Valley
Girl

Redneck

Giving
Birth

Stoner

British

Pirate

Side Mouth
Talker

Pooping

Helium

You were out of toilet
paper, so I made do
with a fistful of Q-tips.

Chicken

My ideal Friday night
is taking the perfect
picture of a glass of
wine and posting it on
Facebook.

Do you think I could
get my boob job funded
on Kickstarter?

I celebrate summer
solstice. I don’t
know what it is, but
I celebrate it.

I’m so jealous of
giraffes. I’d do anything
to have such an
amazing thigh gap.

If you’re happy and you
know it, thank your
meds. (Clap! Clap!)

Oh yes, right there,
that’s the spot. That’s
the church where your
father and I first met.

I don’t like things I
don’t understand, like
airplanes and vegans.

The hardest part about
being in an interracial
relationship is selecting
the Instagram filter.

Here, hold my
dreamcoat while
I use the loo.

Throwback Thursday
is the best day of the
week for girls who
peaked in high school.

I once spelunked in
the Great Blue Hole in
Belize. I would spelunk
all over the place if
I could. God, I love
spelunking.

I threw the office water
cooler out in an effort
to end small talk.

My mother says I come
from one of her truck
stop sleepovers.

My beard can seek
out obscure bands
and craft breweries,
then post about them
on Reddit.

I heard the Nickelback
concert was epic.

Guys, I’ve got a
business idea that’s
going to make us all a
billion dollars.
Pulled. Pork. Sushi.

I’ve been single for
so long that my
grandma set me up
with someone from
her Bingo Hall.

Please place your
beakers on the rack.

You’re going to love
the pictures I took of
you in your sleep.

Even my imaginary
friends are getting
married before me.

I’m way too sober for
this administration.

Uncle Jerry loves his
Bob Marley brownies.

Hipsters only listen to
you if you’re on vinyl.

I’ll take the 72-ounce
ribeye with a side of
meat sweats.

My tush is a tad
tender after that
Tinder bender.

Can I consciously
uncouple from my
credit card debt?

I haven’t had a
golden shower that
good since Russia.

I’m studying to be a
YouTube star.

North Korea and my
ex are tied atop the
crazy scale.

I blog, therefore I am.

I thought I needed
friends until I met
Grubhub.

He loves her like
white girls love rosé.

The only wall we should
build is around the
Kardashian compound.

For English, press one.
For Spanish, oprima
dos. For emoji, grin
loudly.

The new Ikea bags are
so hot right now.

I don’t want a standing
desk. I want a raise.

I’m a hydroponic
farmer focused on
growing leafy greens.
Wink.

The best part about
climate change is white
pants after Labor Day.

Bless me Father, for
I have sinned, but
enough about me.

I can’t be poly. I don’t
want a relationship
with anyone, let alone
several people.

Gettin’ hygge wit it. Na
na na na na nana. Na
na na na nana.

Sometimes I feel like
I’m a dog person stuck
in a cat cafe.

I think the audible
shart is where the
interview went south.

Bone broth is just
a fancy word for
hot tub water.

No joke, she thinks
Ted is a guy who gives
great talks.

No, let’s go to your
house. My parents
are Blockbuster and
relaxing.

Don’t make me step
outside my safe space
and hurt you.

I’m just a nasty
woman, living in this
crazy covfefe world.

Do you ride a bike
to work, or are you
a grown up?

