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This book is dedicated to the readers of 2birds1blog, who 
exemplify every day what it means to be a true friend’supportive, caring, and separated from us by a pane of glass.
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Misanthrope (noun):


	One who hates mankind; a curmudgeon; a loner.

	The guy in your office who responded to your e-mail of baby photos with, “D—. Passing, but not college material.”

	A realist.







INTRODUCTION

{Like Meeting New People? Neither Do We}

Once upon a time in a small town in Texas, there was a little boy with hair as ginger as the effervescent ale of which his mother did not approve, who did not fit in. One thousand miles away in a suburb of our nation’s capitol, there was a little girl whose peg was equally square. While their peers were playing Kick the Can and Seven Minutes in Heaven, they were watching Murder, She Wrote and rooting for the killer (played this week by Jessica Walter). As the little boy and little girl got older, not a whole lot changed. Middle school brought with it a lot of therapy, which probably would have been more useful had our heroes not started every session with, “Why don’t youm go first.” In high school they finally got their driver licenses, giving them the freedom to skip class and take a “Privacy Power Hour” parked behind the Walgreen’s listening to Garbage and smoking stolen menthols.

It was in college when the boy and girl, now not so little, finally met. The boy’s dorm was having a “getting to know you” shirts versus skins ultimate Frisbee game, while the girl’s dorm held a mocktails and date-rape awareness happy hour. Desperate to avoid participating, both slipped into the campus drug store, eager to buy some vomit-inducing syrup of ipecac. As if guided by a wise-ass guardian angel, their hands simultaneously closed around the same bottle. Startled and annoyed, they locked eyes among the Pop-Tarts and Tampax.

“You look like a nice girl, but I’m facing shirts versus skins here,” the boy said.

“I’ll see your pasty torso and raise you, ‘add a splash of seltzer for a kick!’” the girl replied.

“Halvsies?”

“Done.”

That night as they retched into their souvenir Freshman Orientation ’98 cups, each got a glimpse of the moon and felt for the first time it was shining down on someone who could understand them.

The next day as classes began, they both found themselves in Race, Class, Gender: Examining Otherness. As the professor outlined the class, a girl in a torn Bikini Kill T-shirt and hemp cargo shorts raised a trembling hand, weak from a diet of soy and outrage.

“Um, excuse me, sir or madam, if we’re problematizing gender, shouldn’t we acknowledge the rich tradition of Herstory?”

“Ugh, earnestness,” our heroes muttered under their breath in unison. As they heard the echo, the same thought darted through each of their minds: “I’m not alone.” They looked up, hesitantly turned, and were shocked to recognize each other from the night before. After class was dismissed, the boy took the girl aside, stared intently into her dark, brown eyes and said, “You got hives at Day Care too, didn’t you?”

“Plinko!” The girl responded. That night, amid a sea of empty Bartles & Jaymes bottles and stubbed-out Marlboro Reds, the two swapped stories about hiding in “privacy bushes” at summer camp, field trip–related panic attacks, and years of spending recess with the nurse, listening to the latest details of her messy divorce. Feeling more and more like they were in the presence of a like-minded equal, they held each other, gently rocked, and cast their eyes toward the heavens. As tears rolled down their cheeks, they cried, “Who are we?! Who made us?!” like two confused, just-mutated superheroes, hot off the uranium presses.

Fueled by their Blue Hawaiian liquid courage, they sat down at the computer and started doing research, desperate for a better explanation than a nasty case of the Fuck Yous. After a failed string of dud searches’“go away”; “don’t touch me”; “people suck”; “no I don’t want to come to your quinceañera”’they stumbled upon an intriguing and provocative term: Misanthrope.

“Misanthrope.” “MIS-anthrope.” “Mis-ANTHROPE.” They repeated the word over and over again, exploring the unfamiliar sound and letting it all just wash over them.

The next day they went out and made T-shirts. Several years later they wrote a book, so that Misanthropes everywhere would know how to cope with their natural enemy: people.

People are everywhere. Even if you’ve taken to squatting in an abandoned Cold War–era bomb shelter, you’ll still have to leave from time to time to pick up some fresh rat traps and Mountain Dew. We’ve gathered together a quick primer in Misanthrope history, a couple of quizzes so you can determine if you’re really a Misanthrope or just a-raggin’, and 101 common interaction scenarios with multiple solutions for each. With this book in hand, you should have no trouble reducing your social circle to a single dot.

Great Moments in Misanthrope History

Adam and Eve may have gotten along fine, but Cain beat Abel with a rock for being a show-off. You’re not the first Misanthrope in history; as long as there have been groups, there have been people avoiding them. So that you can appreciate our proud and ancient traditions, we present you with a brief misanthro-centric view of history:


	
Ca. 60,000 years ago: The first aborigines arrive in Australia, finding deserts and the world’s most poisonous animals’a small price to pay for dozens of millennia of privacy.

	
220…206 B.C.: The Qin Emperor builds the Great Wall of China to avoid having to wave at the neighbors.

	
2nd century A.D.: Early Christians establish the first monastic communities, giving spiritually minded Misanthropes an excuse to hide in the desert.

	
Ca. 1000: The Maori arrive in New Zealand, the last major landmass to be settled by man. There is now nowhere left to hide except Antarctica.

	
1347…1353: The Black Death kills millions in Europe. Survivors revel in free clothes and their own rooms.

	
1492: Spaniards arrive in the New World and won’t leave, no matter how many times the natives yawn and mention having to go to work in the morning.

	
1666: Moliere’s The Misanthrope opens in Paris. World in shock by apparent collaboration between Misanthropes and Theater People.

	
1790:First solitary confinement in the United States at the Walnut Street Jail in Philadelphia. Prisoners dare to dream.

	
1815: Napoleon is exiled to the remote South Atlantic island of St. Helena and is very ungrateful.

	
1820: Fabian Gottlieb Benjamin von Bellingshausen discovers Antarctica. There is now nowhere left to hide except the moon.

	
1840s: Manifest Destiny begins when pioneers take covered wagons “to the corner to buy some smokes” and never come back.

	
1848: Karl Marx develops communism, which combines the inconveniences of central control with the discomforts of sharing and cooperation. Misanthropes worldwide develop nosebleeds without knowing why.

	
1861: Eleven southern states “wish they could stay for dinner, but will probably just grab something on the road.”

	
1867: The Treaty of London forces Luxembourg to dismantle the defensive walls around the city, despite the Luxembourgers’ objections that then people would think they could just show up whenever.

	
1876: Alexander Graham Bell invents the telephone, then begins calling people “just to talk.”

	
1914: The Panama Canal is completed, drastically shortening shipping times and quashing Jose Padilla y Vega of Cuba’s argument that he’d “totally go” to his cousin’s wedding in Valparaiso if it weren’t for that pesky loop around Cape Horn.

	
1969: Apollo 11 lands on the moon. Goddammit.

	
1986: 5.5 million people participate in “Hands Across America,” joining hands in a massive human chain for fifteen minutes. Seventy-three Misanthropes “just painted their nails, sorry.”

	
1993: Czechoslovakia is peacefully divided into three countries: the Czech Republic, Slovakia, and “Vlad’s House’No Trespassing.”

	
2010: Bedbug outbreak in northeastern cities provides urbanites with long-awaited solid reason for not sleeping over.



Quiz #1: Am I a Misanthrope? (True/False)


	I once punched myself in the jaw so I could spend recess in the nurse’s office. T/F

	Motivational quotes give me acid reflux. T/F

	Sometimes I pretend to be checking my mail to avoid small talk at the elevators. T/F

	I’ve waited in line for a Harry Potter movie. T/F

	I fucking love Burning Man. T/F

	I don’t just attend team-building exercises’I plan them! T/F

	I’ve prepaid a divorce, just in case. T/F

	Sometimes I wake up in the morning with a song in my heart. T/F

	The sloppiness of children’s art does not appeal to me. T/F

	A stranger is a friend you haven’t met. T/F



The Results

Give yourself one point for answering true on number(s): 1; 2; 3; 7; 9, and give yourself one point for answering false on number(s): 4; 5; 6; 8; 10.

If you got 0–3 points:

Congratulations, I guess. You probably had a lot of fun in student government. You are the belle of every ice cream social. You are probably not a Misanthrope and will continue to bubble through life saying things like, “Hiya, fella!” and “I’m a people person!” with a smile as your umbrella; that is, until someone shoots you.

If you got 4–7 points:

You’re probably a normal, run-of-the-mill person with some misanthropic tendencies. Company retreats and potluck dinners are probably hard for you, but you can usually get through the day without hiding in a stairwell, waiting for the Xanax to kick in. You may even have a work friend, but you’ll probably alienate him somewhere down the line with your extreme political views.

If you got 8–10 points:

Yowzah. You are a Purell-carrying, pistol-packin’, crowd-
fearing, hug-dodging, no-nonsense Misanthrope. You send a card instead of attending, which caused a problem at your own wedding. We hope you were able to mail-order this book; we know how stressful it can be to go to the mall.

Now that you know for sure that you’re a Misanthrope (and not just a-raggin’), in the absence of a “sorting hat,” we’ve prepared a second bonus round quiz that will help you discover exactly what kind of Misanthrope you are.

Quiz #2: What Kind of Misanthrope Am I? (Multiple Choice)

1. A charity canvasser approaches you on the sidewalk and asks for a moment of your time. You:

A. Saw them from down the block and swerved widely to avoid them.

B. Say, “Sorry, just don’t care about whales.”

C. Say, “Sorry, I already gave.”

D. Deck ’em.

2. A moderately attractive stranger offers to buy you a drink in a bar. You:

A. Tell him you have to go to the bathroom, but actually leave altogether.

B. Say, “You can buy me a drink, but you may not.”

C. Tell him he’s a dear for asking, but your large, violence-prone boyfriend is in the bathroom.

D. Accept the drink, down it and say, “Thanks, slugger!” while you slap him on the shoulder and walk away.

3. In a crowded subway car on your commute home, you spot a pregnant woman standing. You:

A. Bury your nose in a book.

B. Ignore her; she’s pregnant, but I’m tired.

C. Give her your seat, but my God are you pissed.

D. Continue to sit with your feet up on the seat across from you; serves her right for making more people.

4. An hour before your company’s Christmas party, you are:

A. Turning off your cell phone so no one can call and ask where you are.

B. Getting ready to smuggle your friend Jack Daniel’s in’in your bloodstream.

C. Making chocolate reindeer so no one can say you didn’t try, damnit.

D. Hiring a stripper with more chest than heart to bust in halfway through and deliver a graphic rendition of “Santa Baby” while you slip out undetected. At that point you will have suffered long enough.

5. If you feel strong enough, flash back to high school. Your biology teacher tells you to pick partners for a dissection. You:

A. Bend over and rummage in your book bag until everyone is safely paired off.

B. Snap up the Korean exchange student again because he’ll do the work and you don’t share a language.

C. Pair off with a jock, stoner, slow kid, or combination of all three. Give them a page to color while you do the work correctly.

D. Pair off with the class vegan, start singing “The Rainbow Connection,” and hope she protests her way into a group B+.

6. Your four-year-old niece asks you where babies come from. You say:

A. No one knows.

B. CVS. You were 30 percent off because you were slightly irregular.

C. Ask your parent, teacher, community leader, or rabbi.

D. Romania. And statistics tell us that you’ll grow up to be a real troublemaker.

7. Your neighbor knocks on the door and tells you she’s locked out. She asks you if she can stay until the locksmith comes. You:

A. Tell her you’re so sorry but you were just on your way out, then walk around the block for the next half hour.

B. Call the police.

C. Say, “Great, I needed help cleaning the grout! It must be kismet!”

D. Say no because you just started watching the second season of Lost, and that’s not a show you can just jump into. We’re sure she’ll understand.

8. Your girlfriend tells you that she’s pregnant. You:

A. Emigrate.

B. Ask, “Who’s the father?”

C. Marry her and raise the child, but slowly withdraw all of your love.

D. Find some Romanians to adopt it. Why should the baby trade be one-way?

The Results

If you answered:

Mostly a’s:

You are an Avoidant Misanthrope. You are the patron saint of the locked door and turned-off phone. Like a big tit in a strapless bra, if there’s a way out, you’ll find it.

Mostly b’s:

You are a Crotchety Misanthrope. Impatient and sardonic, you keep the world at bay with precision-aimed jets of piss and vinegar. (Mostly metaphorical, but you’re not above literal.) While the world may interpret your brash wisecracks as good humor, we know better.

Mostly c’s:

You are a Stealth Misanthrope. Heavily socialized, but a people-hater nonetheless, you put the “ass” in passive-aggressive. Always willing to grin and bear it, you appear to be likeable, but may eventually frighten people off with that pulsing vein in your forehead.

Mostly d’s:

You are an Asshole. Sometimes it really is that simple.
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The Misanthrope’s Prayer

Lord, grant me the irritability to deal with those people I cannot avoid, the flight-reflex to avoid those people I can, and the impatience to get it all over with quickly.



Chapter 1

THE AGNEW TO MY NIXON

{ The Misanthrope Among Friends }

Accidents happen. Sometimes Marisa Tomei wins the Oscar, the ESL kid reigns as Homecoming Queen, and a Misanthrope manages to find a friend. While it’s nice to finally have someone to put down as an emergency contact (your realtor was tired of getting calls), the opportunity costs of friendship can be a heavy cross for the Misanthrope to bear. For example, did you know that you’re expected to see friends on their birthdays every single year? Or that they occasionally need to press their bodies against yours in a quick, but meaningful embrace? While that may be enough to send some Misanthropes running for the change of address forms, keep in mind that Linda is a RealDoll and can’t bail you out of jail. So we say keep your friends close, but your defense mechanisms closer. Because they know where you live. And they want to play Guitar Hero.

“I’m Not Your Girlfriend, Girlfriend”: Handling Fag Hags

Irony is the whip of a sarcastic God. Misers die poor, beauties grow old along with the rest, and homosexual men are surrounded by high-maintenance, chattering women. If a man orders a Sidecar in public, awkward, needy women for miles around will jump up, put on too much makeup, and barrel toward him, baying like hounds on the scent. This is tiring for any gay man, but for the “Misanthrope of an alternate lifestyle” it’s a sobbing, hugging, raspberry-flavored purgatory. The gay reputation for endearing bitchiness makes these women almost impossible to dislodge:

Fag Hag: Does this skirt make me look fat?

Misanthrope: Yes! Everything does! You’re fat!

Fag Hag: I love our times together.

They’re hard to dissuade, but where there’s a Misanthrope, there’s a way …

Man Up

Fag Hags crave male attention without the unglamorous, inconvenient aspect of having a man around. Putting the “dude” back in “gay dude” can sometimes send her screaming into the night. Yell “Fuckin’ Seahawks!” and “Touchdown!” at the TV. It doesn’t matter if you don’t know the rules; she doesn’t either. Leave beer cans in a pile on the floor, filed neatly between the “I’ve been meaning to get to that laundry” pile and the new coffee table you made out of two stacks of pizza boxes. Scratch every part of your body you can find’you’ll be amazed at what you can reach. If that doesn’t work, start leaving the bathroom door open. It’s not pretty, but it works.

The American Dream

Baseball is technically the national pastime, but only because Jimmy Carter refused to sign a bill designating “Laughing at the Less Fortunate” our new top jam. Use this: Instead of getting rid of The Hags altogether, find a way to make a little scratch off them. Start a paysite called mascaratracks.com, offering footage from a number of hidden webcams, transcripts of 3 a.m. phone calls, and a “fantasy fag hag league” in which players choose a dream team and earn points for every time one of their hags experiences a weight fluctuation, cries so hard she throws up, has a “four mojito meltdown,” or goes through any of a number of embarrassing experiences.

Friday Nights with The Fag Hag: A DVD Collection:


	Beaches

	Spice World

	Trick

	Sex and the City 2

	A League of Their Own

	Maid in Manhattan

	Boys on the Side

	The Beautician and the Beast

	The First Wives Club

	Beaches (Widescreen)



Ending a Party; or, Don’t Let the Door Hit You in the Ass on the Way Out

Occasionally, a brave or foolish Misanthrope will throw a party. You’ll need several damage control tactics if you have buyer’s remorse: Send out invitations with a clearly stated end time, supply confusing, inaccurate directions, or pay a good caterer to host the party while you spend the evening away. Even with these precautions in play, the Misanthrope can get stuck with guests who just won’t leave. Worse, guests keep sighing and saying “We should do this more often …”

Bedtime for Bonzo

Just start getting ready for bed. Floss your teeth, wash your face, put on pajamas with a yawning teddy bear on them. Most people will get the hint as early as the flossing, but keep going if your guests prove harder to dislodge. You shouldn’t hesitate to don your sleep mask, put soothing ocean sounds on the stereo, climb in bed and get fetal. If this doesn’t work, just go to sleep. Maybe they’ll be gone in the morning.

It’s My Party and I’ll Bang Who I Want To

Haul out a basket and announce, “It’s time. Keys.” No matter how curious some of your guests may be to live it up and just go with it, they won’t have time to get up the nerve to say, “Well, I have always wondered …” before a more prudish partygoer says, “Disgusting!” or “Not with these fatties, are you kidding me?” Accuse the objector of being a “Prudence Primrose” who has “ruined a perfectly good key party for everyone,” and hope the resulting awkwardness sends everyone for their coats.

Portland’s Pride

Just slowly but surely cook up a batch of good, old-fashioned crystal meth. Put on your “Kiss the Cook” apron and chef’s hat and continue with casual conversation as you lay the drain cleaner, cough syrup, and old batteries out on the coffee table. Distribute goggles and advise your guests to put them on, as “things got kind of kaboom-y last time!” As you light up the Bunsen burner, mention that your trademark is to add a little pinch of cilantro for flavor. “It’s subtle, but it really brings it all together quite nicely.” If your guests have any sense, they’ll hightail it for the door. If not, maybe they’ll smuggle the meth into Canada for you.

Conversation Topics to Clear a Room:


	Ethnic cleansing

	Restless Leg Syndrome

	John Kerry

	The polyamorous lifestyle

	“Does this look infected?”

	This chick you know who’s a Suicide Girl

	That one uncle …



Misanthrope as Wingman

Apparently, friends are supposed to “help” one another. Not just in simple, manageable ways like cracking a tough section of a word search or answering the phone with “Turner-Neal Investment Group” because they’ve used you as a phony reference, but in tangible, inconvenient ways. This can lead to misunderstandings.

Friend: Hey, can you help me?

Misanthrope: … yes? Yes. Final answer.

Friend: It’s been a long time since I’ve been with a girl, and I thought you could …

Misanthrope: Oh, I’m not sure that’s wise. You’d probably want to cuddle afterward and I’d have trouble respecting you after that.

Friend: What? No! I just want you to come out to the bar tonight and be my wingman.

Misanthrope: Wing … man?

Friend: Yeah, just try to make the women think I’m cool.

Misanthrope: Isn’t that Amstel Light’s job?

Lay It on the Line

Misanthropes are envied two things: our clear, ageless complexions, gained by a life spent indoors shunning team sports, and our “charming” bluntness. Save time and cut bullshit by treating the wingman’s role like what it is: a sales position. “Listen, Renata, you seem like a sharp girl. I’m gonna level with you. My friend thinks you’re hot. I know his septum piercing is a little inflamed right now, but he’s clean, in good shape relative to the other people in this bar, and he’s hung like a ’78 Chevelle. You might do better tonight, you might not, but I can send you home with this perfectly acceptable guy now and save us all a lot of time and trouble.” This approach takes all of three minutes, so you have ample time to try again if it turns out you were “too real.”

Villain of the Piece

Wait until the lady’s attention is diverted, then put on a little show. “Hey!” your friend shouts, “What did you put in her drink?” At this point your friend will take you in a pre-choreographed headlock, and throw you out the door. Upon his return, Sir Galahad will have the perfect opportunity to buy her a drink “to show her not all guys are jerks.” Meanwhile, you’re outside, free to toddle home and do your drinking in the bathtub, as you prefer.

Gordon Gekko and Warren Buffett walk into a bar …

Dress your friend up in the top hat, monocle, and cane from last year’s Mr. Peanut Halloween costume, and loudly discuss pork bellies and rice futures, as you slap him on the back and chortle, “you cad!” Women are drawn to money like ants to sugar, sharks to blood, and Japanese businessmen to used sports bras.

Obscure Japanese Fetishes:


	Dinosaurs

	Hidden camera footage of women filing their nails while bored at work

	Adult origami

	Unwrapped Christmas presents

	Heimlich maneuver lesbians

	Badminton divorcees

	Pregnant teen hiccups



No Hit Wonder: It Turns Out Your Friend’s Band Is Bad

Misanthropes are never in bands, for fear the band will hit it big and they’ll have to spend a year on a tour bus with stoned roadies who want to talk about “living the music.” For us, the question is not, “Why do rock stars commit suicide?” but “How do they last as long as they do?” Amazingly, nearly every person who is not a Misanthrope is in a band, has been in a band, is looking for a new band, is putting together a band, or just got kicked out of their last band. If you’ve decided to have a friend, you’ll have to go see his band sometime. You’d never ordinarily choose to listen to a death metal tribute to Lesley Gore. You’d never ordinarily conceive of such a thing, but here you are, 10 feet from a man named Bonesplitter, who’s clad only in leather and spikes and belting out light ’60s pop with a bride-of-Satan twist. After the show, your friend, glistening with sweat and enthusiasm, bounds up to you and hits you with the most passive-aggressive question possible: “So, what did you honestly think?” A Misanthrope is generally incapable of spitting out a tactful lie like a normal person, but we’re not without resources.

The Groupie Misdirect

Fuck him in the bathroom right that minute. Like most human endeavors, being in a band is a tail-getting strategy first, foremost, and often exclusively. If you lead him to believe it’s working, he won’t press for details, and you won’t have to use music-magazine broken English like “hot, nasty chords” and “fat beats.”

Liquor Is Quicker

You know what a drunk person can’t process? “Damning with faint praise.” Insist on buying your friend a shot before you talk about the show, and repeat as needed. Shot. “It was interesting.” Shot. “I’ve never seen anything quite like it.” Shot. “Bonesplitter is very tall.” Shot. By the time you get to “It’s the dumbest fucking thing I’ve ever seen in my life, and if I were a better friend I’d kill you now to save you the shame of living with this memory,” he should only be able to say, “Wooo! Rock ’n’ roll!”

Deafened by the Awesomitude

“What did I honestly drink? Oh, just a few Chardonnays. What? Did I bike to the show? No, I took a cab. What? Do I think your band is hood? No, you’re five white boys from Dutchess County. You’ll never be hood.”

Set list For the Death Metal Tribute to Lesley Gore:


	“Judy’s Turn to Cry (Because She’s Being Eaten by Hell-Wolves)”

	“It’s My Party (And You’ll Die if I Say So)”

	“You Don’t Own Me, But I Own the Skulls of All Foolish Enough to Oppose Me”

	“Sunshine, Lollipops, Rainbows, Plague, Madness, and Suicide”



I’ll Pay for You to Elope: The Misanthrope in a Wedding Party

From a young age, we’re taught to think that friends should share everything’toys, candy, clothes, homework, Boys!’what’s yours is mine, and vice versa. But what about friends who want to share experiences? Doesn’t that seem a little … gauche? There’s something about the concept of sharing an experience that implies vomiting in a teepee somewhere in Arizona while chasing spirit animals into a world of yesterland and endless tomorrow. Fortunately, unless it’s 1968 or you went to Skidmore, odds are the most intense experience you’ll be asked to share with a friend is to “do them the honor” of being in their wedding party. Unfortunately, that still brings to mind a fair amount of vomiting. Agreeing to be in a friend’s wedding party automatically RSVPs you to a world of social functions, all attended by the same boring friends-of-friends, obscure relatives, and one old man of mysterious origin who thinks he’s at a bar mitzvah. Worst of all, everyone’s gotten wise to your tricks by now’they’re all still smarting from the time you scalped your Hole tickets and they had to sit next to a guy named Gideon, who really “felt it.” Face facts: Your presence is mandatory. Thank God your enthusiasm isn’t.

Misanthropic Groomsman, in the Stairwell, with the Cat Fancy

In the animal kingdom, hiding isn’t an act of cowardice: It’s simple survival. You’re no better than a meerkat. Volunteer to take coats, keep an eye on the thermostat, be the only one who knows where the extra bags of ice are’anything that will explain extended absences from the party. You’re not hiding in the garage reading The Poisonwood Bible with a lap full of cocktail shrimp; you’re being helpful!

Studio 54 It

Spend the entire party starting new conversations and excusing yourself to go to the bathroom when you become bored. People might think you have a raging cocaine problem, sure, but the bride and groom will be touched that you invested in social drugs to make their party a hit, and will reward you in the end with a moderately priced, impersonal gift. Win/Win!

Grandpa’s Old Forced Interaction Tonic

Hey, what works, works. This is a guide to life for Misanthropes, not a morality play. Drink up.

Excuses to Step Away for a Moment:


	“Gotta purge!”

	“I hear my car alarm”

	Prayer

	“I think I see someone wearing real leather”

	“I got the scoots like you wouldn’t believe”

	Eager to use the bidet again

	“Gotta check The Score”

	“I need to touch up my face”



Witty Witty Bang Bang: How to End a Conversation with “That Guy”

There are certain realities in life that a Misanthrope just has to come to terms with. Case in point: That Guy in camo shorts and a Guster shirt will trap you into a conversation about proper lifting technique and how Vince Vaughn is “the man.” It doesn’t matter the company you keep or how refined you think you are’he’s at every party. You could be in a Rive Gauche atelier doing shots of absinthe out of Anais Nin’s cleavage and That Guy would be there asking Josephine Baker if she’d ever been with a white guy before. Not only is That Guy everywhere, but he’s convinced that you, yes you, would love to hear about the time he covered the Democratic National Convention for The Emory Wheel and got “respect knuckles” from Dennis Kucinich. (“He was really down to earth. Just a regular guy, you know?”) Unless you want to stand there all night while he explains what his kanji tattoo means (to him), use one of these escape routes.

Gwyneth Him

Humor him in polite conversation, but speak with a confusingly subtle British accent and pepper in a few transatlantic usages here and there: “I was just mad about the idea of having a happy Christmas, but I fell on my bum in the lift and wound up with a 4-centimeter cut on my leg! Big Ben!” Not even That Guy can handle an “I’m so delightfully foreign!” act for that long.

Deflect and Dodge

“It’s so funny you should bring it up! You know Caitlin’that girl in the prom dress in the kitchen’she has super strong emotions about Alaskan Secession too! Go talk to her about it; she’d love that!” And then immediately hurl yourself through the nearest plate glass window. Remember to tuck and roll though, because you will need to run.

Tell Him You Just Found Out What a Cincinnati Bowtie Is

That Guy is the kind of guy who wears a thumb ring, thinks Dane Cook is a badass, and uses Dave Matthews’s Satellite as foreplay. It’s amazing how fast his face will go sheet white when you use “screw” and “trach tube” in the same sentence.


What That Guy’s Tattoo Means

“Oh this? This is the kanji character for ‘light’. I don’t know if you know, but kanji is a type of Japanese writing system. To me light symbolizes like, how there’s always light at the end of the tunnel and I chose to do it in kanji for my deep respect for Asian culture. It got pretty infected, but no pain, no gain, you know?”
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