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Introduction


We know what you’re thinking: Why write a book about being a miserable old bastard? Aren’t there enough world-weary people around without encouraging more to crawl out of the woodwork? Well, if that is a genuine grouse on your part, join the club. You’ve just committed the ultimate grump: you’ve grumped about grumps. Congratulations! What do you want, a medal?


Are You a Miserable Old Bastard? takes a begrudging look at the world of the grouch, halfheartedly highlighting the many different sources of annoyance that are guaranteed to get the goat of moody moaners of all ages. Writing about miserable old bastards tends to bring out the grumpiness in you, which is just as well for us as writers because it’s enabled us to grumble about pet subjects of our own: kids, animals, entertainment, media, politicians, technology—all the usual suspects. We’ve also included quotes and insights from a range of celebrated individuals: from art and literature—Ogden Nash, Oscar Wilde, Bertolt Brecht, Mark Twain, Charles Baudelaire, Samuel Beckett, Dorothy Parker; from politics—Lyndon B. Johnson, Winston Churchill, Benjamin Disraeli; from the world of film—Woody Allen, Groucho Marx, W. C. Fields, to name but a few.


These wonderful people have, over the years, redressed the balance and stopped cheery, airheaded, happy-clappy, optimistic halfwits from having it all their own way and making us think this wretched world is any better than it is. They have stood up, flown the flag, let themselves be counted, and used their art for the sake of grumpiness and malcontentedness—and long may their works live on.


Essentially, this unashamed miseryfest of a book amply provides you with all kinds of things to be grumpy about, as well as giving insights into the psyche of a miserable old bastard. If you’re a bona fide grump, you’ll agree with every word we say (although it’ll be obvious that some of it is written with tongues firmly in cheeks and should be taken in the appropriate spirit).


So, as you can see, we’ve done our best in truly trying circumstances. We did tell our publishers we wouldn’t actually enjoy putting together this cheerless, dismal little volume, that it would be far better if we just went into a corner and griped about how appalling things are—or just quietly withered away. They didn’t respond.


And we were right. It’s been a depressing slog from beginning to end and, quite frankly, you’re welcome to it! In fact, we hope it makes you thoroughly cat-kickingly cantankerous, not to mention peevish, petulant, and downright irritable. We’re off to the corner bar to complain about the beer and solve all the world’s problems with all the other miserable old bastards.


* * *




Don’t Talk to Me About Life, or



Why We Get Miserable and Moody about Things in General


___________


Life always comes to a bad end.


—MARCEL AYMÉ, WRITER


Admit it: You love to moan, you savor the daily gripe, you look forward to a good old grouse. Let’s face it, everybody’s at it these days because there’s so much to be miserable about! It’s become the norm. How can we be happy about anything in this mad, mad world of ours?


For our part, we find plenty of things to be miserable about:




	technology that’s supposed to make your life easier and save you time, and does neither


	politicians who want to collect all our personal details and sell them to megabucks corporations so they can target us in their marketing campaigns and try to sell us things no one with even the sanity of a brain-damaged wombat would want to buy—and all for the purpose of foisting unwanted ID cards on us


	the most powerful man on Planet Earth with his finger hovering over the nuclear button, who famously (or infamously) thinks that the French don’t have a word for “entrepreneur” and once made an astonishing inquiry about which “state” Wales was in


	the way the national health service loses too many of its patients to virulent hospital bugs


	bleating religionists of the really serious variety who go whining to the newspapers if someone so much as suggests that their chosen faith, sect, or cult might be just a tad intolerant


	millions of channels of total garbage on television


	trains that don’t arrive on time—if they run at all


	millions more channels of total garbage on television


	bad grammar on the f****** TV—right where it shouldn’t be …





And there’s more. There’s much more. The transport system is up a creek, with congested roads, overcrowded planes and subways; the nation’s health is getting worse; standards in education are falling; and even the weather isn’t what it used to be anymore.
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But don’t get us started! We could go on forever about life and the miseries it holds in store. Thankfully, several people—and a fictional robot—have at times felt downright grouchy enough to do it for us, and, in the interests of spreading a bit of crabbiness around, we bring you some of their grouchier moments …


QUOTABLE QUERULOUS QUIBBLES ABOUT LIFE



__________________


He who laughs has not yet heard the bad news.


BERTOLT BRECHT, POET AND PLAYWRIGHT


*


Broadly speaking, human beings may be divided into three classes: those who are billed to death, those who are worried to death and those who are bored to death.


WINSTON CHURCHILL, BRITISH PRIME MINISTER


*


For every complex problem, there is a solution that is simple, neat and wrong.


H. L. MENCKEN, JOURNALIST, CRITIC, AND EDITOR


*


I know of no existing nation that deserves to live. And I know of very few individuals.


H. L. MENCKEN


* * *


The older I get the more I admire and crave competence, just simple competence, in any field from adultery to zoology.


—H. L. MENCKEN


* * *


What good is a long life to us if it is hard, joyless and so full of suffering that we can only welcome death as a deliverer?


SIGMUND FREUD, PHYSICIAN AND FOUNDER OF PSYCHOANALYSIS


“It’s snowing still,” said Eeyore gloomily.


“So it is.”


“And freezing.”


“Is it?”


“Yes,” said Eeyore. “However,” he said, brightening up a little, “we haven’t had an earthquake recently.”


A. A. MILNE, AUTHOR (FROM Winnie the Pooh)


*


“Good morning, Little Piglet,” said Eeyore. “If it is a good morning,” he said. “Which I doubt,” said he. “Not that it matters,” he said.


A. A. MILNE (FROM Winnie the Pooh)


*


Life? Don’t talk to me about life.


Life, loathe it or ignore it, you can’t like it.


Do you want me to sit in a corner and rust or just fall apart where I’m standing?


Don’t pretend you want to talk to me, I know you hate me.


I only have to talk to somebody and they begin to hate me. Even robots hate me. If you just ignore me I expect I shall probably go away.


Here I am, brain the size of a planet, and they ask me to take you to the bridge. Call that job satisfaction? I don’t.


Sorry, did I say something wrong? Pardon me for breathing, which I never do anyway so I don’t know why I bother to say it; oh, God, I’m so depressed.


Don’t feel you have to take any notice of me, please.


MARVIN THE PARANOID ANDROID, IN DOUGLAS ADAMS’S The Hitchhiker’s Guide to the Galaxy AND ITS SEQUELS


Starbucks makes pretty good coffee. That’s got to be a good thing. But it’s all those newspapers and “Hey, wow” sofas, and the pain au raisin that goes with it that I can’t stand.


BOB GELDOF, ROCK MUSICIAN, AND LIVE AID AND LIVE 8 ORGANIZER


*


My band calls me Victor Meldrew. My kids call me Victor Meldrew. I actually think that when my hair finally falls out I’ll find that I probably am Victor Meldrew.


RICK WAKEMAN, MUSICIAN (VICTOR MELDREW WAS THE GRUMPY MAIN CHARACTER PLAYED BY RICHARD WILSON IN THE BRITISH TV SITCOM One Foot in the Grave)


*


Of course it’s possible to love a human being if you don’t know them too well.


CHARLES BUKOWSKI, POET AND AUTHOR
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To the discontented man no chair is easy.


—BENJAMIN FRANKLIN, AUTHOR, DIPLOMAT, PHILOSOPHER, AND SCIENTIST


* * *


At the ominous word “liberality,” Scrooge frowned and shook his head.


CHARLES DICKENS, NOVELIST (FROM A Christmas Carol)


* * *


If it’s good, they’ll stop making it.


—HERBERT BLOCK, POLITICAL CARTOONIST


* * *


Idealism is fine, but as it approaches reality the cost becomes prohibitive.


WILLIAM F. BUCKLEY JR., AUTHOR AND COMMENTATOR


*


I just dress in what is comfortable and covers up my gut as much as possible, because the problem is that I look like a cab driver. You know, there are some of us that are just fated to look like a cab driver. It doesn’t matter what clothes you put on, or how much you pay for them, you’re still going to look like a cab driver.


JOHN PEEL, RADIO PERSONALITY AND DJ


* * *


The world is so dreadfully managed, one hardly knows to whom to complain.


—RONALD FIRBANK, WRITER


* * *


Those who have some means think that the most important thing in the world is love. The poor know that it is money.


GERALD BRENAN, ESSAYIST


*


A conference is a gathering of important people who singly can do nothing, but together can decide that nothing can be done.


FRED ALLEN, COMEDIAN


*


WINSTON CHURCHILL, visiting Niagara Falls for the second time, was asked to his obvious irritation whether the falls looked the same as when, decades earlier, he had first seen them. “Well,” he growled, “the principle seems the same. The water keeps falling over.”


*


I have neither the scholar’s melancholy, which is emulation; nor the musician’s, which is fantastical; nor the courtier’s, which is proud; nor the soldier’s, which is ambitious; nor the lawyer’s, which is politic; nor the lady’s, which is nice; nor the lover’s, which is all these: but it is a melancholy of mine own, compounded of many simples, extracted from many objects, and indeed the sundry contemplation of my travels, in which my often rumination wraps me in a most humorous sadness.


WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE, PLAYWRIGHT (SPOKEN BY JACQUES IN As You Like It, ACT 4, SCENE I)


* * *


Past and to come seems best; things present worst.


—WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE (SPOKEN BY THE ARCHBISHOP IN King Henry the Fourth, Part 2, ACT 1, SCENE 3)


I don’t want to achieve immortality through my work; I want to achieve it through not dying.


WOODY ALLEN, FILM DIRECTOR AND SCREENWRITER


*


More than any other time in history, mankind faces a crossroads. One path leads to despair and utter hopelessness, the other to total extinction. Let us pray we have the wisdom to choose correctly.


WOODY ALLEN (IN Side Effects)


*


It seemed the world was divided into good and bad people. The good ones slept better … while the bad ones seemed to enjoy the waking hours much more.


WOODY ALLEN (IN Side Effects)


* * *


Life is divided into the horrible and the miserable.


—WOODY ALLEN (IN Annie Hall)


* * *


Life is a concentration camp. You’re stuck here and there’s no way out, and you can only rage impotently against your persecutors.
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