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If you are a Grumpy Old Man, the chances are that you have been given this book as a Christmas present.


Indeed, the likelihood is that it’s Christmas morning right now, and you’ve received this book about ten seconds ago. In fact, I’ve got a strong feeling that you have just opened the wrapping paper, and are having to flick through the first couple of pages with a half-smile on your face to show that you are appreciative and can’t wait to get started on reading it. Yes, I’ve got a clear mental image of you squinting at the irritatingly tiny type and wondering where the hell your specs are.


Whoever has given it to you – most likely your impertinent kids or lovely wife or sister-in-law – is looking at your face right at this very moment for signs of your reactions. And if that’s the case, you’re probably wondering how on earth you’re going to show something resembling appreciation, when you’ve already dug deep into your reserves of dissembling to indicate pleasure at receiving a de-luxe car-care kit, a novelty tie, a CD of Santana’s greatest hits that you’ve already got, and a bottle of red wine with ‘Old Git’ written on the side.


Well, you’ve got a couple of alternatives (and I know I can’t keep you long because you’re going to have to react in the next few seconds or so). One of them is: ‘Oh thanks so much. I’ve loved the TV series and this is by the same bloke who wrote it. I’ll enjoy that.’ That’s got a lot to recommend it. It’s polite, neutral and will allow you to move swiftly on to open the plastic wood-effect cuff-link tidy that goes next to your bed. (Good luck with showing appreciation for that one, by the way.)


Another is to tell the truth, which is more along the lines of: ‘If one more person reminds me this year that I’m just like all those miserable bastards on the telly because I’m always going on and on about the same things they are going on about, I’ll drill out their brain and fill the hole with snow.’ Maybe that one is less warmly to be recommended; it may be seasonal, but perhaps it doesn’t get Christmas off to quite the start you all want.


So how about a response which just gives everyone a good laugh because it confirms for them that you are, as they all already suspect, a Grumpy Old Man who can just about tolerate all the bollocks surrounding Christmas, but is unlikely to want to throw a party every time someone gives you a modestly amusing gift.


Something like: ‘Mmm. Thanks. Just what I wanted.’


That’ll give them all a little anecdote to tell about you to their friends. ‘Yeah, the old man just about raised a smile when we gave him that book about the bloody stupid TV series. Yeah, right, proves he’s a grumpy old bastard. Pass the alco-pops.’


OK? So, repeat after me, with feeling: ‘Mmm. Thanks. Just what I wanted.’


Congratulations. You’ve just given purpose to our lives as Grumpies – for it is our lot to spread a little innocent amusement at our own expense to those around us, and I can almost hear the gales of laughter echoing across time and space.


And the book? Well, my advice would be to put it in the bog and read a paragraph or two when you are taking a shit. That’s more or less how I wrote it. But don’t worry; I always remembered to wash my hands.


SP
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’Tis the Season to be Grumpy
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So … I’ve been trying to think what it is. You know, what it is in particular about Christmas that brings out the worst in Grumpy Old Men. Why should it be, do you suppose, that while everyone else is wishing each other a merry Christmas, sending festive greetings cards to people they scarcely see from one year to the next, thinking about goodwill to all men, why is it that this is the time of year most guaranteed to get up our snitches?


Well, I guess you can take your pick really, can’t you? It’s anything and everything – from the breakfast telly presenters who tell us there are now just 120 shopping days to go, to the annual festive strike by airport baggage handlers.


From office parties where drunken juniors, who have waited the whole year for the opportunity, finally tell you what ‘the trouble with you is …’, to parents videoing their precocious brats starring in the atrocious school nativity play when your kid is playing the part of the donkey’s rear end.


From the woman next door who drops in to show your wife the diamond ring her prat of a husband has bought her, to the 150th opportunity to see Whistle Down the Wind on the telly.
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From that very special variety of constipation you feel after eating more turkey in one meal than you eat in the whole of the rest of the year put together, to the unvarnished joy of picking Christmas tree needles out of the fibres of your car rugs right up to Easter.


Oh yes, it’s all this and so very much more.


But none of that quite captures the essence of it. Sure, there is irritation in all of the above and so much more besides, but as far as the average Grumpy Old Man is concerned, it’s all much of a muchness. All just variations on the general theme. None of these events on their own, nor even the whole collection, quite accounts for the very particular brand of crabby grouchiness that pervades us at this time of the year.


Well, the good news is that I think I have the answer. I’ve given it an enormous amount of thought; far more, in fact, than is good for me or for those unfortunate enough to be around me. But I’ve got it. And now I’m going to share it with you.


Ready?


The main reason why we are at our grouchiest, grumpiest, uncontrollably mitherly worst at this time of year is that ‘’tis the season to be jolly’. Yes that’s right, you know the sort of thing. ‘Deck the halls with whatever it is of holly …’ ‘’Tis the season to be jolly. Tra la la la la la la la la.’


Now exactly why on earth would that be? Why would this be the season to be jolly? What the hell has any of us got to be jolly about? Does anyone have any idea?


Let’s face it. It’s been yet another crap year, and the only thing that feels remotely worth celebrating is that, in spite of everything and to the disappointment of many of the people close to you, it looks as though you might be surviving to the end of it. Everything is worse. Yes, I mean that; everything.


I repeat the ‘everything’ because you may think I’m joking. Why should I say that? Well, because I’ve found that since I’ve been writing these books and TV series about the lives and loathes of Grumpy Old Men, quite a few people seem to feel the need to have a little laugh about it.


‘Oh we love that series,’ they’ll often say. ‘We agree with every word of it.’ All of which is nice, and even I am not so grumpy that I don’t enjoy the occasional compliment. But then they’ll go ahead and spoil it. ‘Of course, you’re joking, right? Obviously it’s not really true that most things are worse, is it?’


Usually at this point they look at me, half hopefully, as though I’m going to say something like: ‘Oh yes, of course most things are better, but it’s just that I think it’s a jolly jape to run around the place saying that everything is worse.’ As though I’m just doing it for some sort of perverse pleasure or for the sake of my health. Yes, that’s right; I jaunt around thinking that everything is getting so much better, but saying that everything is getting so much worse. For fun.


So let’s be clear. I mean it. I’m not trying to be funny (which may be just as well, I hear you say). This year everything has got so much worse. I mean everything.


Don’t believe me? Well, let’s go through a few things, shall we? Let’s start with the personal as it applies to me, but as it may also apply, at least in part, to you.


Another year has all but passed and I’m a little bit older. A little bit fatter. A little bit greyer. A little bit thinner on top, but I have a little bit more hair growing out of my ears and nose. I’m a little bit more wrinkly and a little bit stiffer in the joints. I sleep a little bit less well, my digestion plays up just a little bit more, I’ve got a little bit less money and my car is a little bit closer to needing to be replaced. My endowment mortgage is promising to disappoint, the PEP I was advised to start ten years ago still hasn’t returned to the value it had in 1996, and the lovely Gordon has just told me that I’ll probably have to work to sixty-eight if I want a pension.


My house is in a little bit worse state of repair and the decorator is a little bit less likely to come since I told him last time that Stephen Hawking could have done a better job of wallpapering the hallway. My children are just a little bit more costly and a little bit more objectionable. My wife is just a little bit more irritated with me and one of the cats has died.


Why has the cat dying made my year worse, considering that I don’t like cats? That’s easy; we’ve still got one cat left and somehow or other, inexplicably, one cat seems more of a bloody nuisance than two.


OK, OK, a little self-centred. A little egocentric. That’s just me. What about the rest of you? Even if everything is getting worse for me personally, surely it isn’t doing so in the wider world? OK, where should we start? It doesn’t matter; we can start anywhere.


Every time I pick up the newspapers, even the proper ones, I’m reading on page one about the impending marriage/pregnancy/divorce of celebrity airhead number one to airhead number two, while I have to wait till about page twelve to read a story about anything that actually matters. Every time I turn on the telly the news presenters are behaving as though they are my ‘mate’ in some way and are addressing me as though we’re in a pub. Every time I turn on the radio there is some totally gibbering idiot warbling mindless vacuous rubbish in between bits and pieces of what passes for music but which is actually totally disposable bollocks that is hardly even here today before it’s gone tomorrow.


There is a little bit more traffic and most of the owners of all those extra cars must live and work near me because my commute takes a little bit longer. (Sorry, that’s about me again, but it could just as easily be about you.) There’s a few more people who want to dig up the road, and the people who want to dig up the road are even less likely than they once were to call each other up and ask if there’s anything anyone else wants to do beneath the surface while they’re at it. There’s a few more people putting obelisks in the road, further obstructing a journey to work which is already like a bloody commando assault course.


The price of anything I want to buy is just a little bit higher, and is now about five times what I think would be reasonable rather than four times as it was last year. There is just a bit more crime, and a bit more of whatever crime there is seems to be violent crime. The police seem less likely to catch anyone for anything as trivial as breaking into someone else’s house, and when they do, a judge ticks them off. Despite that, the prisons are full and we have to build more if there is not to be a ‘crisis’.


Oh, and there is, of course, a ‘crisis’ in the health service.


Enough already? We have hardly even started.


There is just a little bit more tension in the world and on any given day any of us seems just a little bit more likely to get blown to smithereens for some cause that we won’t even get a glimpse of as our brains are flying in one direction and our feet in another. There’s just a little bit more racial tension, just a little bit bigger gap between rich and poor, and we’re just a little bit closer to whichever is the version of Far Eastern flu that’s eventually going to wipe out the majority of us. The education system is worse, vandalism is worse, politicians are worse. Oh, and at this time of the year it’s getting colder. And wetter.


So, fairly shit, huh? Not much to celebrate there, do you think? But oddly enough, none of that is really the problem. Grumpy Old Men aren’t especially grumpy because everything has become worse. Good God, we’re well used to that by now, or at least we should be. No, Grumpy Old Men are grumpy at this time of the year because, despite all of the above and so much more, ‘’Tis the season to be jolly’, and so everyone around us is trying so very hard to be so.


Which would be bad enough if they just got on with trying to ‘be jolly’ and left us the hell alone. But they don’t. It even somehow seems to be a constituent part of their jolliness, for some reason we can only guess at, that we should also ‘be jolly’ with them. (Some hope!)


They say things to us like: ‘Cheer up, it might never happen’ – which is a complete misunderstanding. We’re not looking glum because we’re expecting anything bad to happen; not dreading anything. We’re just grumpy because of what is. Because of the human condition. Because the world is so screwed up that being grumpy is the only rational thing to be. And being surrounded by people imbued with a seasonally adjusted sense of bubbly bonhomie is not going to contribute a feline fart to cheering us up. Quite the contrary. We’re grumpy in any event, and we’re grumpier than ordinarily we would be because cheerful people around us are saying things like: ‘Cheer up, it’ll soon be Christmas.’


As if.


So that’s it then. If you are someone who wants to deck the halls with thingummys of holly, that’s great for you. Enjoy it. But if you’ve got a Grumpy Old Man in your life, your best Christmas gift to him would be to leave him the hell alone.


Or does that seem a bit too grumpy?
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On the First Day of Christmas …
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Last year it happened on 10 October. What happened? The beginning of the nightmare before Christmas, that’s what. The nightmare that lasts from the first moment someone mentions Christmas, right up to Christmas itself and beyond.


Last summer I made a mental note to make a mental note of the first moment when someone pointed out how many, or rather how few, shopping days there were till Christmas.


It happened on 10 October and it was on breakfast telly; but I’m not going to say which channel because I’m in danger of being unfair to my friends on GMTV whose morning programmes I watch most days. It seems a bit harsh that I choose to watch them because I prefer their programmes, and then spend the whole time rambling on about everything they do that irritates me.


Therefore let’s just say it was on breakfast telly, and not say which channel. So it was on 10 October that Penny (we’re going to call her Penny even though that isn’t her real name) pointed out that there were now just seventy-one shopping days or whatever until Christmas. I’m not quite sure why or what the story was – something about predictions from retailers of a shortage of myrrh, or whatever.


Anyhow, until that moment I hadn’t seen a single TV advertisement, nor a single festive decoration in the shops. No sign of anything untoward. Life was as normal as it ever can be for a Grumpy. But then it was almost as though everyone else had been waiting for that first mention as a kind of starting-pistol; one person had said the dreaded word and the floodgates opened. Because from that day onwards, everywhere I looked, I saw references to Christmas.


TV ads for toys competing to be the ‘must-have’ children’s gift this Christmas. Newspaper ads from the Royal Mail telling us the last posting day if you want to send a card to your Auntie Rosemary in Papua New Guinea. Every nitwit columnist in every newspaper or magazine seems to think it’s necessary to tell us about their little Christmas dilemma, like we could possibly care. The news is full of supposed alarm at whichever essential service is going on strike. Whose turn is it this year? Air traffic controllers? Baggage handlers? Train drivers? Gravediggers? All of the above?


And then it starts in the shops. The first signs are the little displays in corners of department stores that seem somehow embarrassed by their own presence. Probably it’s a counter displaying a heavily discounted set of gaudy baubles which are obviously left over from last year. Maybe a couple of Christmas puddings will begin to appear on the lower shelves of the supermarkets, awaiting elevation. Brandy butter, mince pies, and gradually they’ll spread like a rash upwards and across the display. It’s like an ice-breaker, and everyone walking past is shaking their heads muttering, ‘It gets earlier every year’ and other familiar refrains.


Then, with the same certainty and regularity as the first cuckoo in spring or the avalanche of utility bills in January, it’s not long before the first lists start appearing.


We have quite a long kitchen table in our house, and one end is more or less permanently made over to the bureaucratic aspects of my wife’s apparently rather complicated life. It’s a small clutter of letters to and from friends in Australia, birthday cards, get well cards, anniversary cards, house-warming cards, congratulations cards, sympathy cards, thank you cards, and an assortment of little cards that have been handpainted and have scraps of leftover lace or sequins attached to them just in case she needs to write a short note to someone on a subject not covered by the collection of generic cards above.


Then there will be the odd catalogue – featuring assorted clothes, shoes, household goods etc. – an occasional holiday brochure, a copy of Good Housekeeping from last April, a collection of receipts for things that may or may not be going back to the shops, address book, calendar … I hope by now you’re getting the idea.


Among all this debris there are usually two or three handwritten lists. These I usually regard as nothing to do with me, so I barely ever glance at them. But if I do, I’m always immediately at a loss to work out how some subjects got onto one list, and how other subjects got onto another. One will typically say things like ‘cat’s inoculations’, ‘Miren’s birthday’ and ‘Trinny and Susannah, 8 p.m.’ Another will be full of things like ‘book holidays’, ‘get house valued’ and ‘Marmite’. I know, I know; who would dare to try to penetrate or comprehend the mind that lumps these things together?


The point is that one of the early signals that Christmas has already appeared over the distant horizon and is galloping fast in our direction with all the promise of a scene from Zulu is a radical change in the contents of all these lists. From early November onwards there are far fewer ‘brochures for Barcelona’ or reminders to try a new recipe from Nigella, and much more of ‘curtains to dry cleaners’, ‘shampoo bedroom carpet’ and ‘decorate downstairs loo’. Like Santa is not so busy on the night before Christmas that he’s going to take a quick tour of the house to ensure that the bedrooms are spic and span, and maybe will take a quick slash in the downstairs john.


But the first sign of Christmas getting under way, in our household at least, is the annual festive appearance of the Christmas card list. This is an immediately recognisable document because it seems to be only about five minutes since it was last making itself felt as a constant presence on the kitchen worktop near to the telephone.


Ordinarily I make it my business to avoid even glancing at a document like this, because it also clearly comes under the category of ‘nothing to do with me’ and of course I would very much prefer that it should remain that way. However, I can’t help but notice that my wife has developed rather an elaborate code, which seems to group people into a number of categories.


At the top, their names written in clear and bold handwriting indicating total absence of doubt, are the people who are definitely going to get a Christmas card from us. Mum, Malcolm and Kath, Steve and Helen, Peter and Nicky, Andy and Tina, Di and Ian, John and Yvonne, etc., etc. I reckon there are about sixty people or couples on this list.


This is the category of people we see and/or speak to on a very regular basis during the course of the year, and who therefore don’t in my view need to be reminded by receiving a Christmas card from us that we’re still alive. They also don’t need to know – because we’re close friends or relatives and they can pretty much take it for granted – that we wish them a merry Christmas, or whatever it is. I have on one or two occasions pointed out the absurdity, therefore, of sending a Christmas card to these people, but it has turned out not to be an area which is open to debate. If you are in this category, you’re going to get a Christmas card from us, and that’s that.
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The next group – their names written in handwriting which might be a little less determined, as though to suggest that a bit of thought has gone on in between each name – consists of the people we don’t see or speak to from one year to the next. These people are also unlikely to imagine that we don’t wish them appropriate season’s greetings, but for some reason do apparently need to be reminded at Christmas that we are still alive. This list includes various aunts and uncles, to some of whom we are so close that I have never met them. Pen-pal relatives. There are one or two of my wife’s old friends from school, some of whom she hasn’t met for forty years. There are some neighbours who used to live next door to us at houses we haven’t lived in for twenty years and who, if they are still alive, probably don’t still live next door. Even one or two couples we met on holidays several lifetimes ago. These people are also undoubtedly going to have their festive season immeasurably enriched by receiving a card from us. It won’t say ‘Happy Christmas – we’re still breathing’, but that’s what it ought to say.


Then there is a third group. This one we should call the ‘I really don’t think we will send them a card this year – unless of course we receive one from them’ list. Quite a few people on this list have already disqualified themselves from receiving a card from us this year, because the absence of a little cross next to their names indicates that we didn’t receive a card from them last year. So they may either be dead or perhaps are thinking the same thing about us that we are thinking about them. In the case of all these people, it seems that we’ll wait until a card from them drops through the letter-box, say, ‘Oh bugger, we’ve received a card from Jim and Rosemary’ and then send them one.


This only works, of course, if we receive the card before about 23 December. To post one after that indicates without doubt that the card has been an after-thought.


However, the fact that they’ve sent us a card this year means that they’ll probably have to go back on the list for next year; meanwhile, the fact that they haven’t received a card from us this year may well mean that we’re off their Christmas card list for next year, and so it will go on – alternating until one of us dies or all of us come to our senses.


(It’s probably worth adding that if you receive a card from us posted after about the 22nd, with a handwritten PS inside saying something like, ‘Oh to be better organised’, you can pretty well guess that we were not going to send you a card until we received the one from you.)


Next on the list is a category of people who will receive a card from us, but the card is not the point. They are on the list because it’s a reminder to ourselves that this is a good time to give a small gratuity to the various people to whom we are in one way or another in thrall for the rest of the year. This includes, of course, the dustmen so that they will kindly continue for another twelve months to take away all the various items which they could, at their own discretion, easily leave for us to cart to the local tip. Stuff like bags of leaves or the odd out-of-date computer monitor. It includes our regular postman who, unlike his various colleagues who take over from him on his days or weeks off, seems to be able to read. It includes the bloke who delivers our newspaper because he is kind enough to do so before lunch on most days, and until fairly recently it used to include the milkman, before he became an object of nostalgia.


A week or two after the appearance of the Christmas card list, the actual Christmas cards we are going to send will start to appear, again in various batches. (I say ‘we’ but, of course, I don’t mean ‘we’, as we’ll see later.)


I’m not quite sure why we don’t send the same Christmas card to everyone, and the allocation of particular cards to particular people is an art-form far too subtle for me or any other self-respecting Grumpy to comprehend. It’s something along the lines of ‘She’s arty so I thought she’d appreciate that one’ – which I have to admit leaves me totally at a loss for comment.


Sometimes, Christmas cards come in packs of one kind or another, but in order to buy the ones you want, you also have to buy a whole load more with pictures of snowmen in scarves and with carrots for noses or whatever. If you get a picture of a snowman in a scarf from us, you can probably reckon you’re on the C list.


You must have wondered, as I have, why it is that Christmas cards in general are so uniformly uninspiring: a picture of a robin – a nasty and vicious bird with no obvious connection with Christmas; a golden bell which has been slightly raised from the front of the card; a Victorian street-scene with snow. They all leave me cold. And while not especially sentimental about Christmas, I am assuredly not a fan of the rude or otherwise distasteful Christmas card – you know the sort of thing – risqué jokes about what might be going on between Mum and Santa under the mistletoe. Tortured cartoons about roasting nuts. Oh dear.


To add still further to the complexities, my wife has one or two favourite charities, and seems to think that Christmas is a good time to give them some extra money by buying their greetings cards. The trouble is that very often the charity she wants to support has a rather horrible selection of cards. So we have a dilemma: send crap Christmas cards that indicate that we are nice people, or cards with a nicer picture on the front that benefit no one but the manufacturer.


See? It’s a tricky business, this Christmas card-sending lark. You probably thought it was simple, but it’s the sort of thing that can plague us Grumpies. And all that’s bad enough – can you imagine how much worse it would be if we actually sent any ourselves?


Being a Grumpy obviously means that I don’t send any Christmas cards at all. Haven’t done for years. However, there is a last category on the long list described above, with a very few names on it, whom my wife describes as ‘my friends’. I’m not sure quite how they got to be in the category of ‘my friends’ rather than ‘our friends’ – probably because they are in some way related to work – but anyway, a couple of weeks before Christmas we have a little ritual in which I’m asked if I want to send them a card this year.


My problem is that the answer very much depends on what particular mood I’m in at the moment I’m being asked. I’ve found in recent years that I’m just as likely to say ‘no way’ to all of them, as I am to respond indignantly that, of course, we should send a card to them – aren’t we sending cards to all ‘your friends’? So the result is that some years ‘my friends’ will receive a card from us, and some years they won’t. Maybe they wonder about that, but I suspect that, much like myself, they don’t even notice.


I say that I don’t send any cards, but I actually send hundreds – from the office. Every year we have our own card printed – recently featuring, as you might imagine, a selection of the Grumpy Old Men from the series, and everyone in the office signs their first name on about 200 of them. Some poor sod then gets the job of typing names and addresses on envelopes and popping them in the post to the 200 or so people who’ve worked with us or for us, or for whom we’ve worked, in the last twelve months.


How thrilled are these people, do you suppose, to receive an impersonal card from us, signed by about twenty names, only a couple of which they will recognise? Well, my guess is that they are every bit as thrilled as I am when I receive the equivalent from them; that is to say, the cards are greeted with something between indifference and irritation. What the hell – not to put too fine a point on it – could possibly be the point of that? Unless it is to remind them that Christmas is an excellent time for giving us some extra business.


I pause momentarily to say that, believe it or not, at one time I myself was un très grand fromage in ITV, in a position to give business to a lot of TV producers and others. Oddly enough, my jokes were never so funny before or since, my ideas were never better received, and boy did I receive a lot of Christmas cards. Funnily enough, I don’t seem to get quite so many now though. Weird, huh?


Anyway, back at home, my wife is going to allocate what seems like all the evenings in December to writing Christmas cards. Again, having signed 200 of them at work in about half an hour, I cannot for the life of me work out how on earth this process can take so long, but needless to say I have not enquired. The terror involved in the likely response of ‘well, why don’t you do it then?’ rules out any such enquiry.


However, I have noticed that many of the cards she sends will contain an appropriate phrase or two alongside the conventional greeting. As it’s the only time in the year that she’s going to communicate with her friend Julie with whom she went to school the best part of forty years ago, it seems to her appropriate to write something more than ‘merry Christmas’, so Julie will get a couple of sentences.


As this is nothing to do with me, I can’t really be grumpy about it. At least my wife is tailoring her message to the person to whom she is writing. We have not, thank heavens, succumbed to the round robin, which I believe must have been imported from the New World and seems increasingly favoured among our friends.


Wouldn’t it be wonderful, don’t you think, to receive a round robin letter at Christmas from someone whose children hadn’t passed all their exams with flying colours, who hadn’t just recently had another promotion, who hadn’t bought themselves the new BMW or taken their holidays in St Kitts? Wouldn’t it be great to get one that said: ‘Another crap year, we’re getting divorced, the kids are all unemployed, on drugs, have turned out to be cross-dressers and have tattoos.’ But somehow, we don’t ever seem to get any of those.


(Actually I pause here to remark that we used to receive regular bulletins of the round robin type from one or two families we rather like – until I said something disparaging about the practice in our BBC2 programme about Christmas. Since then, we’ve stopped receiving them – though whether this means that they’ve stopped altogether, or it’s just that we are now deemed to be too grumpy to be allowed to receive them, one can only speculate. Anyway, if any of our friends who used to send us round robins are reading this, my wife misses them even if I don’t, so please resume.)


At this point, I was also going to go into a little capsule of bile about people who send you a Christmas card featuring a photograph of their wonderful family, or their house, or their house in the country or whatever – but my wife has pointed out that one or two people whom we really quite like do that, so I’ve got to desist. Pity – but I feel that I’ve already provided the template – you can fill in the colours yourselves.


Of course the other great joy about Christmas cards is the one you receive from ‘George and Rose’ and you have no idea who George and Rose are. In the Christmas Grumpy Old Men Special on BBC, John O’Farrell speculated that




There’s a bloke somewhere in this country with a very perverse sense of humour, who sits at home sending everybody Christmas cards from made-up couples. So every year you open your Christmas card and you go, ‘Happy Christmas from Roy and Jane.’ And you go, ‘Roy and Jane? Who are Roy and Jane? These must be friends of yours from work, darling.’ ‘No, I don’t know Roy and Jane. They’re not that couple we met on holiday, are they?’ ‘No, is that, actually is that Jane or is that James? Do you know a gay couple called Roy and James?’





And I think you’ll agree that he’s right.


There is another fairly recent development on the subject of Christmas greetings which cannot be allowed to pass without a little gripe, and that is the advent of the electronic Christmas card. Obviously I’m not going to be able to write as an expert on this subject, because though I have received plenty of them, I have never actually opened one. To me, or any other Grumpy Old Man, the notion that someone is going to e-mail us what I believe is called a hyperlink, and we’re going to go to the trouble of clicking it, waiting for it to upload, or download or whatever, so that it can show us a ridiculous or offensive cartoon to the tune of ‘Jingle Bells’, is indeed far-fetched. We’re never going to open them. We’re always going to delete them as soon as we know what they are. Don’t bother to send them to Grumpies.
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