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To my amazing Mum, Brenda Osman, 
who taught me how to argue in the first place.
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To my parents, Angus and Virginia Armstrong, 
with apologies for the many pointless arguments 
I have waged over the years.
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We would like to take a moment to thank the following people for their enormous help in writing this book. Maybe three moments. You could time us if you like?

Thanks to the all-important Pointless producers, David Flynn, Michelle Woods, James Fox and Tara Ali. We have listed them in order of their ‘importance’. If you want them ranked in order of who does the actual work, simply read the list backwards.

The ever brilliant Pointless question team. Smart, funny, buff (have you guys been working out?) and a genuinely terrific pub quiz team. Bronagh Taggart, Simon Magson, Rose ‘Awesome’ Dawson, Tom Garton, Laura Ellis, Rob Watts, Helen Morris, Big Nick Shearing (he’s not really big, he’s normal-sized, but that wouldn’t work as a nickname), Jennifer Blyth and Oliver Duffin. 

Special thanks to Chris ‘Halestorm’ Hale, for his usual brilliance, and to Stewart McCartney for his unusual brilliance.

Talking of brilliance, our thanks to the wonderful Debbie Dannell, Pauline Simmons, Lisa Mejuto, Gill Smith, Frosty, Paul ‘Floor Paulie’ Morgan and Sharon Smith. None of you must ever tell the world what we are really like.

For suggesting ‘Pointless’ arguments we are indebted to some lovely ‘Pointless’ viewers, Mark Rea, Lucy Lappin, Katherine Rigby, Steve Murray, Gina Loizou, Rachel Adamantos, Sam Mould and Blair MacDonald. Thanks to everybody else who sent in suggestions too.

Thanks also to all the grown-ups, Fiona Rose and Mark Booth at Hodder & Stoughton, Lucas Church and Claire Heys at Endemol and the wonderful Pam Cavannagh at the BBC. And we missed Charlotte Hardman this time, so instead, a big hello to Alfie Hardman.

Penultimately, but not penultimateleastly thanks to the very funny and handsome Colin Swash, Aidan Hawkes and Matt Hulme.

But biggest thanks of all from us both, to our ‘Pointless’ Series Producer, John Ryan. He makes the show so much easier and our jobs so much more fun. No argument.
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How much time do you waste having arguments? (Does God exist? Does your husband really have man-flu? Which one is Ant?) An hour a day? Two hours a day? You are probably now arguing with somebody about how long you spend arguing every day. So, in this book we’re going to take the 100 most pointless arguments of all time, and we’re going to solve every single one of them, once and for all. Are ghosts real? Which way around should the toilet roll hang? You’re about to find out.

Here’s the basic idea. Next time any pointless argument crops up at home, at work, at school or, more unusually, in a hot-air balloon, simply take out this book, turn to the relevant chapter, point to the definitive answer and move on. Think of the time you’ll save. Either one or two hours a day.

You’ll also find lots of fiendish play-along Pointless quizzes to annoy all the family.

In fact I think it’s safe to say that …

[image: Image Missing] Hi, Richard!

[image: Image Missing] Oh. Xander, hi. You’re back early.

[image: Image Missing] Squash was cancelled – John’s pulled his hamstring. What are you doing?

[image: Image Missing] Me? Nothing. Just some admin.

[image: Image Missing] It’s just that it looks like you might be writing the introduction to our new book?

[image: Image Missing] I’m not! I’m … Well, yes, I’m making notes about the introduction.

[image: Image Missing] I thought you said I could write it this year?

[image: Image Missing] You know when the deadline is, yes?

[image: Image Missing] No – soonish?

[image: Image Missing] Four weeks ago.

[image: Image Missing] Ah … That’s why we’re getting all those emails?

[image: Image Missing] Yes.

[image: Image Missing] And why that woman from the publisher who was so nice at the first meeting is now outside my house with a gun?

[image: Image Missing] Charlotte, yes.

[image: Image Missing] Well, why don’t I write it now?

[image: Image Missing] Oh, man, that would be a great idea. But I’ve sort of done it already is the thing.

[image: Image Missing] Have you mentioned that we’re solving the 100 most pointless arguments in the world?

[image: Image Missing] Yep.

[image: Image Missing] And that there will be lots of quizzes from the show for people to play against their families?

[image: Image Missing] Yep, covered it.

[image: Image Missing] And that we’re solving lots of viewers’ arguments too?

[image: Image Missing] Well, no, I hadn’t—

[image: Image Missing] Ooh, and have you said how much we love making the show, and writing the book?

[image: Image Missing] No, but I was going—

[image: Image Missing] Have you said there’ll be lots of behind-the-scenes gossip about the show?

[image: Image Missing] Not yet, but—

[image: Image Missing] Like that time you smuggled those two Guatamalan w—

[image: Image Missing] Hey, here’s an idea! Why don’t we write the introduction together?

[image: Image Missing] Perfect!

[image: Image Missing] Shall we begin?

[image: Image Missing] Well, we’ve sort of done it, haven’t we?

[image: Image Missing] I suppose so. We could say thank you to everyone for watching.

[image: Image Missing] Ooh, yes, that’s good. Say that.

[image: Image Missing] Anything else you want to add?

[image: Image Missing] I would like to add that I have lost my keys.

[image: Image Missing] OK. That doesn’t need to be in the introduction, though, does it?

[image: Image Missing] No, you’re quite right.

[image: Image Missing] So shall we just solve another ninety-nine arguments?

[image: Image Missing] I think we should. Before Charlotte reloads.
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This is the perfect place to start the book, as ‘Whose turn is it to take the bins out?’ opens the single most common argument in Britain today.* 

At first it seems like a perfectly innocent query, but we all know better than that, don’t we?

When the words ‘Whose turn is it to take the bins out?’ enter any conversation, your brain instantly issues an ‘Amber Level Alert’, which, as we all know, signifies ‘Deadly Threat Imminent’.

When you hear ‘Whose turn is it to take the bins out?’ from your wife, you know the question you’re actually hearing is: ‘Remind me again why I married you?’ And who, quite honestly, still has a convincing answer to that one?

When you hear ‘Whose turn is it to take the bins out?’ from your husband, however, you know the question you’re actually hearing is slightly more complicated. What you are hearing is this:

‘Look, we both know I keep a colour-coded chart outlining whose turn it is to take the bins out. I admit I do this largely because this is the only household task I regularly share with you. Though I do sometimes do the drying up, remember? But that aside, the fact I’m raising it can mean only one thing. I know for a fact that it’s your turn and for once I’ve decided to make an issue of it. Why am I making it an issue today? Who knows? Let’s assume my male ego has been damaged in some way. Maybe I can’t actually fit into those trousers you told me to try on before I bought them, but which I didn’t bother to. Either way, I am now questioning my very role as a man, and resenting the stereotypes that have forced me to live my life as a bumbling male cliché, which, on this particular occasion, is being played out in the form of you expecting me, actually quite reasonably, to put the bins out. But is this all I am? This hopeless but dependable fool? That is what my life has come to? I could have been a spy, or a motorbike stunt rider. Probably still could if I put my mind to it. I’m only in my forties, for goodness’ sake. That’s it! That’s it! Tomorrow I’m going to start going to the gym again. I bet I could do a triathlon this summer. That’ll show everyone. Now, wait, hold on, what was I talking about again?’

I’m going to assume that nobody wants to have either of the discussions above. Wouldn’t it be simpler just to take the bins out yourself, then settle in for an evening of watching The Great British Bake Off? Maybe Dave could even show you those trousers he bought earlier.

Therefore, the answer to the argument ‘Whose turn is it to take the bins out?’ should always be …

I THINK IT’S MY TURN.




* A closely related argument is ‘Whose turn is it to chase after the bin lorry because you hadn’t realised today was bin day until you heard the lorry trundling by, thanks to forgetting there was a bank holiday?’
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It’s a big question. The sort of question that has Harvard Business School graduates earnestly scratching their heads and groins. Would Woolworths still be a going concern if their board of directors had done a nude calendar? If Lehman Brothers had only taken the care to produce twelve tastefully lit tableaux of unclothed senior partners in a combination of wry and witty scenarios, might the crash have been averted? These, as I say, are questions for academics of a subsequent generation. What you want to know is, ‘Should you do a nude calendar?’

Assuming you’re a small business or charity (and not, say, a care home or a backbench committee) and you’ve got at least twelve people willing to model, then there’s a strong argument that says, ‘Yes, you should.’* It’s not going to cost you very much to put together (Dave the printer told Yvonne at the Christmas party that he would do her a nude calendar for nothing). And there you go: you’ve got twelve families geared up to buy at least one calendar each. Again, it should ideally be done to raise money rather than simply ‘awareness’ because – in any sense of the phrase – no one’s buying that. 


The trick with this, though, is to be original, and this is where the arguments begin to stack up against you (much like the cream buns did against Celia Imrie in ‘November’) because this is an idea that has been done a couple of times before. Below I outline some original directions to consider.

JANUARY

Colin from HR running nude across the pitch at Murrayfield surrounded by five members of the Lothian & Borders Police. Were it not for a carefully placed police helmet Col would be demonstrating his devastating tackle.**


MARCH 

Karen and Lorraine from Reception and Becki who used to work in Simon Anderson’s office caught on CCTV at 1.56 a.m. on Saturday, 2 March 2013, having a wee at the cashpoint next to the Lakeland in Market Street. 

JUNE

James from Development and an unidentified brunette photographed nude in club class on a flight to Houston. Mid-flight is no time for the undercarriage to come out! Only a few strategically placed horrified onlookers and cabin crew protecting their modesty!***


SEPTEMBER

A nude of Tahir from PR and Marketing handcuffed to a lamppost outside O’Donoghue’s bar in Dublin. Is that a lamppost, Taz? Or are you just … Actually, yes, it is a lamppost. And, no, you’re not pleased to see me, not with a camera. No, not at all.

NOVEMBER

Trudi from Recruitment and her husband tastefully shot through the window of their VW Passat TDI at the Forest Burn layby. Eagle-eyed calendar buyers will also see the reflection of Jason Macgillivray, our CEO – not such a bored member on this occasion, Jason!

Should you do a nude calendar this year? Of course you should. Will it make money? It doesn’t matter. Even if it’s a heinous embarrassment to one and all, your ‘Not Really Nude’ nude calendar will be a salutary experience, and who knows? Maybe it will speed the day when this terrible craze for plagiaristic exhibitionism is a thing of the distant past.




* Obviously if it’s just going to be one person featuring throughout then it looks less ‘everyone in it for a lark’ and more ‘someone seriously needs to have a word with Sandra’. 




** Mind you, Sergeant McLintock has no right there to be attempting an Up and Under.




*** Amid all the turbulence they should, if nothing else, be wearing their seatbelts.
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Why am I doing this? What an absolute fool I am. Why even include ‘Cats v. Dogs’ in the book? Whichever conclusion I reach, so many people are going to be furious with me. And I hate people being furious with me. I like it when people say, ‘I’ll tell you who’s a helluva guy. Richard from Pointless,’ or ‘I bumped into Richard from Pointless the other day, and he could not have been nicer. Handshake like an ox too.’

But here we are, and I have to make a very tough decision, one that will … Wait a minute, I have an idea! A terrific idea! Where’s my mobile? Ah, yes, in my hand as always.


[image: Image Missing] Hello.

[image: Image Missing] Xander! How are you?

[image: Image Missing] You see me every day, you know how I am.

[image: Image Missing] Hahaha! Classic Xander. Anyway, some bad news I’m afraid. I’ve broken both my hands.

[image: Image Missing] You’re not serious?

[image: Image Missing] Afraid so. I was putting the bins out – even though I’m not absolutely certain it was my turn – and I had a severe lid accident.

[image: Image Missing] Oh, God, is there anything I can do?

[image: Image Missing] That’s very thoughtful. Could you possibly write the ‘Cats v. Dogs’ section of the book for me?

[image: Image Missing] Hahahahahahahahahaha! Nice try, Osman!

[image: Image Missing] No, I’m serious, I just—

[image: Image Missing] Hahahahaha! I’m just going into a tunnel. See you tomorrow!


Going into a tunnel? On his landline? Hmm. OK, still me, then. Let’s get this over with.

Cats and dogs are both lovely. I adore them with every ounce of my being. But I have to choose just one – you understand that, don’t you? You recognise the position I’m in?

Here’s the way I’m going to approach this. I want you to think about your closest friends. I would argue that there are three things you value in them above all else:


	They are loyal.

	They make you laugh.

	They are slightly more stupid than you.



You have just, of course, described a dog.

Now take a look at your other friends. I’m sure we all have one who fits the following description:


	They only call when they need something.

	They only like the most expensive food you can possibly provide them with.

	Every now and again, for no explicable reason, you wake up with their backside in your face.



Yes, you’ve just described a cat.

Of course we love this second friend too. This is our ‘cool’ friend, who stays up all night, doing who knows what, and doing who knows who. The friend with no money who is always so perfectly groomed. The friend who, just as you reach the end of your tether and decide they’re more trouble than they’re worth, will do something so unutterably lovely and charming that you instantly remember why you love them so much.

I suppose, in summary, if cats and dogs were people, you would sleep with a cat, but marry a dog.

(Incidentally, there is a special prize to anyone who can point out all seventeen awful things wrong with that sentence.)

So, by now you know where I’m going. There are cat lovers, there are dog lovers, and there are lovers of both. I’m both. You can keep your rabbits, your hamsters and your goldfish; cats and dogs are head, shoulders and paws above them all. But who wins ‘Cats v. Dogs’?

Dogs.



POINTLESS FACTS

People with cats are more likely to have university degrees than those with dogs, according to a scientific survey of pet ownership.

Some famous people apparently had ailrophobia – a fear of cats: Alexander the Great, Julius Caesar, Genghis Khan, Ivan the Terrible, William Shakespeare, Louis XIV, Napoleon Bonaparte, Isadora Duncan, Benito Mussolini and Adolf Hitler. Oh, and Dwight D. Eisenhower had his staff shoot any cats seen on the grounds of his home.
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We might as well do this one, mightn’t we, seeing as we’re here, gathered around one of the stickier tables in literature’s first ever virtual pub? Richard’s just gone to the bar to get a round in (72,414 pints of lager, 12,275 glasses of dry white wine, 4,008 pints of Guinness and one WKD).* So we could use this moment to discuss who our favourite Bond actor is, and when Richard gets back with the drinks in about sixty-five days’ time,** we can surprise him by having worked something out for ourselves. He’ll really like that.


Everyone has a strong view on their favourite Bond actor, and although it’s usually held with the tenacity of a man clinging to the top of the Eiffel Tower or the bottom of a helicopter, I think we can probably reduce our field here without upsetting too many people. There are, let’s be honest, two favourites. And I mean that as no criticism of any of you, George, Timmy, Pierce or Daniel,*** it’s just that the Connery and Moore Bonds each spanned huge chunks of people’s lives (Connery, nine years and six official films;**** Moore, twelve years and seven films). It’s not out of the question that in fifteen years’ time Daniel Craig will have broodingly shot and shagged his way to the top and eclipsed the Connery/Moore incumbencies but for now it’s Monnery (SeRo?) that rules the roost.*****


But how do we even begin to separate the two most famous hands to have fired a shot from a Walther PPK, cupped so many exotic breasts, found so many enterprising ways of dispatching scary big sidekicks, and to have turned so many expensive steering-wheels at speed? Connery was the taller Bond (six foot three to Moore’s six foot one) but Moore was the lighter-hearted. Mind you, each of these features can work both ways. Tall and light-hearted may be more attractive, but if your job is spying, excessive height will only draw attention.

Connery was the original Bond, but for anyone who grew up in the seventies,****** Moore was the first Bond we saw in action. Connery carried off a tuxedo (and cigarette) with aplomb while Roger Moore made the safari suit (briefly) an object of unimaginable desirability – matching jacket and shorts, what’s not to like? Connery was dark and brooding, Moore urbane and fair … 


Oh, this is no good. We’re not getting anywhere and nearly ten thousand people have drifted over to the Deal or No Deal machine in the corner. We need an answer. So, here goes.

Everyone’s favourite Bond is initially the first actor they knew in the part. Then they get a bit older, live through more dull family Christmases and get to know all the films, and they rethink. 

OK, if you hold a gun to my head. Or strap me to a table with a laser pointed at my genitals …

The best Bond? It’s Connery. Sean Connery.

Ah, Richard, perfect timing! Wow, what a big tray. Cheers!

Hang on, you forgot the crisps.



POINTLESS FACTS

Ian Fleming offered the role of Dr No to Noël Coward, who replied by telegram: ‘Dr No? No! No!!’

A boy called Scaramanga and Ian Fleming apparently had a number of playground fights at Eton.

Explorer Sir Ranulph Fiennes auditioned to become James Bond, after Sean Connery. He was in the last six and had a meeting with producer Cubby Broccoli, but Broccoli said that his hands were too big and he had the face of a farmer. Roger Moore got the part.

Sean Connery started losing his hair at twenty-one. He wore a toupee in his James Bond films.



 




* For himself.




** Irritatingly, literature’s first ever virtual pub has only got one lager on tap. 




*** They’re also in our pub. Say hello, everyone. So, George, what have you been up to?




**** The unofficial one is, of course, Never Say Never Again – advice that perhaps Sean should have ignored.




***** I have long enjoyed lobbing the Dalton bomb into this discussion – I genuinely think that he is the best actor to play Bond. Not necessarily the best Bond, his turn in The Living Daylights displayed a different level of acting skills from anything seen before. 




****** Not that anyone really grew up in the seventies. We all just got a bit older.
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I have a number of catchphrases on Pointless. For example:

‘Hiya, hello.’

‘Well done if you got that at home.’

‘I’ll give you the correct answer at the end of the pass.’

‘Sorry, Gordon, Midge Ure was not a pre-war British prime minister.’

Xander, of course, has …

‘Would the second players please take their places at the podium.’

‘Very good indeed.’

‘My drinking is not an issue. If I want to record a show drunk it is my business, not yours, not the BBC’s, mine. Now, somebody help me off the floor. And I’m going to need new trousers.’

But the catchphrase that I think sums up the maverick, devil-may-care attitude of Pointless more than any other is …

‘And by “country” we mean a sovereign state that is a member of the UN in its own right.’

Just out of interest for Pointless trivia fans (which, by definition, is sort of all of you), for the first two hundred shows or so, I used to say, ‘And by “country” we mean a member of the UN that is a sovereign state in its own right’, until one day I took a proper look at it and realised I’d been saying it wrong. And I’m not even the one who drinks heavily.

Below are thirteen famous game-show catchphrases and mine is definitively worse than every single one of them.

So, do I have the worst catchphrase in game-show history? I’ll give you the correct answer at the end of the pass.*


Which famous game shows are the following catchphrases from?

POINTLESS QUIZ


	‘You get nothing for a pair …’

	‘Can I have a “P” please, Bob?’

	‘Come on down!’

	‘Let’s go channel-hopping’

	‘Your chosen specialised subject’

	‘A question for father and eldest child only’

	‘Our survey said …’

	‘Who lives in a house like this?’

	‘Your starter for ten’

	‘Question or nominate?’

	‘Let’s go to the destination board’

	‘Phone a friend’

	‘Uvavu’



click here to see the answers




* Yes, I do.
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You should go up the A19, around the A407, and onto the A1. Much quicker.
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This seems a reasonable argument to have, given that so many people have reported seeing ghosts. Occasionally someone sane and rational, whom you wouldn’t automatically avoid at a party, sees a ghost. So, is there something in it? Let’s find out.

Scientists like to explain away ghostly encounters. They cite such things as ‘evidence’ and ‘experiments’ and ‘the fact that most people who see a ghost are either asleep, drunk or American’. But surely there are many things in the world that simply cannot be explained, Jedward being one example. Or possibly two examples.

And also scientists don’t have all the answers, do they? If scientists knew everything, then why would they continue to have that same haircut? And would buying some nice shoes kill them?

But despite all of this I don’t believe in ghosts. And here’s why. As with so many of the great things in life, it involves some simple maths. Ghost maths!

Let’s start by assuming that people who say they’ve seen a ghost actually have seen a ghost. They have had a genuine encounter with the soul of a dead person. If we take their experiences as a starting point we can conclude the following things, all of which seem fairly universal to ghost sightings:

GHOSTS CAN BE VISIBLE.

GHOSTS ARE ABLE TO COMMUNICATE WITH US AND OFTEN HAVE SPECIFIC MESSAGES TO REPORT.

MOST GHOSTS SEEM TO HAVE NO PHYSICAL BARRIERS.

Now let’s do that tiny bit of maths. Since the beginning of time, nearly six billion human beings have died. Let’s assume that not everyone can become a ghost (that would be crazy), but assume instead that perhaps one in 100 people will become a ghost (by and large they will be famous people or spurned women in long dresses).

That gives us sixty million ghosts. Sixty million! And given that ghosts don’t die, let’s assume they’re capable of hanging around for a while. So we have sixty million ghosts, equivalent to the entire population of the UK, all capable of being visible, all capable of moving anywhere at will, and many with a desire to communicate something specific. 

What would the world be like if we accept that these things are true? We wouldn’t be able to move for ghosts.

And yet not a single one of these sixty million ghosts has ever thought of proving their existence once and for all by – just as a simple example – turning up unannounced on The One Show. Honestly, what’s to stop them? It’s on every day! Most of you ghosts can feel free to carry on appearing late at night in a dusty corner of an old house, in front of a sleepy child. We only need one of you to breeze in next to Matt Baker and Alex Jones at about ten past seven any weekday evening. Settle back, tell us who you are and the message you have to impart. Tell Dave you forgive him, or let Sue know where you left the savings book. You could even meet Phil Tufnell if he’s on. Come on, ghosts!

Apart from anything it would be a ratings bonanza and I can almost guarantee you’d get a regular slot on the show: ‘Joining us later on The One Show, Ainsley Harriott will be showing us the secrets of Caribbean cookery, Gyles Brandreth is at the Keswick Pencil Museum, and Eddie the ghost will be telling us what JFK makes of the new One Direction single.’

There are many good things about believing that our spirits live on after our deaths. The spirits of those people we loved and who loved us, of course, do live on in our hearts and our memories. 

OEBPS/images/img1.jpg





OEBPS/images/img017.jpg
090

WHO WAS THE
BEST BOND?





OEBPS/images/ack.jpg
€O

ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS





OEBPS/images/img021.jpg
‘089
DO | HAVE THE WORST
CATCHPHRASE IN THE WORLD?





OEBPS/images/img002a.jpg





OEBPS/images/img009.jpg
& L 0

-Qul
SHOULD WE DO A NUDE
CALENDAR THIS VEAR?





OEBPS/images/img006.jpg
‘099

WHOSE TURN IS IT T0
TAKE THE BINS 0UT?





OEBPS/images/img013.jpg
“0d]

CATS V. DOGS





OEBPS/images/img2.jpg





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
ALEXANDER ARMSTRONG o

A

\ﬂ S "\~
= N
N

Bk 4

100
MosT

PO: NTLES
ARGUMENT

IN THE
WORLD.

J

As seen on BBC
B|B|C]






OEBPS/images/logo.jpg
@%

CORONET





OEBPS/images/img024.jpg
‘094

SHOULD 1 GO UP THE A13, ROUND THE A407,
AND ONTO THE A1? OR SHOULD | WIGGLE MY
WAY DIRECT ON ALL THE LITTLE ROADS?






OEBPS/images/img025.jpg
|
094
ARE GHOSTS REAL?





OEBPS/images/img002b.jpg





OEBPS/images/img001.jpg
2100

INTRODUCTION





