April Fool Story





Due to lack of interest, the wishbone multiuniverse is no more. In it’s place we present, “Bob’s guide to driving telemarketers up the wall.”





Hello, I’m Bob Arnold. Do you feel that every TSR in North America is targeting your house? Are you tried of saying no to people trying to sell you credit cards over the phone? Are you tried of them, interrupting your valuable time. Do you want revenge?”





I can help. Our methods have been known to drive telemarketers to suicide on occasion. Our methods include:


Being sarcastic with the TSR


Refuse to give out important information over the phone


Start the application, then say, “I need to get something. Can you wait a moment?” Then leave the telemarketer on the line, until they hang up on their own accord. This method may take up to 15 to 20 minutes depending on the telemarketer.


And my personal favorite, Wait until you reach the discourse, or the end of the sale and then say “I changed my mind. I don’t want it.” Then hang up. You can partially hear them scream in frustration when you do this.





For more details of these methods. Please order my book, please call 1-800





Before Bob could continue, the roof was lifted off the television studio. Bob found himself staring up at an 5000 foot woman.


“Who the F*** are you?” Bob asked.


“I am Rebecca Anderson. An former employee of ICC(International Call Centers). Now I’m a GTS-Goddess.”


“But the Wishbone multiuniverse was shut down.”


“That was a joke. Speaking of shutting down, I’m going to shut you down, for your crimes against telemarketers.”


“You can’t hurt me. It’s against the law.”


Rebecca burst out laughing.


“I’m a member of the evil goddess club.” She showed him her club card. “Guys like you cost me sales and my job. Goodbye bug.”


Rebecca then put her foot on the television studio, making sure Bob was underneath. She then stamped down hard.  Crushing everything in the studio.


“Any questions about this call my phone number is 1-800-bitch.”





The end
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