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LEGAL SHIT

This publication is not designed to provide accurate 
or authoritative information in regard to the shitty  
subject matter covered. It is sold with the understanding  
that neither the author nor the publisher is engaged  
(nor interested) in rendering legal, medical, logical, or  
other professional services (because in fact, we know 
very little). While the publisher and author have used 
their best efforts in preparing this book, they make no  
representations or warranties with respect to the  
accuracy or completeness of the contents of this book, 
since the advice and strategies contained herein may not 
be suitable for your situation. You should consult with a  
professional ass doctor when appropriate. Neither the 
publisher nor the author shall be liable for any loss of 
prof it or any other commercial damages, including but 
not limited to special, incidental, consequential, personal, 
anal, or other damages.
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DEFECATION
To all the toilets that inspired me, 
thank you for taking all my shit. 
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AUTHOR'S NOTE 

Recovering from surgery in a hospital bed, I was lulled to 
sleep only by the gentle drooz of Percocet. For 6 days I lay 
in a half-dream, waking and drifting, eating and resting, 
interrupted only by procedures and doctor follow-ups. But 
there was one thing I did not do for these 6 days: I did not 
poop. The thought of it weighed on me like the literal shit 
in my bowels. It felt almost like Thor’s hammer was in my 
stomach, only I wasn’t worthy enough to lift it, or as it was 
in this case, poop it. Instead of my heart being weighed 
at the end of life to evaluate my worth, as Egyptian  
mythology believed, I felt it would be my colon that 
would be evaluated and my large intestine found lacking. 
I sought relief in requiem. Sorry, I meant rectum. It was on 
the eve of this sixth day that I fell asleep to a new dream. 
I woke in a hospital bed of all black and white. No color 
to be found. Nothing there but darkness. Only Audrey 
Hepburn, sitting at the foot of my bed, dressed in a sleek 
silk black dress from the movie Breakfast at Tiffany’s, in a 
regal black hat, with a long cigarette strangled between 
her f ingers, puff ing away like death ain’t nothing but a 
noun. I looked at her in disbelief and I said the only words 
that came to mind, “Audrey Hepburn?” to which she  
responded, “Darling,” taking one long drag of her skinny 
cigarette. Here she paused for dramatic effect. I asked, 
“yes, Audrey Hepburn?” And she f inally answered, blowing  
away a puff of smoke, “Darling, you have to take a shit.” 
I awoke, with Audrey’s commandment, and rushed to 
the bathroom. And it was on that glorious seventh day, 
when all of creation rested along with its creator, that I 
f inally pooped. From the thought of that day, this book 
was released. 
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INTRODUCTION
“There is something reassuring about the toilets. Bodily functions at 
least remain democratic. Everybody shits.” 

- Margaret Atwood

Ref lective, entertaining, and f illed to the brim with some 
interesting shit, this book validates the endless appeal of 
the tasteless. Because it is the vulgar that lasts, the crude 
that endures, the indelicate that survives. The uncouth 
and unref ined will be with us until the very end because it 
was with us from the very beginning. 

This book began where all great ideas take form – on the 
toilet. It was born of concentration and pushed into 
being with strenuous dedication, until it made a splash 
into existence. I’m still talking about the book, by the way. 
And so, this book must exist because it yearned to exist. 

And now, it yearns for you. What you hold in your hands 
right now is an opportunity to appreciate the power of 
the profane, to enjoy the delicacy of the distasteful and to 
overcome the taboo of the impolite. 

This book is for you. For all types of shits - from your  
average hit-and-run shit to the long-term commitment 
shit. This book is for all of us because we all do it. But we 
don’t all have to do it alone or do it in shame.

Here’s a book full of shit to keep you company. With 
its high-minded philosophy and low-minded comedy, we 
hope to make every shit count. 
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Have you ever considered, for instance, that if we poop for  
5 minutes, once a day, we average 1,820 minutes, which 
is 30.33 hours in a year. That means that at the very 
least we will spend a day of our lives every year shitting. 
One day a year, shitting. What will you do with that day? 

Most people spend that day doing meaningless shit 
on their phones. According to a survey performed 
somewhere in America last week, about 75 percent of 
people admitted to using their smartphones while using 
the bathroom. That’s disgusting. And according to another  
survey I won’t even bother to cite, 99 percent of phones 
have some fecal matter after every shit. Again, disgust-
ing. Leave your phone in your pocket and take a shit in 
better company. Pick up a book. Make your shits count. 

That’s what we offer you – an opportunity to make your 
shit matter. To demystify the disgrace and humiliation of 
defecation. To lend virtue and honor to the shit that really 
matters. To shit in honesty and peace. And who knows, 
this book may (much like Shakespeare) be revered for 
its literary prowess, when it merely appears to be a 
collection of f lowered idiocies about poop and farts.
And even if the contents of this book may be offensive to 
some as it contains adult humor. we hope you can dig 
through the droppings of shit to f ind a corn of philosophy. 
We hope you appreciate this shit for what it really is - a  
celebration of our vulnerabilities, a proclamation of our  
frailties and a declaration of what it really means  
to be human.
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GoodShitBooks.com



9

Readers and writers alike, thank you for buying our book! 
(If you did not mean to buy our book, we are very sorry you 

now have to read this shit).  

Still here? Great. Let’s assume you chose to read this book 
and that you might want to contribute to this pile of work. If 

that’s the case, we’d like to pitch you an idea:  

Send us your shit! Not to be understood literally.  
To be featured on our website, consider emailing us all your 
funny bullshit. You can send weird shit, as long as it’s funny 

and only mildly disgusting. Things you could submit: 

Poop anecdotes and incidents 
Interesting facts  

Jokes 
Confessions 

Unsolicited life advice 
30-second story ideas

Shitty poems

And/or anything else you can come up with. As long as your 
piece hasn’t been published elsewhere (or f loating around 
out there in someone else’s toilet), feel free to send us stuff 

we can display.  

Please DO NOT send us any racist shit or anything that 
intentionally denigrates people based on aspects that deny 

their humanity. We won’t publish them. And remember to be 
funny; it’s the whole point of this. Send it in simple f ile form 
because we’re aging millennials and our understanding of 

technology is limited. 
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SUGGESTIONS FOR THE 
ENJOYMENT OF 
THIS BOOK

1. Don’t read in order. Reading should not be a linear
journey, with beginnings and ends and everything
in-between. Reading should be exciting! Unpredictable!
Like pooping, reading should take you by surprise and
demand immediate and intense attention. So, open
anywhere, read anything, and make that shit count.

2. Read only a couple of entries every sitting. No more
than three, at most. For the sake of personal enjoy-
ment ( and your hemorrhoids), consider only reading
after the initial burst of poop. Once your breathing
subsides and your asshole relaxes, you’ll be better
prepared to appreciate an entry or two.

3. Look for Easter eggs. Not the kind with chocolate in-
side. Hidden between the pages, you’ll f ind clues and
connections to other entries you never expected. Or
asked for. It could come in the form of an illustration
or a tiny poop stain on the side of page 85.

4. Appreciate the artwork. Just because we’re writing
about shit it doesn’t mean we have to do it shittily.
You’ll f ind the images and the design as rewarding as
the writing itself.

5. Come back for more. But no more than twice a day;
shitting more often than that may not be healthy.
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Shitty Psychology

 Why does taking a shit bother us? And I’m not just talking 
about constipation. The very concept of the act repulses 
us, shames us, and makes us vulnerable. But why? Why 
does a bodily function, no different from digestion (albeit 
arguably messier) f ill us with loads of disgust? Misanthro-
py. That’s the answer. Our own self-hatred is what alien-
ates us from ourselves. Think about it, we hate shitting. 
We do it quietly in public toilets, mask the smell in private 
toilets, bury it outdoors, and try to hold it in when we’re in 
someone else’s house. Why? Why do we punish ourselves? 
Sadly, because we are disgusted with ourselves. We look 
at our own shit and see our humanity and that shames us.

LIFE'S  
TOO SHORT  

TO READ SHITTY 
BOOKS. 
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Shitty Thoughts

Everyone respects a fart. Whether you respect it at a dis-
tance or you’re letting one rip with pride. The fart comes in a 
variety of forms, but generally falls into one of three catego-
ries: gas, air or liquid. Gas farts smell like propane and usually 
don’t sound while air farts don’t smell at all and generally 
sound louder. However, liquid farts, the shittiest fart of all, are 
the most dangerous. The Shart. Everyone has had one at 
some point in their life. You may have had one and not even 
thought about it until just now. After all, when you fart, and 
you know your asshole is no longer lonely; you know you’re 
going to have a bad day.
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THERE’S A 
CRUCIAL 

DIFFERENCE

BETWEEN BEING 

THE SHIT 
AND BEING

SHIT
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Shitty Wonders "Barnum"

So called the “#2” Wonder of the World, this enormous T. 
Rex coprolite (or as other scientists refer to it: a giant piece 
of fossilized shit) has been recognized as the “world’s largest 
fossilized excrement from a carnivore” by Guinness World  
Records in 2017. Dubbed Barnum after the Paleontologist,  
Barnum Brown, who discovered the f irst Tyrannosaurus Rex, 
it was added to George Frandsen’s Poozeum’s collection of 
fossilized poop. That’s right: Poozeum; a real place for really old 
shit. Interestingly, Brown was named after P.T. Barnum, the 
American showman. Now both lend their name to this giant 
piece of poop, which to some it seems appropriate. Measuring 
approximately 27 inches long by 6 inches wide, this massive 
coprolite weighs about 21 lbs and it was defecated almost 70 
million years ago. It is one of the only relics of our past that 
can austerely sit in a science museum, surrounded by hallmarks 
of our collective human memory, wherein passerby-ers would 
not be judged if they were to remark one to another: what a 
piece of shit.  
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