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  A child of five would understand this.

  Someone get me a child of five.

  —GROUCHO MARX

  Tragedy is when I cut my finger.

  Comedy is when you walk into an open sewer and die.

  —MEL BROOKS
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  Preface

  Asking a writer what he thinks about critics is like asking a lamppost how it feels about dogs.

  —CHRISTOPHER HAMPTON

  Accept that some days you are the pigeon, and some days you are the statue.

  —DILBERT

  2009. It was the best of times, it was the worst of times, it was the age of wisdom, it was the age of foolishness, it was the epoch of belief, it was the epoch of incredulity, it was the season of Light, it was the season of Darkness. Blah, blah, blah . . .

  Who are we kidding? It was the worst of times, in fact the absolute worst of times. No wisdom, not much light . . . bleak. (Different Dickens.) The economy was still reeling from getting porked by the banks, impeachment talk was running wild throughout the political world, a plane crashed into the Hudson River . . .

  I had been working for a major publisher in New York, trying to navigate the morass of posers, sycophants, back-biting scum, and cowardly lions that made up most publishing houses in those days. Just around the first of the year, I was called into HR. Never a good sign. There I was told that my position was being eliminated, and, oh by the way, you along with it. I was stunned and shocked, but most of all, I was pissed.

  An editor friend called me up when she heard the news. “So, ready to write me a book? What do you want to write about?” A few ideas came to mind. Poison for beginners. IQ tests for bosses. How to lure publishing execs into fast moving traffic—blindfolded? All seemed promising, although admittedly, a bit narrow in focus.

  I had just read Snark: It’s Mean, It’s Personal, and It’s Ruining Our Conversation by David Denby, a polemic on how “snark” was ruining conversation in America. And while the main focus of the book centered around the political arena, it touched on snark as a mean, base, and unruly method of putting someone or something down while elevating oneself.

  And I disagreed.

  I loved snark. By which I mean, the well-placed barb, couched in knowing humor, swathed in intelligent commentary and put out there for those in the know to get and understand. An “in joke” for a small audience; a shield against the moronic masses that assault us daily. I called upon readers to embrace their snark and assured them that it would set them free.

  My first book collected a “who’s who” of the great wits. Classic snarkists like Groucho Marx, Dorothy Parker, H.L. Mencken, Oscar Wilde, and Shakespeare living side by side with contemporary pundits like Lewis Black, Jon Stewart, Tina Fey, P.J. O’Rourke, and Dennis Miller. There were games and jokes and all kinds of repartee. A ticker-tape running along the bottom of the page with quick shots, a la CNN. The original Lewis Carroll poem. Old-fashioned illustrations. It sold well.

  It should have. Everywhere you turned, there it was, the word “Snark”—on TV, in movies, in print, on the radio. Coupling those venues with social media—Gawker and Facebook and Twitter and the rest—“Snark” took on a life of its own.

  There were a few definitions being put forth, mostly by me.

  “A witty combination of cynicism and sarcasm.” “A slyly disparaging comment” . . . along with descriptive words like “snappish” and “irascible.” Again with the blah, blah, blah.

  But the truth was that snark’s a tool.

  It demands an appreciation for intelligence, the need to be modestly well read, and possession of that offbeat, eyebrow-rising, quirky sense of humor. It required stealth and speed and focus. Most of all, it required you to buy the book.

  I took some hits from reviewers, mostly on Amazon. “Write much?” wrote one genius wag. “Too many old jokes,” wrote another. The title was misleading, they exclaimed. I was misogynistic, they nagged.

  Almost all claimed to be so snarky that they didn’t need to buy my book. (Their comments clearly demonstrated, not.) A few complained that it wasn’t snarky enough. All I can say is . . . thanks for playing the home game.

  This book is a primer. A reference guide to snark through the quotes of people you may or may not have heard of, but ones you definitely should have. A guidebook to sharpening up the verbal skills to help you traverse the maddening terrain that passes for today’s conversation.

  At the very least, it should make you chuckle. Or giggle. Or snort. Or (heaven forbid) . . . laugh outright. The intention is to turn your anger into something a bit more positive . . . fun. With attitude.

  Stay snarky.

  LD
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  Introduction

  Life sucks, get a fucking helmet, okay?

  —DENIS LEARY

  A Snark is a man who, when he smells flowers, looks around for a coffin.

  —H. L. MENCKEN (with help from the author)

  YOU MIGHT HAVE NOTICED that I have both a preface and an introduction. If you did, you’re observant.1 That’s the first step to being a successful snarkist. You have to carry an attitude of “I know more than you do.” Even if you don’t. If someone calls you on being too sarcastic—or, god forbid, mean—it’s imperative that you quote from “The Hunting of the Snark.” I’ve made it easy for you by reprinting some of it here:

  The Hunting of the Snark

  by Lewis Carroll

  “Just the place for a Snark!” the Bellman cried,

  As he landed his crew with care;

  Supporting each man on the top of the tide

  By a finger entwined in his hair.

  “Just the place for a Snark! I have said it twice:

  That alone should encourage the crew.

  Just the place for a Snark! I have said it thrice:

  What I tell you three times is true.”

  While, for those who preferred a more forcible word,

  He had different names from these:

  His intimate friends called him “Candle-ends,”

  And his enemies “Toasted-cheese.”

  “His form is ungainly—his intellect small—”

  (So the Bellman would often remark)

  “But his courage is perfect! And that, after all,

  Is the thing that one needs with a Snark.”

  How to Be Snarky

  Snark is usually innate; however, if you would still like to attempt developing this ability, your chances of success are greatly increased if you are intelligent, or at the least not mentally incapable of detecting and reproducing sarcastic remarks. If you cannot make your very own snarky comments, you can still pass as having some grasp of this art by being able to recognize snark when it is spoken by someone else and to retain it in memory long enough to use it at a later time when it’s relevant.

  It’s easy to be annoying. It’s easy to be bitchy. It’s not as easy to be snarky. To be snarky, you have to learn to be sarcastic with a hint of condescension with every word. You also need to have a certain level of intelligence—check out Tina Fey in 30 Rock. So if you want to start snarking with all your friends, you need to find out how to be snarky in different situations with ease.

  BE DIRECT. CRITICALLY DIRECT. The key to being snarky is to point out everyone’s flaws and imperfections.

  TIMING. If you want to be snarky, you have to be quick to the punch line. As soon as you see a window, jump in. The longer you wait, the less effective your attempt will be.

  IT’S ALL PERSONAL. Every day people say dozens of things that can be misconstrued in some way. If you want to be snarky, consider each one a personal attack and fight back.

  BE NEGATIVE. To be snarky is to see the black lining in every situation. Point this out to friends and family at every opportunity. The world is a dark and evil place.

  Look, it’s an overused cliché, but this ain’t rocket science. For just pennies a day and in the comfort of your own home, you too can snark with the best of them. Or the worst of them. Your choice, Sparky.

  

  1 Kudos to you.
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  Sex2

  Sex without love is an empty experience, but as empty experiences go, it’s a pretty good one.

  —WOODY ALLEN

  SEX IS ALWAYS A WEIRD but fun place to start. We all want it, we all need it, we all gotta have it . . . but we usually don’t get it. At least not as much as we think we should. So let’s snark instead. But be careful here. Nothing kills the mood for sex like a misplaced snark. Really. I wouldn’t lie to you. And to prove it, here’s some classic sex snark.

  You know “that look” women get when they want sex? Me neither.

  —STEVE MARTIN

  ♦ ♦ ♦

  I had a rose named after me and I was very flattered. But I was not pleased to read the description in the catalog: “No good in a bed, but fine against a wall.”

  —ELEANOR ROOSEVELT

  ♦ ♦

  Anything worth doing is worth doing slowly.

  —MAE WEST
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  A guy tells his psychiatrist: “It was terrible. I was away on business, and I e-mailed my wife that I’d be back a day early. I rushed home from the airport and found her in bed with my best friend. I don’t get it. How could she do this to me?” “Well,” says the psychiatrist. “Maybe she didn’t see the e-mail.”
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  The good thing about masturbation is you don’t have to dress up for it.

  —TRUMAN CAPOTE

  ♦ ♦

  Don’t knock masturbation—it’s sex with someone I love.

  —WOODY ALLEN

  ♦ ♦ ♦

  It is better to copulate than never.

  —ROBERT HEINLEIN

  Lines Men Use

  [image: image]     All those curves, and me with no brakes.

  [image: image]     Let’s go to my place and do the things I’ll tell everyone we did anyway.

  [image: image]     Don’t worry, it only seems kinky the first time.

  [image: image]     Let’s be naughty and save Santa a trip.

  [image: image]     You're so fine, you make me want to go out and get a job.

  [image: image]     My magical watch says you aren’t wearing any panties. Oh, you are? It must be an hour fast!

  The last time I was inside a woman was when I went to the Statue of Liberty.

  —WOODY ALLEN

  ♦ ♦

  If all the girls who attended the Yale prom were laid end to end, I wouldn’t be a bit surprised.

  —DOROTHY PARKER
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  A man enters his bedroom and finds his wife in bed with another man.

  “What are you doing?!?” he yells.

  “See?” the wife says to her lover. “Did I say he was stupid or what?!”
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  Kinky is using a feather. Perverted is using the whole chicken.

  —ERICA JONG

  ♦ ♦ ♦

  I’ve tried several varieties of sex. The conventional position makes me claustrophobic and the others give me a stiff neck or lockjaw.

  —TALLULAH BANKHEAD
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  Q:   Did you hear about the new “morning after” pill for men?

  A:   It changes their blood type.

  Q:   What is the quickest way to clear out a men’s restroom?

  A:   Say, “Nice dick.”
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  There are a number of mechanical devices that increase sexual arousal, particularly in women. Chief amongst these is the Mercedes-Benz 380L convertible.

  —P. J. O’ROURKE

  ♦ ♦

  Why did God create men? Because vibrators can’t mow the lawn.

  —MADONNA

  ♦ ♦ ♦

  Now that food has replaced sex in my life, I can’t even get into my own pants.

  ♦ ♦

  God gives men a brain and a penis, and only enough blood to run one at a time.
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