The Best of Taryn’s Away Messages (and other fun stuff too)

Written by: The Tarynator. Edited by: The Underpants Gnomes.  

Author’s Note: 


I really can’t take all the credit for writing this rather vain celebration of my own hilarity. In fact, I never would have thought of it if Jake hadn’t talked me into it on numerous occasions. I’m really starting to think he’s either obsessed with my life, or he simply thinks he could exploit it somehow. I have proof of this… BEHOLD! 

ArawnDark: If I'm in need of amusement... your profile and/or away messages are always a good place to start

ArawnDark: You should write a blog too, I know that I, for one, would be amused

tarebear611: I don't have time for one of those

ArawnDark: well damn, can I at least have the movie rights? ArawnDark: "Taryn... the movie" *rated NC-17*

ArawnDark: Hehe, Taryn you crack me up -- you need your own TV show

ArawnDark: Wow... you should collect all of your away messages into a book, I know I'd buy it.

Okay, so I don’t have a blog, a movie, a tv show, or a book. All I have is this really lame Word document to prove I have way too much time on my hands. If we had a camcorder on hand, Jake and I could begin filming our long-awaited “When Lori Attacks,” but I really don’t think the world is ready for a movie about me.  Why would I need a movie anyways? I’ve got my Word document. 

I’ve probably violated some copyright laws in many of my away messages, and I would just like to take the time to apologize to everyone for my blatant copying of their work.  Chances are I’m gonna do it many more times in the near future, and since all the citation I did in high school English gave me ulcers, I really don’t care to do any more of it. Only the people who really matter to me get to have their names mentioned. Too bad for the rest of you guys, I guess. 


Okay, I’ve succeeded in writing paragraphs on nothing terribly important, and if Jake thinks he could make a profit on some of this material, he can go right ahead.  I’m actually extremely flattered that anyone would find me useful enough to be used for money, or sexual favors, or whatever else he feels like he could get out of people for this. What, with my phone sex operation gone kaput, I’m willing to try something new to get noticed around here. And heck, if this doesn’t work, there’s always the possibility that I’ll be a hit with the circus.  If not, I could always attempt world domination again, I suppose. 


So here they are, a bunch of away messages and other fun stuff too, mostly responses from other people that made things twice, or THRICE, as funny… drum roll, please… no? Okay, well maybe I’ll try again when I get some funding. 

In the beginning, there was Taryn… 

…and she had many away messages, and they were good… well, not exactly good, but a little better than mediocre… actually they were mediocre and just received more laughs than they deserved… oh okay, in all honesty, they all pretty much sucked. Jeez, Jake, how on Earth did you talk me into doing this?

As we now venture into room 314 we see a taryn and an amy in their natural habitat. You will see the common power struggle of the two females as they fight with hair, tooth and nail over their prize, the futon. Very often they will share their fight with the anna, another female who often arrives to feast on their cookie dough. Occasionally, certain males of the species will join in on the attack of the two weakest females. You are especially lucky if you catch them in their popular wedgie-giving ceremony that is both a power struggle as well as an opportunity for the participants to show off their colorful undergarments.  It is a dangerous environment, however, and those who venture in unsuspectedly will most likely become one of the many victims of the ferocious wildlife.

I really think this would have sounded much cooler if stated with an Australian accent, and maybe with some drums playing in the background… gadunka-dunk-dunk-dunk-gadunka-dunk-dunk… my life would be so much cooler with a soundtrack. 

Let the Amy-bashing begin…

hello... this is Constable Everybody down here at the station. I was just calling to tell you that your friend Amy is dead. Because we killed her for being so stupid. And we had to shoot her to keep her from being even more stupid.  So if you wanna come down and ID the body... there's not much left... we put about 37 slugs in her and its not looking too good. So if you could come down right now, We really appreciate it, to look at your dead friend Amy. Okay, have a good day!

No one could explain this better than Strong Bad.  He’s not just evil, he’s awesome!

"If I had my own pool, I would go skinny dipping ALL the time!" -believe it or not, Amy Merritt.

TolkiensWorld: OUR Amy Merritt?

TolkiensWorld: I bet she doesn't get naked to take a shower.....

katopucky22: if amy had her own pool, i would pee in it

Poor Amy, if she didn’t possess such a fear of being naked this wouldn’t even be funny.  One time, someone took a few pictures of her in a towel on my camera. As soon as I had those pictures developed, they mysteriously disappeared. It’s not like she knew I was planning on copying them and posting them all through the guys’ dorm… or did she?

I must note that I risked my own life to publicly use her own words against her like this. But there truly is nothing more satisfying than seeing my roommate turn that brilliant shade of scarlet before beating the living daylights out of me.  It’s all part of a larger plot to drive her insane, if I can survive that long. 

I'll turn Amy into a flea, a harmless little flea. And then I'll put that flea into a box, and I'll put that box inside another box, and I'll mail the package to myself and when it arrives...I'LL SMASH IT WITH A HAMMER!!!  Or... to save on postage, I'll just poison her with THIS!!!

Okay, so it was a good idea, though it didn’t work out exactly as I had planned.  I accidentally turned her into a kangaroo, and I don’t know if you’ve ever tried to cram a whole kangaroo into a box, but it’s an all-day experience. Plus, the campus mail lost the package and I didn’t receive it for about a month.  When I finally got my box, I realized that I hadn’t cut any air holes in it when I mailed it. Needless to say, I didn’t need the hammer. 

Taryn’s Butt Appreciation Day… the reason I stopped declaring my own national holidays…

Ode to Taryn's Butt: 

Birds in the sky are beautiful

and so is Taryn's butt

The grass is green

and so is Taryn's butt

Fish swim in the ocean

and so is Taryn's butt

My left foot has fallen asleep

and so is Taryn's butt

I have 5 new phone messages

and so is Taryn's Butt

I capitalized butt in that last sentence

and so is Taryn's butt

Once I shot a man in Memphis just to watch him die

and so is Taryn's butt

I appreciate Taryn's butt

and so is Taryn's butt

-Ben Gulley

I must say I was moved by the amount of thought Ben put into this poem, however irrelevant the last half of it was.  The fact that it was succeeded by 3 other poems soon after was what really scared me.  Little did I know that this was only the tip of the iceberg. 

Loriwoo: TARYN got a big ole butt 

I know I told you I'd be true 

But TARYN got a big ole butt 

So I'm leavin' you 

TARYN got a big ole butt 

I know I told you I'd be true 

But TARYN got a big ole butt 

So I'm leavin' you 

I didn’t realize Lori could see how “bootylicious” I was all the way from South campus.  As you can imagine, I quickly jumped on the ole treadmill after reading this message.  
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I can safely say that Jake was the first person to ever make a collage of my butt.  I think the words that came out of my mouth were something like “Oh dear God, NO!” when he sent this to me. Or maybe it was “[expletive deleted]!”… I really can’t be sure. 

ArawnDark: what part of Taryn will be appreciated next?!

tarebear611: who knows. Taryn's Left Breast Appreciation Day? no, I think not. ArawnDark: hey, it might be next, there are no guaratees that your safe from it ArawnDark: until you feel wholly appreciated it'll never end 

All I can say is he was right.  I am overly appreciated. Thank God for the “block” option on AIM. 

Not everybody can be a sexpot…

(to the tune of "i'm a little teapot)  i'm a sneaky sexpot, short and red, here is my underwear, here is my bed.  don't think i'm sexy?, that's ok, take your "jiggy" elsewhere, get away! 

A special thanks to Amy for this one. I’ve rarely had any one sing or get as excited about a song about me, so it only took me about a week to forgive her for bringing up the dreadful “jiggy dancing” that we all wish I hadn’t done. 

MASH results: Your husband's name is darrin and you have 8 children. You're a phone sex operator who drives to work every day in a yellow pinto. 

It's truly a wonderful life when you consider the countless romantic nights you have spent with darrin in your shack in guam. 

Even the online MASH game sees a sketchy future for me… and with the serbo-canadian insurance guy! If nothing else, I think I’ll be changing that unpleasant-sounding number 8 in my future… all those little Darrins running around, ugh, I don’t even want to think about it. And “How about NO, Scott?” to the stretch marks!  

Class til 3... and please don't call me candypants...

SprnklJini: candypants 

CrewDeus: How bout cheesetits then?

TolkiensWorld: anything you say, cheesetits.....

Ambush, anyone? Hey at least it’s not boobookittyf**k. 

"You belong on the top."

-my fortune cookie

I don’t need to tell all of you people to add “in bed” to the end of all of your fortunes, now do I? The people who manufacture fortune cookies should have just mailed that one straight to my house, it couldn’t have been more appropriate. I mean, think about it, it’s a matter of weight ratios. A 20 ounce bird shouldn’t sit on top of a 5 ounce bird, now should it? I somehow feel that my life would not have been very pleasant if I had not received this awesome fortune.  

Kate: "Bob, we need more samples..."

Bob: "Did you drink them again?"

Taryn: "yes."

20 minutes later, drunken Taryn stumbles up to Bob...

" So Bob, how's it goin? Can I touch your bongos?" *jumps extra high to grab his massive man-pecs, only to be accidentally crushed in between them when he exhales*

(they really shouldn't let us play with alcohol in lab, especially after the killer week I've had. Watch out, come this weekend, I might come after YOUR bongos...)

Ah, the dynamic duo causes mischief in class once again. Fortunately I’ve actually been smart enough to stay away from Bob’s pecs for my own safety. Nothing beats substance abuse in chem. lab.  Bob understands… he drinks a LOT of beer.  

Amy: (walks into room) Hey Taryn.

Taryn: (at desk) Hey Amy.

Amy: (hears suspicious buzzing sounds coming from under Taryn's desk... raises an eyebrow)

Taryn: Um... no wait... it's not what you think...

Amy: (Panics and darts out of the room yelling "SEXPOT!")

Taryn: But it's only my Handy Stitch! Come back!

Ah yes, the old Handy Stitch joke that we just can’t seem to retire.  It’s a message to all of those that thought it would be a good idea to hem their skirts from behind their desks at work.  You can imagine my horror when my mom unwittingly bought me a miniature sewing machine for Christmas.  I keep it under the futon, and that’s where it will stay.  

Further proof that I am insane…

Taryn thinks she's so great

     Posted by STRONG BAD TAKES BACK THE BORED on 9:57:04 4/8/2002 from 209.86.60.186:

     So I've been going through the bored and MAN! Taryn thinks she runs the place! I mean, what the crap!? Where does she get off, man? And why isn't anybody standing up to her? She just waltzes around in her underpants eating fruity pebbles with chocolate milk, using your toothbrush and breaking the jewel cases on your CDs so the cover just falls off. And nobody does anything about it! So what am I gonna do about it? Well nothing. Cause I can just delete her posts whenever I want. It's YOU guys I'm worried about. Rise up, man! You can't let her get away with this. She thinks she's Ms. Super Whatever. I say put her in her place...over there.

Example number one, I hang out on a message board.  Even though it’s the message board to the coolest site in the world, it doesn’t change the fact that Strong Bad himself was forced to come out and plead with the other boarders to make me back off.  Believe it or not, here I had henchmen, hitmen, people that would blow up France for me at the snap of my finger (but then again, who wouldn’t?).  Well, it was great while it lasted, at least. 

Taryn's Feet: So what are we doing today, Taryn?

Taryn: Well, I've decided that I'm going to walk to Venable, then to Lenoir, the nursing school, Saunders, back to the dorm, the dining hall again, Davis library, Morehead labs, and then all the way back to the dorm... in NEW SHOES!!!

Taryn's Feet: NOOOOOO!!!!

TolkiensWorld: Taryn: what the hell am I doing having a conversation with my feet anyway?

TolkiensWorld: Taryn's feet: beats us, we just work here

Example number two, I talk to my various body parts.  Mostly because they complain so much, I’ve always been pretty abusive to them, especially my feet and stomach.  I wish you could hear all the hubbub when my brain and stomach are competing for attention.  It’s really disturbing.  I’m about to send every last one of them to Anger Management meetings. 

I don't have to settle for my size any longer. It's time to get the respect I deserve! With Growth Miracle, I CAN rise above Genetics!

One of the biggest mistakes I ever made was experimenting with a drug that sounded way too much like something you’d put on a Chia pet.  Not only did it NOT make me taller, but now I have extra limbs sprouting from random locations on my body.  I think this thing growing horizontally from my left buttock is an arm… it’s doing a pretty decent job typing right now.  

Studying some anatomy before going to bed finally... If you don't see me after 1 tomorrow, just assume I'm out running through the woods, wild looking and naked, not knowing who or what I am, and speaking in logarithms

I definitely pull a Mr. Hyde when I’ve been studying too long.  My picture has been on the cover of a couple of local tabloids after I read some physics, grew some extra body hair, and then broke into some unsuspecting people’s homes in the middle of the night.  I’ve seen those pictures, they’re not pretty, and I’ve been forced to put the books down for good.  

My life… in an away message…

Lori is the meaning of life.

Jake is my boob policeman.

Donald is my little monkey.

Sarah is a weapon of mass destruction.

Amy is a violent maniac.

Anna is a penhead and a beg peg.

Nick is 2 high 2 drive.

Hi, my name is Taryn, and I'm an alcoholic

There you have it.  Seven pages of nonsense and I finally get to the real substance… and it’s eight friggin lines long.  Yeah, I hate me too.  

Fun phrases from my anatomy professor!!!

"Okay, kiddies, come to your calcium playground."

"Coca Cola... do you KNOW what it's doing to your thyroid?!"

"Humerus? That's not even funny!" ah yes, anatomy... a barrel of laughs.

School…(gag!) (choke!).  There aren’t enough words to express to you how much I hated this man.  If I told you what I wanted to do to him by the end of the semester, I’d probably be followed around by the CIA for a long time.  I’ll give him one little ounce of credit… he tried to be funny. He failed, but at least the bastard kept trying. 

"Now that class is over, you are all free to get me loaded, at any time, at the bar of your choice (sign up sheet will also be at my office)."

-Bob

And it’s School Lite… just as much work but only 1/3 the evil.  I would never take Bob drinking though, he could drink the everyone in the bar under the table, and there isn’t enough money in my bank account to give him a decent buzz. 

What do you put in a toaster?

My list of stupids (20 surveyed)

Faierye: toast

Amy: toast 

UNC Mustang: a few toasts

TolkiensWorld: to...t...toast?

misc. answers included: knives, rob's precious ruinable things, hopastries, and (*sigh) a pair of boobies

The only reason I still hang around with any of these people to feel smart.  Darrin gets all the credit for the boobies remark.  If he ever tries to put my boobies in the toaster, I will end him. 

I'm editing my list of things to do today...

1) Shower (ok that one is necessary)

2) Psych 10... hell, I'll keep it, so I can say I did something today

3) Lunch. Hmmm... maybe if I stop eating my body will eat my ass... DELETED!

4) Molecular Bio recitation...

DELETED!

5) Running through the halls naked... DE... Whoa! What was I thinking? That's the most important part of my day!

6) Web Assign... BALEETED.

Ah... I feel so fresh, and so clean clean.

And finally, my average day.  Good hygiene, but I spent way too much time being naked.  I’m frequently malnourished, I occasionally attend class, rarely do homework, and never forget to make sure everyone knows what my exact schedule is, because for some reason it is completely imperative that they do.  Once again I credit Strong Bad for being the inspiration of my away message… he’s actually important enough to me to be worth citing every once in a while. 


Well, there you go: all the old away messages I could find in one afternoon. I’m afraid there’s very little to learn from all of this.  That is, unless you’re studying me for some experiment or something.  Like, how I’m progressively getting scarier or perhaps why nudity is so essential to my being.  I’d really like to know these things, actually.  Let me know how that turns out. 

I suppose I’ll end this with a few words of advice.  Look both ways before crossing the sidewalk, there are many vicious bikers and men on gators that could take you out in an instant. Don’t forget, there is more to life than being really, really ridiculously good-looking. Avoid tubes of muscle rub that closely resemble your toothpaste, and stay away from geese.  Making your bed is never necessary. Eat lots of chocolate, but not right before bedtime. I’ve recently had some crazy dreams about growing a unibrow, fighting off an army of smurfs, and being a single mother with kids, and trust me, you don’t wanna go there. 

And… I’m spent. I’m very impressed if you’ve taken the time to read this far.  Then again, I feel really sorry for you for having nothing else better to do.  Why don’t you go for a brisk jog?  Watch some Bob Ross’s “ The Joy of Painting” or perhaps go do your homework, or clean your room. I’ve been here all day, I can’t be expected to keep entertaining you. Alright, that’s it, I’m sinking my yacht. I have things to do. Good day!

“Sometimes you have to sink your yacht to make your guests leave.” –F. Scott Fitzgerald.
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