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            Introduction

         
 
         
            With old age comes grey hair, dodgy knees, a sudden passion for reruns of Murder, She Wrote, and an apparent God-given licence to speak one’s mind and be generally offensive without fear of retribution. Under the guise of passing on the benefits of their experience to family members, or just casual acquaintances, old people exercise their right to swear, cuss and insult as they please. And it’s not just old men who turn the air blue. As anyone who has ever tried to stop an aged person pushing into the Post Office queue on pension day will testify, old women can also unleash the sort of language that would make a stand-up comedian blush.
            
 
            These feisty philosophers take no prisoners as they use their scalpel-like tongues to dissect modern life and the younger generations. They operate under the simple belief that life was much tougher in their day, so young people should just stop moaning and get on with it. “And we had to live it all in black and white!” 
            
 
            If challenged over their outrageous comments, they’ll play the age card; you know the sort of thing – “I’m eighty-six, I’ve fought for my country, and if I want to call you a no good, lowdown, useless fuckwit, then I’ll call you a no good, lowdown, useless fuckwit, Vicar.”
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            Life’s a Bitch: Deal With It

         
 
         If you’re looking for sympathy from an old person, forget it. It’s like getting blood out of a Jehovah’s Witness. After all, old people have lived through a world war, rationing, several recessions and over fifty years of the Eurovision Song Contest, so they’re not likely to feel sorry for you simply because you’ve smashed up your new car, your boss is taking you for granted or because the “sexy hot chick” you met on the Internet turned out to be a sixty-five-year-old granny with teeth like a rake.
         
 
         “You know where you find sympathy? Right between shit and syphilis in the dictionary!”
 
         “You can wish all you want. You can wish in one hand and crap in the other. See which gets filled first.” 
         
 
         “Life’s a bitch. Deal with it. Just accept that some days you’re the pigeon, some days you’re the statue.”
 
         “It bugs me when people say, ‘Life is short.’ What the hell does it mean? Life is the longest damn thing anyone ever does! Are they going to do something that’s longer?”
 
         “If it’s got tits or tyres, you’re gonna have trouble with it.”
 
         “We all have our disappointments in life, son, and I’m talking to mine right now.”
 
         “Life sucks, then you die.”
 
         “Remember the old gardening maxim: before you can come up smelling of roses you need to have been buried up to your neck in horse shit.”
 
         “The only way in which life resembles a bed of roses is that you encounter a lot of pricks along the way.” 
         
 
         “What makes you think you’re unpopular? I’m sure plenty of people have to organize their own surprise birthday party.”
 
         “So hardly anyone remembered your birthday? That doesn’t mean you’re unpopular. Listen, people lead busy lives – they have a lot of things to remember. They may not actually have forgotten your birthday – they may just have been preoccupied. They were probably thinking of you all the time. But in any case, you’ve always got your mother and me. Anyway when was your birthday? Oh, it’s today. Right.”
 
         “Sure I’m surprised you can’t get a job, son. I heard the world was crying out for someone who’s lazy, has no qualifications but can spit gum into a waste-paper basket from ten feet.”
 
         “Don’t you think you might stand a better chance of becoming a captain of industry if you got rid of some of that metal shit on your body – like the nose stud and the eyebrow rings? Donald Trump may have a crap haircut but I bet he doesn’t have pierced fucking nipples.” 
         
 
         “Your boss will always give you a hard time. That’s what they’re put on Earth for – that and to screw their secretary.”
 
         “Your job sucks?! My job sucked! Linda Lovelace’s job sucked!”
 
         “Nobody likes having to get up early for work on winter mornings, but we’ve all had to do it. Now I’m no expert political analyst but I’d hazard a guess that with all the problems in the world facing the new administration – Islamic terrorists, North Korea, the economic crisis – scrapping winter because you can’t be bothered to get your fat ass out of bed in the morning probably comes pretty low down on their list of priorities.”
 
         “I’m sure they’ll appreciate the supreme effort you’re making by going to work in the snow. What do you think you’ll get by way of reward – a pay increase, promotion, company car? It wouldn’t surprise me if they make you CEO. Hell, it’s half a dozen flakes of snow! It hasn’t even settled on the ground. There’s not enough to give frostbite to a fly, so I don’t think we’ll be seeing skiers and teams of huskies along the High Street just yet.” 
         
 
         “You want to borrow some money, huh? You fucking little parasite. That’s why this planet has things called jobs.”
 
         “You say you’re afraid of being too successful too soon? Trust me, you have nothing to worry about.”
 
         “So you reckon you’re bound to have a successful career because cream always rises to the top? That’s true, it does – but then again, so does scum.”
 
         “Sorry but you just have to accept that the older you get, the tougher it is to lose weight, because by then your body and your fat have become really good friends.”
 
         “So you’re having a bad hair day! Big deal! Every day of my life’s been a bad hair day.”
 
         “Nobody’s happy with what’s on their head. People with straight hair want it to be curly, people with curly hair want it to be straight; people with blond hair want to be brunettes and people with dark hair want to be blondes; people with ginger hair feel persecuted and bald people want everyone to be blind.”
         
 
         “You bought a car for five hundred bucks but it ain’t running too good? Quelle fucking surprise! You’re lucky it’s running at all. What did you expect for five hundred bucks – leather interior, built-in mini bar and studio-quality sound system? It’s probably only the Garfield on the side window that’s holding the rustbucket together.”
 
         “Yeah, I agree with you; the guy in front is a lousy driver. The secret is to give him plenty of room to behave like a prick and not get so close to his rear end, like you are now, that you can almost smell what he had for lunch.”
 
         “So you reckon three speeding tickets in the past month are proof that you’re being victimized? You don’t think they could be proof that you drive too fast?”
 
         “Don’t get too cocky. If everything’s coming your way, it usually means you’re driving in the wrong lane.” 
         
 
         “Have you ever heard of Sod’s Law? It governs everything and dictates that anything that can go wrong will go wrong. For instance, it was Sod’s Law that you were born when your mother and I desperately wanted a girl.”
 
         “The quickest way to make a red light turn green is to start looking for something in the glove compartment.”
 
         “The slowest drivers in the world are those people who are getting out of the parking space you’re waiting to get into.”
 
         “As soon as you get a cup of coffee, your boss will send you on an errand that will last until the coffee is cold.”
 
         “If you tell your boss that you were late for work because of a flat tyre, it will be Sod’s Law that the next morning you really will get a flat tyre.”
 
         “Your schooldays were the best days of your life. You remember when you were five and you pissed yourself in the school playground? Well, that was as good as it gets.” 
         
 
         “Next time you wish you were young again, just think back  to algebra homework.”
 
         “You had to wait over an hour to catch the bus to work  this morning? That’s terrible. What a waste of your  valuable time. Think how many levels of Assassin’s Creed  II you could have played in that time.”
         
 
         “Accept it, you screwed up. Now let’s move on. It’s not the  restaurant’s fault that you booked for 7.30 but really meant  8.30. They’re not mind-readers. It’s a popular place, so of  course they’ve let your table go. You can argue with them  all you want but it won’t get you anywhere. It’s not like  you’re a major food critic with a bit of clout. You’re just a  guy who takes his old mum and dad out every Christmas to  compensate for them having to put up with his shit the  other fifty-one weeks of the year.”
 
         “As they said in Forrest Gump, life is like a box of  chocolates – you never know what you’re going to get. Just  try not to get the nut cluster, sweetheart, because they  always get stuck in your teeth.” 
         
 
         “Life is not like a box of chocolates, life is like a shit sandwich. But the more bread you have, the less shit you have to eat.”
 
         “Life is like eating artichokes – you have to go through so much to get so little.”
 
         “Life is like a roll of toilet paper – the closer it gets to the end, the faster it goes.”
 
         “As Alan Bennett once said, life is like opening a tin of sardines – we’re all of us looking for the key.”
 
         “I don’t know why you’re feeling so sorry for yourself. What about me? Last week I did one of those travel surveys where they have age bracket tick-boxes. The top age bracket was ‘60–75’, but I had to put ‘over 75’ and it made me realize I am just one tick-box away from death.”
 
         “If you think there is good in everybody, you haven’t met everybody.”  
         
 
         “Stress, my arse! What have you got to be stressed about? If you did a proper man’s job, like a fireman or a policeman or a surgeon, maybe I could understand it, but what stress is there involved with being a ladies’ fucking hairdresser? What’s the worst you can do to anyone? Give them an unsatisfactory blow dry?”
 
         “Remember, if the world didn’t suck, we’d all fall off.”
 
         “Builders never turn up on time – it’s written in the code of the Federation of Master Builders. They operate on a different clock from the rest of the population. In fact, you’re lucky they’ve shown up at all. Why do you think Rome wasn’t built in a day? Because J.L. Gregory & Sons were on that job.”
 
         “We’re all born naked, wet and hungry. And from then on, things just get worse.”
 
         “So you can’t go to the game tomorrow night because your nasty old boss is making you work late? Sorry, but you’re mistaking me for someone who gives a damn.” 
         
 
         “Why are you so fucking miserable about hitting forty? It happens to us all. Do you think you’re suddenly going to wake up tomorrow morning with a bald patch and a bad back? Don’t even think about needing to ‘slow down’ as you put it. You’ve used up so little energy over the past thirty-nine years that you should have plenty in reserve to see you through a few more decades.”
 
         “You’re feeling down because all you’ve got to show for forty years on Earth is a broken marriage? What about your police record? Don’t forget that.”
 
         “If life was fair, Elvis would still be alive and all the impersonators would be dead.”
 
         “It’s a fact that life’s unfair. The best you can hope for is that it will occasionally be unfair in your favour.”
 
         “If life was fair, Scarlett Johansson would be begging me to take her out to a bar and a club and show her a good time. Instead, I’ve got to take your mother to bingo.” 
         
 
         “If life was fair, men would get pregnant too.”
 
         “If life was fair, wasps would only sting bankers, lawyers, politicians and the bastard who wrote ‘tosser’ in the dirt on the side of my car.”
 
         “The secret of a happy life is to run out of cash and air at exactly the same time.”
 
         “The loan shark’s interest rates are extortionate? No kidding! And now he’s sending threatening letters because you can’t keep up with the repayments? What did you expect to get from him – a Christmas card?”
 
         “Your lottery numbers came up the one week you didn’t buy a ticket? Gee, that’s lousy luck. I guess there’s a moral in there somewhere, and I think the moral is: you’re a loser.”
 
         “Sure you can have a house party. But be warned: I’ll wander around naked, telling all your friends embarrassing stories about your childhood.” 
         
 
         “You’re only young and stupid once. After that you’re just stupid.”
 
         “There’s always a lot to be thankful for if you just take the trouble to look for it. For example, I’m sitting here thinking how good it is that wrinkles don’t hurt.”
 
         “Always try and look on the bright side of life, and if you can’t find it, just get pissed.”
 
         “I always take life with a pinch of salt … plus a slice of lemon … and a shot of tequila.
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            When I Was Your Age …

         
 
         Apart from receiving a new hip from Santa, there are few things old people relish more than the opportunity to stroll – slowly and three abreast so that they block the pavement – down memory lane. In the blink of a cataract they are transported back in time to a world of outside toilets, tin bathtubs, radio ventriloquists, nit nurses and bread and dripping, where everyone was so poor that the only hot meal they’d get was if a tramp was sick over them.
         
 
         “When I was your age, we didn’t have fake dog shit. We only had real dog shit, and no one thought it was a damn bit funny.”
 
         “For Christmas, we’d get a pair of pants with a hole in the pocket. That way, we’d have something to wear and something to play with.”
         
 
         “Listen, when I was a kid the nearest we got to a Jacuzzi was if one of us farted in the fucking bath.”
 
         “We were so poor when I was young that for Christmas dinner we used to go to the nearest KFC and lick other people’s fingers.”
 
         “You’re lucky even to have a toilet. When I was your age, we had to use a hole in a tree and take our chances with the local squirrels.”
 
         “I know it’s bad that the hand drier in the toilet is broken, but in my day we didn’t have such things. If I needed to dry my hands with hot air, I had to knee your father sharply in the balls.”
 
         “What are you wasting your money on aftershave for? In my day we used to stick on a bit of TCP.” 
         
 
         “Is it true that on cable TV they have a channel devoted solely to the weather – twenty-four hours of weather? When I was a kid we had something like that, but we called it a window.”
 
         “You call these knickers? There’s hardly enough material in them to cover a gnat’s arse! You hang them on the line and they’re smaller than the clothes peg! In my day, knickers were the size of small battleships and you wore them for twenty years before cutting them up to use as dusters.”
 
         “We didn’t do all this keep-fit malarkey in my day. We got our exercise by carrying Uncle Albert back from the pub every night.”
 
         “You kids ain’t mean. Heck, when I was growing up we didn’t steal hub caps, we stole knee caps.”
 
         “Why do you kids have to go to the gym to exercise? In my day we kept fit by running from the cops.” 
         
 
         “Safe sex? When I was your age, safe sex was when your grandma didn’t know about it.”
 
         “I don’t get the craze among youngsters for collecting these scratch and sniff stickers. Scratch and sniff used to be something you did to your butt.”
 
         “The problem is people these days are too comfortable. They don’t know the meaning of suffering and hardship. If you ask me, everyone needs to go outside at least once in their life and take a good crap in the woods.”
 
         “When I was a kid, every house in the street had an outside toilet. I was thirteen before I knew what it was like to have a pee without icicles forming on the end of my dick.”
 
         “There’s you fretting about what colour to paint the walls of your house! In my day, paint was for rich people. We had to decorate using the blood my brothers and I coughed up from breathing in dust all day long. And if we ran short, my father would slash his arm. So wherever we lived we had red walls. But we were happy.” 
         
 
         “We were so poor that if shit were money, my dad would have been born without an asshole.”
 
         “What’s all this bollocks about stress in the workplace? In my day you went to work even if you had an ear hanging off or were swathed from head to foot in bandages, and anyone who said he felt under pressure emotionally would likely be locked away in a secure unit for the rest of his life.”
 
         “I don’t understand why women are always complaining about sexual harassment at work. In my day we complained if we didn’t get any!”
 
         “What’s with all this health and safety crap? I don’t know what the world’s coming to. In my day, you could lose an arm at work and nobody batted an eyelid. In fact, you’d have to wait until the next tea break before they even called a doctor.”
 
         “Fuck health and safety. If these fuckwits had been around when I was a kid, we wouldn’t even have been able to play snakes and fucking ladders in case we were somehow traumatised by a picture of a fucking cartoon snake on a piece of fucking card. ‘Oh, Johnny’s having terrible nightmares because if he ever goes anywhere near a ladder he thinks a giant anaconda’s going to get him.’ Send for social services.”
         
 
         “You call this music? You can’t even understand the words! We had proper music in my day. Italian opera was my favourite.”
 
         “Back when I was a kid in the 1960s, we had real music – people like The Beatles, The Rolling Stones, The Beach Boys and … Cilla Black. Yeah, well not everything was great.”
 
         “All this screeching and shouting you get on songs these days, it’s terrible. We had singers with beautiful clear voices, like the Singing Nun. Lovely voice she had. Pure and clean. Topped herself in a double suicide pact with her lesbian lover, you know.”
 
         “That’s not dancing. That’s an impression of someone having an epileptic fit. With moves like that, you wouldn’t have lasted ten seconds on the floor of the old Mecca Ballroom in Southampton.”
         
 
         “You reckon I was strict? Well, when I was a boy, my father used to ground me – and then run electricity through me.”
 
         “The schools today are too soft. Our school was so tough it had its own coroner.”
 
         “There’s so much violence on TV these days. Almost every programme seems to feature guns, and it sets kids such a bad example. Why can’t they show a good Western instead?”
 
         “Laura, I don’t know why you’re getting so worked up about not being able to find anything to wear. You’ve got a whole wardrobe full of clothes. When I was a girl, I had one dress – and that used to double up as a curtain at night.” 
         
 
         “You call this beer? We gave stuff like this to babies.”
 
         “In my day, commitment to a relationship was emotional, financial and material. Nowadays commitment begins and ends with having your partner’s name tattooed on your backside.”
 
         “How can you be bored? When I was your age I was never bored. We couldn’t afford any toys, so we made our own entertainment. We’d play for hours beating each other black and blue with sticks and throwing stones at neighbours’ windows, seeing how many we could smash. Ah, happy days!”
         
 
         “Boredom? When I was your age I didn’t know the meaning of the word ‘boredom’. We couldn’t afford a dictionary, you see.”
 
         “No, I never did weed. Well, just once. That shit will kill you. Just so that you know, I was drunk at the time.” 
         
 
         “I never did coke. The only thing I ever want to put up my nose is my finger.”
 
         “Your grandma and I were so stick skinny, I’m amazed we didn’t start a fire when we had sex.”
 
         “You reckon you can run fast? You don’t know the meaning of fast. When I was your age I was so fast I could turn out the lights and get in bed before it went dark.”
 
         “We couldn’t afford shoes, so we went barefoot. In the winter we had to wrap our feet with barbed wire for traction.”
 
         “We didn’t have fancy shampoos. If anyone had dandruff, they were decapitated on the spot.”
 
         “In my day, we didn’t have MTV or in-line skates, or any of that stuff. No, it was 45s and regular old metal-wheeled roller skates, and the 45s always skipped, so that to get them to play right you’d weigh the needle down with something like pennies, which we never had because our parents couldn’t afford to give us an allowance, so we’d use our skate keys instead and end up forgetting they were taped to the record-player arm so that we couldn’t adjust our skates, which didn’t really matter because those crummy metal wheels would kill you if you hit a pebble anyway, and in those days roads had real pebbles in them, not like today …”
         
 
         “No one had cars. If you wanted to get run over, you had to live on a tram route.”
 
         “We didn’t have rocks. We had to go down to the creek and wash our clothes by beating them with our heads.”
 
         “Our house was so small that half of the TV was in one room and the other half was in another.”
 
         “When I was your age, everyone in the house had to share. I was only able to keep warm in bed at night if it wasn’t the dog’s turn for the blanket.” 
         
 
         “We didn’t have dogs or cats. The only pet I had was Silver Beauty, my beloved paperclip.”
 
         “We didn’t have horses. We had to sew two ponies together.”
 
         “If I was five minutes late for work, the boss would brand me on both legs with a red-hot iron, stretch me on the rack for half an hour and then throw me in a vat of acid. And it never did me any harm.”
 
         “Kids today think the world revolves around them. In my day, the sun revolved around the world, and the world was perched on the back of a giant tortoise.”
 
         “When I was your age, we didn’t have any Nintendo. We played real games like chew the bark off a tree. You played until your gums bled.”
 
         “When I was a kid we didn’t have no fancy contraceptives like pullin’ out.” 
         
 
         “When I was your age, it cost more to run a car than it did to park it.”
 
         “We were so poor we had to use cobwebs for curtains.”
 
         “When I was a kid, I had to walk two miles to school every day through three feet of snow carrying two sacks of potatoes on my back.”
 
         “When I was a boy, I had to walk barefoot to school for four miles every day through five feet of snow carrying my school desk on my back and a bucketful of water in each hand.”
 
         “When I was young, I had to walk ten miles uphill to school every day through seven feet of snow carrying 1,200 pounds of firewood on my back and two bucketfuls of sand in each hand while rabid wolverines nipped at my elbows.”
 
         “Back when I was a boy, I had to walk fifteen miles to school every day through the snow – uphill both ways.” 
         
 
         “Why don’t you want to know how much a loaf of bread used to cost in my day? That’s the trouble with you – you’re just not interested in history.”
 
         “So there’s no milk in the fridge?! Walk to the supermarket. It’s all of two minutes away. In my day, if we ran out of milk we had to wait for your grandma to give birth again.”
 
         “We never had any of this virtual reality. If a one-eyed, green gargantuan monster was chasing you with an axe, you just had to hope you could outrun him.”
 
         “When I was your age, we couldn’t afford to repair the large hole in the roof of our house. So whenever rain was forecast, we used to nail Grandma and Grandpa to the tiles and stretch them across the gap. They were always happy to help out.”
 
         “You kids have it so easy today. When I was your age there was no TV. If we wanted medical drama, we couldn’t watch shows like ER – we had to perform our own open-heart surgery on Uncle Sidney in the living room.” 
         
 
         “In my day, we didn’t get that disembodied, slightly ticked-off voice saying ‘Doors Closing’. We got on the train, the doors closed, and if your hand was sticking out it scraped along the tunnel all the damn way to the next station, by which time it was just a bloody stump. But the base fare was only a dollar.”
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