up paint and bad 

exhaust systems. The kind of look that says, “I might have come into this world shiny and 

new circa 1984, but now I'm dangerous as fuck.”  

Imagine you're innocently driving to the grocery store, when suddenly some bastard 

car jacker intercepts you, stealing your car—and more importantly, your dignity. Now you're 



just some loser on the side of the road looking panicked. What if the person who you recently 

slept with and are still waiting to hear from sees you? Don't let that happen. 

See, that kind of thing wouldn't have happened in a van.  You know why?  Because 

that car jacker wouldn't have targeted a van, as  its owner is about 75% more likely to be 

armed.  This includes more modern models, driven by rich soccer moms.(They're notoriously 

hyper-vigilant).  Bottom line? You want whatever you're driving to convey that you might  

have a gun. It's sort of the same thing as when people put those “Beware of Dog” stickers on 

their fences when it's obvious that they don't own a fucking pet.  Just the mention of a fake 

dog scares bad guys and pesky neighbors alike. A fake gun, or your sweet-ass van  

accomplish the same

 Chapter 11



Don't be fooled. 

  People everywhere are tricking you. 

−                                         

           

Beware of Alliteration.  Anytime you see a catchy phrase that makes you want to buy 

something, like, “Toootally Tasty!” think about what it would sound like if the diction was 

slightly altered, as in:  “This is tasty.” , because essentially that's all that those phrases are 

really claiming, just more excitedly.  Don't let them insult your intelligence like that girl in 

Junior High who always overstated her enthusiasm for your accomplishments.  Everyone 

knows she was full of shit. Well, that dumb bitch grew up to work in Advertising—along 

with a bunch of other dumb bitches- and they're basically hypnotizing everyone with their 

vapid, cheese-puff enthusiasm like idiot cheerleaders at a swim meet.  The swimmers aren't 

listening.  And neither should you.  Those chips are not “Flamin' Hot”- or they'd literally be 

engulfed in flames.   Remember this.

     Name/Claim/Marketing Font          vs.       Reality/Cuss Words/Comic Sans

                     

                    Flamin' Hot Cheetos                           Vaguely spicy fake cheese corn puff things.   

Cozy 1/1 in Charming Neighborhood     200 sq ft of old carpet in the scary ghetto 

Doctor                                                      Possibly only a dentist. Or a  liar. 



 Sparkling Water                                                           Carbonated fucking water. 

The REST Room.                                    The place where you piss and shit. 

Vintage                                                              Old, possibly died in. 

                                    

         

                     

A certain sibling of mine often accuses me of “always wanting to be right”, which is 

absurd. I don't care if I'm right, I just am. It's science. I'm a doctor. But not all “doctors” 

really know what they're doing. In fact, most of us are just inwardly reciting the names of 

the bones  on repeat 24/7, lest we forget them and make fools of ourselves. You never 

know when someone's going to ask a stupid question like, “what's the real name of your 

funny-bone?”  It's the humorous. Get it? Just Kidding. I mean, that really is the proper 

name for the bone in question- but don't ever say “get it?” after telling a joke.  It makes 

you look weak. Assume that your joke went over perfectly and laugh smugly while 

looking around the room to make eye contact with all of your admirers. 

Also, just because someone SAYS that they're a doctor doesn't automatically make 

it true (except, of course in my case, because fuck you).  A lot of guys just go to the 

costume store and flirt with Gina for half an hour while they're buying lab coats and 

glasses and other things that make them look like proper doctors.  And these same guys 



probably also wait outside the hospital wearing this get-up, pretending to smoke a 

cigarette, just so people will see them in a doctorey environment and think, “well, NO 

ONE would go THAT far to pretend- he must be telling the truth!”   

But people will go that far.  Believe me. I just. . . know. A guy I knew did that. And he got 

into a lot of trouble. So you should never do it. 

Chapter 12

         Your Best You. (It's OK).

                                   

It's common in chapters like these for there to be pictures of soothing gardens or 

waterfalls  and metaphors about blossoming flowers, but that sort of approach is for 

pussies who feel the need to compare themselves to plants to feel good about themselves. 

A good habit to get into is to remember that it's always OK.  Say it to yourself in 

the mirror once in awhile. “It's OK.” “ I'm OK. “”The Cat is probably OK”. Stuff like that. 

Drink more wine. It's classy and makes you feel rich. It doesn't matter if you bought it at 

the gas station. It's still wine. Maybe pop a Christmas Hits cd into the ol' stereo and lift 

your spirits.  No one ever killed themselves listening to Mariah Carey singing about 

Santa and babies.  It doesn't matter if it's August. Santa is having orgies right now. 

Have an orgy. It'll make you feel better.  Not your style? Invite your golf buddies over for 

a steak dinner and then suggest you guys all do a massage chain. It's not gay. 



<Insert picture of a toilet>  

It's just a toilet. Don't be a baby. You flush it and bam: instant waterfall.  A waterfall 

that takes your poop to a far-off land.  Appreciate it.  Let it inspire you.  Maybe you have 

to go pee right now. Remember how nice peeing feels? Go do it. 

Wasn't that nice? Warm? See? Things are looking up for you. 

It's okay if you don't have any actual friends and watch reruns of the show Friends in the 

background to combat the silent claws of loneliness while finishing off a bottle of wine 

and stalking exes on Linked In.  

It's okay if your cat hasn't accepted you—did you expect it to?  Cats hate everything. 

What's important is that you're happy all on your own, even if your cat ran away and 

deserted you after clawing the crap out of the leather jacket that made you look like Han 

Solo.  

It's okay if you sometimes spend 45 minutes at the fabric store even though you don't sew 

and have no real reason to be there.  It smells like potpourri and reminds you of your 

senile Grandma. Enough said. 

It's okay if you're going a little bit bald and try to thicken up your thinning hair with shoe 

polish but then accidentally get a little bit on your forehead and end up looking like a 



weird, bald grease monkey all day. People were going to make fun of you in their heads 

anyway. 

It's okay if you try to force your dog to cuddle with you at night and he growls and moves 

away. He licks his own asshole. His opinion doesn't matter. 

It's okay if you get skid marks and your neighbor sees them while you're carrying your 

laundry out to the pathetic laundromat. Everyone poops. He sharted last week.  Also, 

maybe he thought it was that body chocolate you see at the porn shops and that you've 

got a really exciting sex life.  

It's okay if you lied to the grocery store clerk and told her it was your birthday. She was 

pretty—and you wanted to bone her.  She didn't bone you, but that's okay too.  She had 

frizzy hair and braces. It would have been weird in the morning.  I'll bet she can't even 

cook. Besides, she told you “Happy Birthday,” and that felt nice, because it wasn't your 

birthday.  You fooled her. 

If you're not okay with yourself, my best advice to you is this:  BE OKAY WITH 

YOURSELF.  I'm not going to tell you HOW, idiot.  At least not now, anyway.  Then why 

would you buy my books? Because you like to read?  Nice one.  



I do, however, have some wisdom to part with, just so you don't fuck up your entire life 

before expanding your horizons with my next masterpiece, which I wrote while petting 

monkeys in Tibet, tentatively titled, “I'm the King of Everything: A Doctor's Journey”.  

                                                  

                                                 General Life Notes

                                                       

                                                  

Try never to post drunk photos of yourself on the internet—especially if you've 

captioned them with something like, “So wasted!”.  A. That's incredibly unimaginative, 

and B. You always want to keep your “drunk face” a secret, so that when the time comes, 

and someone accuses you of being drunk, you can deny it—because, well, they haven't 

seen you drunk- and don't know what to look for.     Always invoke the defense that  your 

“contacts are just dry”, or you “already had the hiccups” for good measure.  

Men: If you ever catch yourself admiring your reflection in a department store 

mirror, wondering, “should I buy this fedora?”  The answer is most decidedly, “Yes.”   

“But that fedora will make me look like a tool” you say?  Yes, but you will still be getting 

laid. Very tan blonde girls love men wearing sun hats. It's a fact. Besides, it covers your 

shitty hairline, idiot—would you rather look like a sleazy lounge singer who may or may 

not be related to Frank Sinatra or a bald nobody in a Tommy Bahama shirt?  That's what 

I thought. Just don't try to dance while wearing it. We all know what happened to Cory 

Feldman.  



                                      Money
If you've ever listened to the Oldies station on the radio, or basically 

any rap song, then you should know by now that people everywhere really 

like money. But what is it? Why does everyone rap about it? After all, isn't it 

just paper? No, my friend. It is not. It also doesn't grow on trees, which is 

something dads really like to remind us of.   

So what is Money?  Money is motherfucking power. The sooner you learn 

that the better. Do you think ladies want to marry doctors because they 

save lives?  Get real. It's because they've got status. And status comes from 

money.  Money gives you the power to buy things like swimming pools and 

shit tons of beer. It's also been known to make beautiful women lose the 

ability of sight, causing them to marry hideous men.  Money is the 

difference between popping bottles and eating stale hot-dogs at your cousin's 

house.  It literally is the answer to almost everything.  Stuck on a math 



problem during that  mid-term exam?  Hand your professor a wad of cash. 

Boom. Problem solved.   Money is goddamned magic.  But use it wisely, 

buckaroo.  Ever heard that old proverb that goes, “Mo' money, Mo' 

problems”?     That's just something rich people say to deter poor folks from 

stealing.   The thing is, it doesn't really matter all that much how much 

money you have as long as you know how to go about things, which is why 

I've put together a few tips you'll find below.  

                 

1.If you have a shit-ton of money, why the fuck are you reading this book?

Clearly, you're about to lose everything. Well then, listen up. 

                                

 2.  If you don't have any money, PRETEND TO HAVE A LOT OF MONEY. 

You can accomplish this relatively easily. Make it “rain” in the strip club, or 

maybe even Mcdonald's.  For a relatively light investment, you can drop a 

bucket full of one dollar bills out wherever you see fit, and the visual 

distraction of flying money will delight and confuse any onlookers before 

they have a chance to count it, or notice that it's fake.  I've also noticed that 

it works far better than burning it because people around you think, “Gee 

what a generous guy”, instead of “I could have used that money for 



something-and this asshole is burning it”.  

2.Decorate with it. Yes, Decorate.  Get one of those big, fancy glass bowls or 

jars and display a shit-ton of cash on your mantle or credenza. When guests 

walk by to admire it, intercept them coyly, wagging a finger as you say, “uh-

uh-uh”, and steer them into the direction of your bedroom. 

3.

4.Every time you give a significant amount of your hard earned cash to a 

charity, (even if that means you threw a penny and a gum wrapper into that 

Salvation Army bucket outside Macy's) make sure to mention it to other 

people, so they know what a good person you are. It helps, in the event that 

they were planning to steal from you. If they think they're stealing from sick 

kids or endangered animals, suddenly your chic new sunglasses don't look so 

enticing. 

5.  Start slicking your hair back with really thick, expensive hair gel. Gordon Gecko didn't 

get to be rich as fuck in a neck-beard and pony-tail.  Shiny, hard looking hair means 

money. People know that.  So get to it.  

6.Buy a convertible. I don't care if you “can't afford it”.  People will never believe that 

you're rolling in dough while you're driving that piece of shit Prius. Rich people don't care 

about gas prices, idiot.  Besides, nothing says “I'm better than you” like speeding by your 

old boss on the highway, wind in your hair. (This is another reason you're going to need 

that hair-gel).  



7. Quit your job. Better yet, get fired.  I know this sounds counter-intuitive, but you're 

never going to make it big on seventeen measly dollars an hour.  You've got to burn it 

down to build it, you read me?  This could also be accomplished in a literal sense, if you're 

a home owner---just make sure that insurance plan is up-to-date.  

8. Start looking around at all the stuff in your home.  Could you sell it? What are you 

using it for?  A crafty ad on craigslist could turn your rags to riches. You don't need a 

couch.  Sell that shit.  If it's a piece of shit, even better.  Claim it was salvaged from a 

dead celebrity's home.  Someone weird and kind of dirty like Janice Joplin, so it's 

believable. Instant goldmine.  

9. Start researching your family heritage. There's bound to be a wealthy geezer in there 

somewhere. Fruit baskets are underrated.

Chapter 14

                               The Golden Rule 

      This chapter is a trick, to see if you've been paying attention.  You'd be a real nimrod 

if you did all of this reading and didn't retain anything. You see, most people would 

believe that the term “Golden Rule” refers to the concept of treating others as you wish to 

be treated.  But I'm not most people. That's right, I'm a DOCTOR, which essentially 

means “better” .   And trust me, NO ONE is operating by the golden rule. Hello, WAR??  If 

the goddamned Government can't adhere to the golden rule, why should you?  Exactly.  I 

mean, sure, treat others well, if you want to, but if you feel like being an asshole, well, be 



an asshole. It'll benefit someone down the line, because they'll look wonderful in 

comparison when they tell everyone what you did.  People like talking about assholes. 

You know what else people like? Making up rules. Someone in History decided that 

he was a big shot and started telling everyone that a certain rule was “Golden”, probably 

because gold was such a commodity at the time.  This fella wanted people to “treat others 

as they wished to be treated” because he didn't want anyone stealing his gold and 

astutely assumed that other people would feel the same.  But people still stole a shit-ton 

of gold, man. Ever heard of the “Gold Rush”?  It's exactly what it sounds like.  Stupid, 

stupid people rushing and climbing all over one another in a mad dash to get their 

grubby Oregon Trail hands on some gold.  Later, in the 1990's, this same phenomenon 

happened, only the treasure sought  was a fucking Sesame Street character toy who 

“liked to be tickled”.  I know.  I don't understand it either. I mean, I'm pretty sure a 

computer is better than a stuffed toy that responds to perverted touching.  But what do I 

know?  I'm not a kid.  

So to replace that crap,  I've come up with my own version of The Golden Rule, and 

it's simply this: Invest in Gold.  If you've already got it, you're just that much closer to 

having my approval. And trust me, a “doctor's seal of approval” goes a long way.  I 

created my own custom seal that I give to kids outside the grocery store as a charity, so 

that they can feel good about their pathetic lives and all that crap their moms are feeding 

them.  But that's neither here nor there.  Just keep hoarding gold. When the Monkey-

Robots take over, you'll be glad you read this.    

                       



  Chapter 15 

                       Get a Life. 

  You might consider the title of the chapter to be “abrasive” or “rude”, but I'm a 

doctor and you're not, so---stop whining. That's a good start.  People with “lives”, so to 

speak, spend less time whining about the trivial bullshit and more time drinking 

excessive amounts of coffee and yelling into cell phones.  Think back to the chapter in 

which I discussed “bosses”.   People who possess the “boss” gene are naturally high 

strung. They also point a lot, like that guy in that iconic Army propaganda illustration. 

You know the one. “I want YOU...for blah blah blah whatever”.  That guy definitely had a 

life...which was probably tragically cut short in some old timey war. He was wearing a 

fucking top hat, for crying out loud.  But I digress.  Let's get down to the nitty gritty and 

discuss what's actually wrong with you.  I realize that I've never met you, but stop being 

such a smart-ass.  See? I can read your mind. I'm a psychic god damned DOCTOR, so 

yeah, it doesn't matter who you are.  I already have you pinned to the wall like a 



beautiful, beautiful butterfly that some weirdo encased in glass because he wanted to 

impress his lady in the 1940's.  You don't want to be encased in glass, though, do you? 

Well, good.  Now, go over to the mirror closest to you ( I don't care if you're in public, the 

embarrassment will be an exercise in humility), and repeat the following phrase: “ At 

least I don't live in Africa”.  Yes, you're going to feel like a jackass saying that out loud, 

but it's true.  The kind of human suffering that you're likely experiencing doesn't even 

begin to compare to having to carry an automatic weapon to protect yourself while you're 

swatting flies away from your face because for some reason they want to eat your 

eyeballs.   The Africans have it pretty bad.  And chances are, you don't.  But let's  look at 

the big picture here.  The mere fact that you felt the need to read a book on How to Live 

Your Life suggests that you're really losing it. So here's a suggestion:  Stop letting other 

people tell you what to do.   Live your life.  Just live it. However the fuck you please.  Do 

you think the cavemen that survived to create the rest of humanity listened to the idiots 

who told them that fire “didn't exist”, or was the work of some caveman devil? You can 

bet your ass they didn't.  No, they grunted what roughly would translate to the modern-

English version of, “fuck that, it's called Science”, and made that fire happen.  And as 

they gorged themselves on  saber toothed tiger meat or whatever, they danced in the 

glory of that fire.  Then  they pointed to it and grunted some more, as if to say, “what, 

whaaaat foooool?” to the non-believers. Then, during that fire party, someone got the idea 

to invent the wheel.    I know it seems massively complicated, but it's not.  Stop worrying 

so much.  Also, have more sex.  If you can't find anyone who wants to “give it up”, then 

masturbate as much as you fucking can.  It feels good.  Anyone who tells you it's wrong 

just doesn't want you to be happy.  Let them spend their time completing lame puzzles 



depicting Christmas scenes.  Orgasms are better than puzzles. I guarantee it. If you've 

never had an orgasm, put down this stupid book and get going.  Close your eyes and 

envision a massive pile of money.  It's okay to masturbate while thinking about money, 

man. I do it all the time---and I'm doing juuuuust fiiine.  I may or may not have been 

fondling myself just now.  Don't judge.  It's fun.  


