HOW TO GIVE ZERO FUCKS

A Scholarly Satire by the University of Not Giving a F*ck

CHAPTER 1: Welcome to Zero-Fuckology

Congratulations. If you’re reading this, you’ve taken your first step toward liberation—from
expectations, pressure, social norms, and the tyrannical tyranny of giving too many fucks.

This isn’t your average self-help book. This is an anti-help manifesto. A degree in apathy. A
diploma in detachment. A roadmap for navigating life with a finely tuned middle finger raised
proudly to the sky.

Here at the University of Not Giving a F*ck, we major in Emotional Minimalism, minor in
Existential Comedy, and host keg parties in the void of meaning.

What This Book Is Not:

e It’s not about being an asshole. (Though some graduates do go that route.)

e It’s not about total nihilism. (You’re still allowed to care about pizza, dogs, and
memes.)

e It’s not about failure. (You’ll just learn not to care when it happens.)

What This Book Is:

o Afield guide to caring selectively.

o A deeply unserious look at deeply serious problems.

« Atoolkit for surviving capitalism, social media, and awkward family dinners without
emotional bankruptcy.

So throw away your vision board, set fire to your bullet journal, and let’s get to work. Or not.
That’s the point.

CHAPTER 2: A Brief History of Not Giving a Fuck

Before you, before memes, before the internet comment section became the global arena of
apathy and unfiltered chaos, there existed a long and noble lineage of humans who simply
could not be bothered. Yes, friend — not giving a fuck is not a trend, it’s an ancient art. A
sacred tradition. A spiritual posture perfected over centuries by the wise, the weird, and the
wonderfully detached.

Let’s start where all cool stories begin: Ancient Greece.

Diogenes: The Patron Saint of Not Caring



Diogenes was a philosopher who lived in a barrel, carried a lamp in daylight claiming to look
for an honest man, and once told Alexander the Great — the actual emperor of the world — to
move because he was blocking the sun.

Imagine the guts. Picture someone today telling Elon Musk to stop tweeting because it's
ruining the lighting in their selfie. That’s Diogenes energy.

He rejected materialism, fame, and convention. When asked what he thought of societal
norms, he didn’t write a blog post or start a podcast. He just peed on them — sometimes
literally.

Diogenes wasn’t edgy. He wasn’t controversial. He was completely and sincerely uninterested
in bullshit. He gave zero fucks, centuries before it was cool.

Zen Masters: Peacefully Not Giving a Damn

Fast forward to ancient Japan. Zen monks sat under trees for hours doing nothing, thinking
about nothing, saying nothing. That’s not laziness. That’s elite detachment.

A student once asked a Zen master what enlightenment was. The master replied: "Chop wood,
carry water."

Translation: shut up, stop overthinking, do your stuff. That’s a form of zero-fuckery if ever
there was one.

Medieval Jesters: Laughing in the Face of Power
While kings wore crowns and declared wars, jesters made fun of them in public. These guys
danced through life, insulting authority with impunity. They were paid to care about nothing

except satire — the original Twitter accounts.

One jester, when sentenced to death, was asked how he wanted to die. He said, “Of old age.”
Respect.

The Enlightenment: Smart People Stop Caring
Philosophers like Voltaire, Spinoza, and David Hume spent their days poking holes in
religion, politics, and the meaning of existence. You think your existential dread is original?

These guys were chain-smoking metaphysical questions like candy.

They looked at the world and said, “Meh.” But in Latin. Then wrote a book about it and went
for a long walk.

Modern-Day Apathy Gods

Fast-forward to now, and you’ll see the spirit of Diogenes alive and well — just with better
WiFi.

e Banksy paints over capitalism with sarcasm.
« Bill Murray photobombs weddings because, why not?



e The entire subreddit r/Antiwork is a temple to not giving a damn about
productivity.
e Your friend who left social media and didn’t announce it — a true modern mystic.

Why This Matters

Because in every age, when the world tries to make you care about too much — too many
rules, too much guilt, too much noise — there are always those who step aside, look around,
and say, “Actually, nah.”

You are part of that legacy now.
This isn’t a rebellion. This is a tradition. A ritual. A vibe.

Welcome to the lineage.

CHAPTER 3: Spotting Fake Fucks

In a world where everyone is performing, pretending, and polishing their personalities like
chrome bumpers on a rented Ferrari, spotting fake fucks is not just a skill — it’s a survival
tactic.

Let’s be clear: giving zero fucks isn’t about being lazy or uninvolved. It’s about cutting
through the noise, seeing things for what they are, and refusing to be emotionally hijacked by
bullshit.

Take social media, for example. Instagram influencers with “rise and grind” captions, doing
yoga on mountaintops, holding sponsored protein shakes? That’s not authenticity — that’s
content. That’s someone sweating bullets under ring lights, angling their phone for the perfect
candid shot, all to give the illusion that they’ve transcended the mortal coil and ascended into
a higher lifestyle frequency. It’s not real.

And yet, we’re told to care. To aspire. To compare. To “engage.”

But what happens when you don’t? What happens when you scroll right past it, give it the
same level of attention you’d give a paper towel commercial? Freedom, that’s what.

Here’s a true story: once upon a time, someone tagged me in a 13-paragraph Facebook rant
about how | forgot their birthday. Did | respond? No. Did | even read it? Only enough to
know | was tagged and vaguely accused of emotional treason. | muted them and went back to
watching raccoon videos. My fucks were not only unspent — they gained interest.

Real life is no different. Office politics? Fuckless. Passive-aggressive neighbor notes about
your trash cans? Fuck-neutral. Someone’s third breakup this year that they made everyone’s
problem in the group chat? Sorry. Fuck account frozen due to lack of interest.

Fake fucks are often dressed up in the clothes of obligation. You’re supposed to care.
Supposed to react. Supposed to feel guilty. But you don’t have to. You’re allowed to look at a
situation and say: “That’s unfortunate... for them.” And carry on.



A graduate of the University of Not Giving a F*ck doesn’t ghost people. We vanish with
integrity. We don’t engage in drama. We spectate silently while eating popcorn. We don’t
explain ourselves to people who haven’t earned the privilege of understanding us.

The next time you feel the fake fucks coming — the need to comment, to argue, to prove a
point to someone who’s never made one — ask yourself: "Would Diogenes reply to this
DM?"

If the answer is no (and it always is), then don’t. Congratulations. You’ve just passed Spotting
Fake Fucks 301.

Now we move on to the elite skill: the Art of Strategic Apathy.

CHAPTER 4: The Art of Strategic Apathy

Giving zero fucks isn’t a blunt object. It’s not a sledgehammer to swing at everything and
everyone. It’s a precision tool, a scalpel for the soul. Strategic apathy is the art of choosing
what deserves your emotional bandwidth — and what deserves nothing but a blank stare and a
polite nod.

Let me tell you about Jamie. Jamie was the kind of person who said yes to everything. Work
asked for a weekend shift? Yes. Friend asked to help move an apartment with no elevator?
Yes. Random neighbor asked if they could borrow Jamie’s car to drive to a drum circle?
Somehow, still yes. Jamie gave so many fucks, they had none left for themselves. And guess
what? They were exhausted, broke, and permanently annoyed.

Then Jamie discovered the Five-Fuck System.

Every day, you wake up with five hypothetical fucks to give. That’s it. Not six. Not infinity.
Five. Like emotional tokens at a rigged carnival. You can spend them however you want, but
when they’re gone, they’re gone.

So Jamie began budgeting. No fucks for coworkers who started conversations with “Not to be
rude, but...” One fuck for their cat, who did nothing all day except be adorable. Two fucks for
their best friend who was having a breakdown over dating someone who “didn’t believe in
sandwiches.” None for the ex texting at 2 a.m. “just to talk.”

Strategic apathy isn’t coldness — it’s clarity. You stop playing in emotional casinos where the
house always wins. You walk away from draining situations, not with anger, but with calm
indifference. It’s the skill of letting people down gently while ghosting them silently.

And the real secret? Once you get good at it, you don’t need all five fucks per day. Some
days, you only need one. Maybe to care about your plants. Or your own peace. Or that weird
raccoon meme that made you laugh at 3 a.m.

Apathy, when applied with intention, becomes power.

CHAPTER 5: Emotional Minimalism



Imagine your mind is a cluttered apartment. There’s an old grudge on the couch, a stack of
unpaid expectations in the kitchen, and that weird ex-shaped ghost haunting the bathroom.
Emotional minimalism is about clearing out the crap and turning your mental space into a

chill studio with one comfy beanbag and zero notifications.

Most people think they have to care about everything. That if they’re not actively engaged in
every tragedy, every trending topic, every cousin’s MLM hustle, they’re being selfish. Let me
reassure you — they’re not. You are not the emotional janitor of the world.

Decluttering your care begins with one question: “Does this serve me?”” Not in a selfish way,
but in a “Does this actually improve my life, or is it a rerun I didn’t ask to watch?” way.

Take your inbox. Half of it is newsletters you never read, promotions you never open, and
people who think you have time to “grab coffee soon.” Delete them. Unsubscribe. Archive
with extreme prejudice.

Now apply that same energy to your emotions:
« That friend who only calls to vent? Archive.
o That toxic relative who thinks your life is a phase? Spam folder.

e That guilt trip someone handed you at a party in 2016? Trash it.

And then? Replace it with space. Stillness. A meme that makes you snort-laugh. A playlist of
weird lo-fi beats. Silence. Silence is sacred.

Minimalism isn’t about having nothing. It’s about having room for what matters — which,
spoiler alert, is not Karen’s third Facebook post today about her keto journey.

CHAPTER 6: Graduation Day

So here you are. Still reading. Or maybe just skipping to the end — we respect that. Either
way, you’ve made it to the point where we pretend to hand you a metaphorical diploma. The
paper is imaginary, the ink doesn’t exist, but the apathy is very, very real.

You are now a certified practitioner of giving zero fucks.

But before you toss your metaphorical cap into the air and ghost everyone who expected a
heartfelt goodbye, let’s take a moment to reflect on how far you’ve come.

You’ve learned to distinguish fake fucks from real ones. You’ve practiced selective caring.
You’ve decluttered your emotional baggage. You’ve said no — not with malice, but with the
calm grace of someone who knows their peace is worth more than politeness.

So how do you know you’re ready? Here’s the real final exam:
You’re out with friends. One of them starts ranting about how someone didn’t like their tweet.

They look to you for backup. You look them in the eye and say, “I love you, but I literally
cannot be invested in this.” You take a sip of your drink. The world doesn’t end.
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You’re at work. Someone suggests a last-minute project that’s “super important” but
definitely not your problem. You nod politely, say, “Cool,” and go back to your real work.
They think you didn’t hear them. You did. You just chose your sanity.

You get a text from an ex. You delete it. You feel nothing. You go back to scrolling memes.
You smile.

That’s it. That’s the degree.

There’s no gown. No ceremony. Just you, unburdened, sipping coffee like it’s sacred,
minding your own glorious business.

Print this out if you want. Burn it if it helps. Frame it ironically. Tattoo “meh” on your bicep.
Whatever. We’re not here to tell you what to do.

Congratulations, graduate. Go forth. And give no fucks.

End of Required Reading. Optional courses: Meme Warfare 101, Emotional Aikido, and
Postmodern Detachment through Dance.



