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For Elly and Polly – two very good reasons not to risk
my life on the basis of the advice in some dumb list.

   
      
Introduction


      
      The premise of this book is simple.

      
      It’s an anti-list. The list to end all lists. A slacker’s bible.

      
      More specifically, it’s a direct response to all those top tens, top hundreds and top thousands that dominate modern life.

      
      It’s a book for everyone who’s fed up of being told what to do with their time. Everyone who is tired of being made to feel
         inferior just because they haven’t shared the same experiences as overgrown schoolboys and over-privileged critics. Everyone
         who resents having their TV schedules and bookshelves taken over with gigantic but ultimately meaningless lists. In short,
         it’s for everyone.
      

      
      There are just too many lists in the world telling us what to do with our time – and not enough time to do it all in. Turn
         on Channel 4 at any time when they aren’t showing Big Brother and chances are there will be another list of 50 programmes you absolutely must watch before you shuffle off this mortal
         coil. Buy any Sunday supplement and you’re almost guaranteed to be confronted by To-Do lists outlining every book we have
         to read, every film we have to watch, every TV programme we have to sit through, every holiday destination we have to visit, every indulgent purchase we have to make, every
         culinary oddity we have to experience and every drop of culture we have to imbibe if we are to consider ourselves fully alive…
         before we die. It’s exhausting.
      

      
      The last time I entered ‘things to do before you die’ into Google, more than 2 million entries came up. People are dictating
         to us on everything from ‘101 Things to Buy’ to ‘300 Beers to Try’ to ‘50 Things to do in Keighley before you die’ (‘Go Down
         the Pool Water Slide’ comes in at number five*).
      

      
      Life just isn’t long enough even to read a fraction of these lists, let alone act on their suggestions. Especially since the
         majority of them are so ludicrous. Is it really a good idea to touch a tiger? To eat rotting shark? How many of us are actually
         going to have our lives enriched by rolling down a hillside in a plastic bubble? 
      

      
      And that’s before we’ve got to the strange obsession in all these guides about getting up close and personal with aquatic
         life that would far rather be left alone.
      

      
      With all entries based on real suggestions from other list books and websites, Sod That! will assure its readers that they don’t need to feel spiritually inferior just because they haven’t gone to all the money
         and effort of getting to, say, Easter Island. Rampant consumer tourism isn’t a moral absolute. But it is bad for the environment.
         How many people can afford to go to Machu Picchu, after all? Imagine the damage that would be done if everyone did fly all the way to Peru and tramp their way through delicate rainforests to get there.
      

      
      This book is a rallying call for common sense and dignified indolence over hectic, wasteful and morally dubious over-activity.
         Sometimes staying at home is the best thing to do with your time and Sod That! proves it.
      

      
      Sam Jordison
April
2008
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      Climb Everest

      
      In March 1923, in an interview with the New York Times, British mountaineer George Leigh Mallory claimed he wanted to climb Everest simply ‘because it’s there’. This statement
         sounds good only up until the point you actually think about it. Proper consideration reveals that it’s a completely ridiculous
         reason to give for anything. Imagine what you’d think if someone said the same thing about smearing himself in dog poo, for
         instance.
      

      
      Tragically, Mallory rather reinforced this argument by dying on the mountain one year later. His sad demise only spurred more
         people on to ‘conquer’ the mountain and in recent years it’s been opened up to just about anyone with enough money to join
         an expedition there.
      

      
      So it is that when someone you know – or your family knows – assays a climb of Everest, their efforts are all you’ll hear
         about for six months: the expense; the having to stump up sponsorship money; the worry (the lots of worry); and then, when
         (if) he/she returns frostbitten and triumphant, the staggering achievement. 
      

      
      In reality, climbing Everest is about as sensible and safe as running across the traffic on a motorway. But would your parents-in-law
         put that in their yearly round robin letter? ‘X’s partner Y [that’s you] got incredibly lean after much preparation in the
         pub and made it across the M25 at Reigate… and back! Of course we are all incredibly proud of his achievement. He did burst
         his spleen and have his femur cracked in two on the return sprint but is luckily still alive. Pictures on Flickr!’
      

      
      Just consider: more than 200 people have died attempting the ascent of Everest and thousands have had to be airlifted out
         of danger – many of them crippled or otherwise permanently injured. Conditions are so difficult that most bodies are left
         where they fall when people die. Frozen corpses line the major routes up as ghoulish reminders to all other climbers of just
         how foolish they are.
      

      
      Every team that climbs Everest leaves an average of 500 kg of rubbish behind, which then freezes onto the side of the great
         mountain for eternity, ice-preserved woolly mammoth style. Climbers have reported finding medical waste and bloody syringes
         on the route up and it’s said that it’s impossible to dig anywhere near the main routes without encountering some kind of
         trash or frozen human excrement. No longer serene or mysterious, the mountain has become the highest junkyard in the world.
      

      
      USELESS TRIVIA

      
      [image: image] Mount Everest is the world’s biggest mountain at c.29,000 feet.
      

      
      [image: image] Permits to climb the mountain cost $25,000.
      

      
      [image: image] A guide costs a further $25,000.
      

      
      [image: image] Food, fuel and oxygen supplies and tents: a minimum of $40,000.
      

      
      [image: image] Helicopter evacuation: $5,000.
      

      
      [image: image] On one particularly bad day, 11 May 1996, eight people died trying to get down from Mount Everest.
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      Learn and Perform the Kama Sutra

      
      Why are we so in thrall to the notion that bodily contortion is erotic? 

      
      Why have we let goaty New Age gurus convince us that if we aren’t prepared to get more bent up with our lover than during
         a game of Twister with a giant centipede, we are somehow inadequate and boring? 
      

      
      Why would we ever give in to the authority of the attributed author of the book: ‘Nandi’, the sacred bull and doorkeeper to
         Shiva? Why should we allow our sexual lives to be directed by a volume that advises: ‘if the bone of a peacock or of a hyena
         be covered with gold, and tied on the right hand, it makes a man lovely in the eyes of other people’?
      

      
      What would actually happen if a man were to take seriously the book’s instruction to rub into his lingam* the ‘remains of
         a kite who has died a natural death, ground into powder, and mixed with cowach and honey’? Would it really make a woman ‘subject to his will’? Or would it actually be a bit smelly and off-putting?
      

      
      Finally, just in case there are any chaps out there still thinking that they might like to follow some of the book’s teachings,
         just study its advice about how best to increase the size of your lingam: ‘Rub it with the bristles of certain insects that
         live in trees, and then, after rubbing it for ten nights with oils… again rub it with the bristles as before. By continuing
         to do this a swelling will be gradually produced in the lingam… then lie on a cot, and cause his [your] lingam to hang down
         through a hole in the cot.’
      

      
      Let’s face it. We all just bought the book in the hope that there might be some dirty pictures.* It would be mad to actually
         put most of its suggestions into practice.
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      Trace Your Family Tree

      
      Do the names on those absurdly intricate diagrams mean anything to you at all? Is it really interesting to learn that your
         great-great-great grandfather worked in a shop? Or that your great-great-great-aunt married someone called Eustace and died
         in 1823? Do you really need to spend years of your life uncovering this information? 
      

      
      If you are subject to this unfortunate compulsion, then before embarking on the necessarily long and tedious trawls through
         public records offices it’s perhaps worth considering the fact that the entire enterprise of building family trees is based
         on an almost certainly false premise: that all your relatives have been faithful to their partners.
      

      
      If you come from a normal family, I’m guessing that in all probability your true line can be traced back no further than your
         great-grandmother’s milkman in the 1920s. Of course, if none of your ancestors ever had an affair and you really can trace your genetic line back to Adam, I’m wrong. In that case your family
         tree research is merely boring.
      

      
      USELESS TRIVIA

      
      [image: image] American writer Christopher Andersen claims in his book After Diana that Prince Harry used to be keen to take a DNA test, but the Queen forbade it. Unless the surprisingly broad-shouldered
         royal does take the test, his true paternity will remain a mystery, although Andersen also says that the Princess of Hearts
         met her lover James Hewitt as early as 1981 (not 1984, as the pair later claimed) and that the carrot-topped Major who bears
         an uncanny resemblance to Harry could indeed be the goofy young prince’s father… All of which goes to show that even the most
         closely and publicly monitored family trees are potentially dubious.

      [image: image]
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      Go Parachuting

      
      In a sense, I have a suspicion that there’s no point writing this entry. If you’re the kind of person who thinks that it’s
         a good idea to spend a fortune in order to throw yourself at the hard ground from a great height, protecting yourself from
         impact only with a sheet attached to your body by strings, reason and logic probably won’t penetrate. If, meanwhile, you’re
         going on a ‘jump’ (wouldn’t it be more accurate to call it a ‘fall’?) for charity, I certainly don’t want to stop you. No,
         wait. Scrub that last statement. I do actually want to stop you. It’s a stupid thing to do. Why not have a nice peaceful sleep-in
         for charity instead? 
      

      
      Some will try to tell you that parachuting is a life-enhancing experience and that, should you survive, it will give you a
         new perspective on the rest of your life. Don’t listen to them. You don’t need to risk death by splatterdom to realise what
         an elementary knowledge of gravity can already tell you: you’re better off staying on the ground.
      

      
      The main reason not to go parachuting, however, is that – unless you want to go to all the trouble, expense and risk of properly training to do a solo ‘jump’ – the only way you can get to fall out of the sky is attached to a qualified instructor.
         By the buttocks. That’s right. You’re tied around the middle to a complete stranger. Generally, a big hearty man whose nature
         can be easily summarised in the fact that he tumbles out of planes for a living.
      

      
      For practical reasons, you become attached to your new friend on the ground, have to stay together for 30–40 excruciating
         minutes as your tiny plane makes its perilous way into the skies. Then, you spend 30 awful seconds battling G-forces as you
         plummet downwards, before your parachute opens and you start spinning round hopelessly, desperately trying not to gush sick
         up into your companion’s face. Finally, you hit the ground and (if you’re lucky enough to survive) spend the rest of the day
         with a splitting gravity-induced headache and a very embarrassed feeling – sadly with none of the fun memories or lovebites
         that usually accompany these pains.
      

   
      
      
5


      Join a Book Club

      
      Book clubs are one of the biggest cultural phenomena of the new millennium. Encouraged by Oprah Winfrey and Richard and Judy,
         they’ve sprung up in pubs and sitting rooms around the world faster than mould in a damp bathroom. A 2006 TUC survey even
         discovered that 91% of employees in Britain would want to join a club if they had the opportunity.
      

      
      But why go to all that trouble, travel all that way and bake all those cakes just to learn that your friends or colleagues
         are as wrong about books as they are about everything else?
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      Go to Watch a Formula One Race in Monaco

      
      VROOOM! Squeal! VROOOOOOMM!

      
      ‘Did you see who that was?’

      
      VROOOM

      
      ‘What?’

      
      ‘Did you see who that was?’

      
      ‘What?’

      
      ‘I said, did you…’

      
      VROOOM! Squeal! VROOOOOOMM!

      
      ‘I can’t hear you. It’s too noisy.’

      
      ‘DID YOU SEE WHO THAT WAS?’

      
      ‘No.’

      
      ‘Who?’

      
      ‘What?’

      
      VROOOM! Squeal! VROOOOOOMM!

      
      ‘WHO WAS IT?’

      
      ‘I already told you I don’t know.’

      
      VROOOM! Squeal! VROOOOOOMM!
      

      
      ‘What?’

      
      ‘What?’

      
      ‘I said – oh fuck it. Do you want a beer?’

      
      ‘What?’

      
      ‘Beer?’

      
      You make a drinking motion. Your companion understands. You go and get two beers. They cost you £12. And you can’t taste them
         anyway because of the disgusting smell of petrol that hangs in the air. You still can’t make out what’s happening on the track
         either. Your ears are hurting. Later, a man in a Ferrari fleece will force you to engage in a conversation about gearboxes.
         Then you’ll lose all your money in the casino. A fitting punishment for taking part in an activity that Jeremy Clarkson approves
         of.
      

      
      USELESS TRIVIA

      
      [image: image] As well as defying most of the normal laws of the universe by being both dangerous and boring at the same time, Formula One
         races should possibly be avoided on ethical grounds too. The cars burn through a litre of high-octane fuel every kilometre
         they travel. Even more is used up in jetting the cars and their support teams around the world, and testing the infernal machines
         in wind tunnels.
      

      
      Don’t let this make you think that the sport is bad for the environment, however! Norbert Haug, head of Mercedes-Benz Motorsport,
         which provides the engines for McLaren, has shown his critics short shrift, defending the sport on the grounds that millions
         of people around the world watch Formula One races on television and are thus prevented from using their cars while the race
         is underway. So there you go.
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      Walk on Fire

      
      ‘Become the Phoenix,’ advise the New Age gurus. ‘Fire-walk! Experience burning ambition! Heat up your soul!’

      
      The shortest sponsored walk you can do, the 100-foot dash over red-hot coals, is sold to us as an involved spiritual journey.
         It is, say its promoters, visible proof of how the spiritual can overrule the temporal plane. An ego-nourishing way of turning
         fear into power.
      

      
      As well as rattling off sub-yoga dialogue, practitioners are able to produce some impressive religious bona fides. The interestingly
         named !Kung people have practised fire-walking for as long as they have been in existence. Hindus have done it for thousands
         of years in their Thimithi festival. Management consultants and highly motivated middle managers have been at it in team building
         exercises since the early 1970s.
      

OEBPS/images/Art_P012.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_Pangle.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781409111177.jpg
@BEFOR«.

- YOupE

SAM JORDISEN






OEBPS/images/Art_P004.jpg





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
Sod That!

103 Things Not to Bother
Doing Before You Die

SAM JORDISON

.





