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To

Gerri, Mandy, Liza, and Jordyn

The women in my life

None of whom merits inclusion


“I’M MAD AS HELL AND I’M NOT GOING TO TAKE IT ANYMORE.”

—HOWARD BEALE


PREFACE

Our neighbors outrage us, strangers insult us, unscrupulous entrepreneurs victimize us, our children mock us, government agencies mistreat us, even inanimate objects conspire to screw up our lives; compelling inner voices harass us, the crowd in the agora thwarts us, and irrationality abounds around us. And that is on a good day.
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This is a book about anger. And about frustration. It is a catalog of all those things that interfere with the placidity of my life, that make daily living less genial than it could be. It is about man’s inhumanity to man—or woman’s to woman, if you prefer—no genderism intended.

Friends have counseled me to be more accommodating to the foibles of life, to turn the other cheek, to ignore the bad and dwell on the good, to simply let it all, as they put it, roll off my back.

No way!

The motto on my family crest reads: Life is too short not to bear a grudge. And if it is against my nature to seek physical revenge on those who have slighted me, I reserve the right to gripe about them. It is the American way.

Complaining, psychologists assert, is good for the soul. It acts as a relief valve to help dispel the pent-up energy generated by our frustration. If we weren’t able to complain, shrinks tell us, we would no doubt exhibit more physical violence and engage more frequently in destructive behavior.

So complaining also serves a social function.

But be aware that most of the things that oppress me are not idiosyncratic. To a large extent we all share them. The reader will be enriched by the realization that the demons that confound him confound the rest of us, as well. This book will demonstrate that misery loves company, and that we are the company that misery loves.
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Note that the number in the title is not meant to be taken literally. Like most numbers in the Bible, it is metaphoric—meant to indicate a fairly large quantity. The actual count may be somewhat smaller or somewhat greater. But it is sizeable. Is this a lot to be offended by? Depends on your point of view, your equanimity, your ability to adapt, and your boiling point. A true malcontent will be angered by many fewer, a pious man would likely tolerate many more. Which places me, I suppose, somewhere between malcontentment and piety, neither of which dispositions I would willingly embrace.
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PRELUDE

For openers, I must admit that not all the items reported in this book really piss me off. Some amaze me, some amuse me, some abuse me, some confuse me, but even these can be justified as entries within the scope of the title. And I must further admit that some warrant griping more than others. Some make me seethe with anger, some merely irk me with the stupidity they imply, some just make me wonder about why our species hasn’t been better socialized in its millennia on this planet.

The provocation for the present collection occurred one afternoon while browsing through a small book store in London, where I found a little piece of fluff called something like 3,000 Reasons to Be Happy. (I am fairly certain this wasn’t the precise title, but it does accurately represent the tenor of the work.) It was intermittently moving, joyous, childish, optimistic, simplistic, thankful—but always suffused with a vapor of treacle. It would have served well as an addendum to a Sunday sermon extolling the advantages of living in modern times. Surely, I thought, the world needs a corrective to counterpose this kind of Pollyannish muck.

Yes, there is much around us to celebrate, but the eye of the realist (or the cynic, if you will) observes just as much to outrage. Virtue exists, but so too does iniquity. Goodness is countered by malice, kindness by malevolence, courtesy by churlishness, humanity by barbarity, and so on through an endless catalog of opposing human qualities. Yin, meet yang. Right, meet wrong. Abbott and Costello, meet Frankenstein.

In the service of balancing the scales, I offer this inventory of offenses. Most are time-honored. An anthropologist studying ancient Rome has reportedly found scribbled among the graffiti on the wall of the Colosseum the inscription, Non illegitimati carborundum, “Don’t let the bastards grind you down.” Take heed. Join the dissent. When in Rome do as the Romanians do. Fight back. Get angry. Vent your spleen. Shout it out. Let your voice be heard.

But this roster is not assumed to be exhaustive. Although the present list includes some items suggested by friends, surely you have some of your own pet peeves that have not been mentioned in the inventory that follows. For you, we have left blank pages at the end of the book on which to record your own personal vexations that the present compiler may have omitted. Here is the place to get them off your chest. List them, reread them, and enjoy the catharsis of committing them to paper, where they will become part of the manifest recounting of your grievances. You might even want to submit them to my attention at the publisher’s address for inclusion in an ensuing volume, should one comes to pass.

Above all, reflect on the following snippets. Let the bile flow. Rant where necessary. Rave when it seems appropriate. Laugh at the inanities rife in our culture … or what passes as. Commit it all to memory; we may ask questions later. And don’t forget to buy a few additional copies of this book for your friends … who probably wouldn’t do the same for you. And that should really piss you off.
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Note on the organization: The main body of the book is a random list of those outrages that confront my life. Following are a few topical groupings of related offenses: stupid quotes by politicians, denials of the obvious, deceptive euphemisms, clichés of television, and finally banalities in film.


SECTION 1:

THE OFFENDERS

politicians

paparazzi
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lawyers

my cousin Marvin

people who have graduated from assertiveness courses

people who leave the price on a gift

when I find dirty words in my alphabet soup

bait-and-switch practices

the boss’s salary

when they make bad movies out of good books

people who don’t leash their dogs

yentas

the Macarena

e-mail spam

waiters who ask, “Who ordered the …?”

parents who don’t parent

credit cards that arrive in the mail unsolicited

Eurotrash

people who are always late

people who are always early

hackers

nineteen-year-old technomillionaires

people who don’t understand me

people who do understand me

repetition

reiteration

redundancy

prolixity

superfluidity

why brassiere is singular but panties is plural
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checks that bounce

tennis balls that don’t

when police arrest a mime, they must tell him he has the right to remain silent

bad drivers

bad putters

I can never find the inside of my Mobius strip

all day long I’ve been trying to find out what time it is, and everyone gives me a different answer

anything teal

cookies made with lard

talking heads on TV

people who are out to get me

paranoia

that the ancient Greeks never learned to write English so we could read them in the original

Venus envy

premature elaboration

when my beer goes flat

when my bacon isn’t crisp
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accordion players

preachers who dabble in politics

politicians who dabble in preaching

the sink spigot that gurgles unproductively, then suddenly hoses out a tsunami wave that floods over the front of my trousers

hitting a succession of red traffic lights when I’m late for an appointment

nepotism

there is no other word for synonym

trompe l’oeil shower curtains

when I can’t remember if it’s .com, .net., .org, .gov or .biz

being hit by lightning

newspaper delivery boys who never miss the roof

PTAs that hold cocktail parties to raise money for stop-student-drinking programs

the picture in my closet is getting really ugly

colorized Marx Brothers films

three-card monte games on the street

doctor’s receptionists who think they are working for the Almighty

doctors who think their receptionists are working for the Almighty

the slings and arrows of outrageous fortune

the whips and scorns of time

the oppressor’s wrong

the proud man’s contumely

the pangs of despised love

the law’s delay

the insolence of office

the spurns that patient merit of the unworthy takes

people who display their learning

politicians who dedicate themselves to making the country safe for hypocrisy

body piercing

sanctimonious political candidates

French poodles with polished nails
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French poodles

getting a menu of options when I call 911

Panglossian optimism

pseudointellectual display

obfuscating euphemisms

the tax code

the word phonetic isn’t spelled the way it sounds

paper cuts

songwriters who rhyme go with befo’

supercilious head waiters

the annoying music played while I’m waiting on the phone for a human voice

the annoying music played in elevators

the annoying music played in my daughter’s room

the Psychic Friends Network not being able to predict that they were going bankrupt

cutesy TV News anchors

hair loss

memory loss

job loss

sentences that begin, “The thing is …”

fortune cookies that lie to me

the weather in Buffalo

psychiatrists haven’t discovered one really good new phobia in decades

computer prodigies and their megathingies

my shrink reads “War and Peace” while I’m on the couch

the bank pays interest quarterly, but charges interest monthly

my passport picture

I can’t figure how Teflon sticks to the pan

borborygmus

my inability to trisect an angle

exhibitionists with nothing to exhibit

diner waitresses who call me “Hon”

the broken E string on my ukulele

Days of Our Lives excludes Saturdays and Sundays

General Hospital doesn’t accept insurance assignment

The Guiding Light went out

palm buzzers

lapel flowers that squirt water

plastic dog doo

dribble glasses

whoopee cushions

dribble cushions

whoopee glasses

the infirmity of good taste in modern society

election results are too often determined by which candidate spent the most money

lawyers

getting hit in the head by a pelota

dandruff

a turnover on the one-yard line
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mirrors that distort my reflection

mirrors that don’t distort my reflection

the scurrilous inaccuracies and manufactured controversies in supermarket tabloids

I wasn’t born rich instead of handsome

I wasn’t born handsome

high LDL

the guest room TV that automatically resets to Hotel Channel every time it’s turned off

melancholia

obtuse angles

obtuse anglers

the word lisp has an “s” in it

reality

hero worship

whiners

people who are more inept than we give them credit for

entropy
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telephone solicitations at dinner time

bad toupees

overnight letters that arrive a week later

theatre-goers who understand Ionesco

The History Channel doesn’t air shows about history anymore

the salesman who talked me into buying a green plaid suit
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