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This book is dedicated to everyone who enjoys asking questions, because if asking questions isn’t the way to find answers, then I give up.

 

 

 

 

INTRODUCTION

If you’re anything like me, you probably hate introductions to books. I usually skip them entirely. But wait. This one contains important information.

You might be wondering why I have an introduction at all. Why didn’t I simply start with my blog’s About page? The reason I didn’t is because it tells you nothing useful. Absolutely nothing. I can’t imagine what I was thinking when I wrote it.

Here’s how it starts: Hi, I’m Steve Morris. See the problem already? You thought my name was Jackson Radcliffe. Who is this Steve Morris?

Jackson Radcliffe is my pen-name, my author name. Steve Morris is my real-world name. Strictly speaking, it’s Stephen Morris, but only my mother calls me that.

This book is a collection of 100 of my favourite blog posts. I started my blog in 2012 and I’ve written more than 250 posts, so these are the very best. I did the hard work for you and threw away the ones that weren’t worth reading. You can read them all if you want by visiting my blog, but it’s probably a waste of your time. Stick with these.

My blog, by the way, is called Blog Blogger Bloggest, and you can find it at http://blogbloggerbloggest.com. OK, that’s it. You can go ahead and read the book now.

 

Other books by Jackson Radcliffe

The Yoga Sutras is a darkly comic tale of sex, lies and spiritual enlightenment – dark on humour and light on philosophy!

 

“Jackson Radcliffe has a sharp eye for the absurdities of modern life. From yoga, to Star Wars, to grocery shopping at Waitrose via black holes and roundabouts, this novel had me laughing out loud.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER ONE

LIFE

Life. It’s a funny thing. Except when it’s not. But even then, it can be if you look at it the right way. And perhaps humour is needed most when things look bleak.

Why does comedy so often involve human suffering? People slip on banana skins. They act stupid. Outrageous things happen to them. And we laugh.

Are we monsters? Do we relish the suffering of others?

Or is laughter a self-defence mechanism? Instead of being a sign of depravity, it’s a way of coping with living in a world that is profoundly and shockingly unsympathetic to human existence.

Perhaps it’s no coincidence that we laugh till we cry; that our laughter comes with tears. If we didn’t laugh at misfortune, we’d have to sob instead.

In this first section, you’ll find life, death and all the funny bits in between. I’ll start with my very first blog article. It’s just a short intro to kick things off.

 

 

 

 

Strange thoughts, random mutterings

Where to begin a blog? Certainly not at the beginning. That would take too long. Besides, this blog isn’t about me. It’s about my thoughts.

If I wanted more of me, I could just look in the mirror, or talk out loud to myself (which I already do, of course). No, the point is, that if like me, you work mostly alone, it can get lonely sometimes. Family and friends help of course. Facebook can work if there’s no better option. Twitter will lead you to a dark place very quickly.

So, this blog is an outlet. A way for me to talk loudly to myself without attracting too much attention, and perhaps even getting some feedback from the kind of nutters who patrol the far-flung corners of the internet. Like myself.

Expect lots of opinions. Expect a few facts. Expect random thoughts on seemingly unrelated topics. Expect a window into the world of me, Steve Morris.

Welcome, uninvited and possibly deranged reader.

 

September 27, 2012

Click here to read the original article and comments.

 

 

 

 

Danger of Death

I love my car and I love driving. What’s not to like? Apart from other drivers, of course. But I’m not one of those grumpy old sods forever moaning about traffic congestion. Why is there congestion on the roads? Because everyone wants to drive their car.

There are so many things to like about driving. Take road signs for instance.

I love these utilitarian messages with their inappropriate melodrama, seemingly intended to evoke a state of mild hysteria.

Do you know what I’m talking about? What about Concealed Entrance for example? Surely concealed is the wrong word? It implies some kind of deliberate plot to conceal the entrance. As if someone had created a perfectly normal entrance, and then carefully planted trees and shrubs all around in order to hide it from casual passers-by, like the entrance to the Bat Cave.

Oncoming Vehicles in Middle of Road is another favourite. How can anyone read this sign and not feel a deep-down urge to panic? I remember the first time I encountered this, on a narrow humpback bridge where you couldn’t see what was coming over the other side. My heart nearly stopped beating as I drove over the top. What fun! I’m always hoping to come across a related sign, like Out of Control Cars Heading Your Way, or maybe even Turn Back Now! Lunatics on the Loose!

But the all-time number-one best road sign has to be Danger of Death. Its threat of extreme and indiscriminate hazard makes me glance nervously around, half expecting to see corpses strewn along the roadside, victims of some undetermined but fatal danger. It certainly adds an unexpected frisson to the daily commute.

Yes: cars, driving, road signs. Surely three of life’s greatest pleasures.

 

November 4, 2012	

Click here to read the original article and comments.

 

 

 

 

You’re a celebrity? Get me out of here!

There’s nothing worse than watching an actor without a script. And if you admire a particular writer, artist or musician, never watch them being interviewed. 

Why? Because few people are good at “off the cuff” replies, or stringing together coherent thoughts without planning them in advance. I myself am utterly useless at it.

When you read an article or a book, the writer has probably taken ages to write it. Just like my blog articles, which frankly take forever.

A writer may have spent a whole hour working on one paragraph. It might have taken days, months or even years to come to fruition. Sentences can be crossed out or moved. Words can be changed; whole sections deleted and replaced. It can be re-read and re-worked and spell-checked until it’s perfect.

Responding to questions in real time is so much harder. Only naturally gifted conversationalists and raconteurs can pull it off. That’s why even very clever, interesting people can sound totally dull when being interviewed.

And it’s why you should never follow your heroes on Twitter.

 

January 27, 2013	

Click here to read the original article and comments.

 

 

 

 

Are you an alien terrorist?

Although I’m British, I sometimes generate revenue from the United States through my internet company. American dollars, yummy, but there’s a catch. To do business in the States, foreigners must fill out a form called W-8BEN, also known as a “Certificate of Foreign Status of Beneficial Owner for United States Tax Withholding”. It’s a deceptively simple one page form, but there are many traps for the unwary.

It’s like those US immigration forms that demand, Do you seek to enter the United States to engage in subversive or terrorist activities? You’re tempted to tick yes, but you just know that won’t end happily.

This is a taste of what the form wants to know:

 

Are you a foreign person? Well, no, I’m British. You are the foreigners, but you can’t catch me out that easily, so I tick yes.

Are you a Disregarded entity? Sure, I often feel like one, do I tick this box?

Are you a nonresident alien individual who claims exemption from withholding on compensation? Dude, I just want to pay the right amount of tax, which box do I tick?

Are you a reverse hybrid entity transmitting beneficial owner documentation provided by your interest holders? Like, WTF?

 

If you get confused by the form, like I did, you might be tempted to download the seven pages of explanatory notes. I strongly urge you not to do this. These are not explanatory notes. Their true purpose is to intimidate and confuse. They are America’s secret weapon in its War On Terror Foreign Companies.

This is a document with a bad attitude. It’s out to get you. Because you’re a dirty, tax-avoiding non-resident alien. You might even be a reverse hybrid entity seeking to engage in subversive activities.

Here’s an example of the document’s tone. The explanation of “What is your country of residence?” is The country that you claim to be your place of residence. Sarcastic or what?

The thing is, this form matters. By completing it, I am exempting my company from paying 30% tax on US income. Or am I agreeing to pay it? I’m not certain. If I fill out the form incorrectly, will I be arrested by gum-chewing gun-toting border guards the next time I travel to America? Will I be held without trial with suspected terrorists and made to answer impossible questions before I can be released?

Sir, are you a reverse hybrid subversive alien?

Sir, do you intend to engage in terrorist activities and/or claim exemption from United States tax withholding?

Are you feeling lucky, punk?

So, I’ve filled out the form as best I can. I don’t know if I’m going to end up paying tax or not. I don’t even know whether I was applying to pay tax or to avoid it. I don’t understand whether I am a non-resident alien, a reverse hybrid, a fiscally transparent non-governmental organization, a foreign terrorist or just a poor old Disregarded Entity. I don’t know, I don’t care, and I don’t want to do any more business in America. And that, I suspect, is the whole purpose of the form.

 

February 21, 2013	

Click here to read the original article and comments.

 

 

 

 

You’re a jerk, I’m a jerk

Sometimes you meet someone who’s a real jerk. A complete asshat. Do you know anyone like that? I think you probably do.

You meet such a person and the outcome is always the same. “You’re a jerk!” you say, “A complete asshat!”

Back comes the reply: “No, you’re a jerk! You’re a complete asshat!”

But let’s stand back for a moment and consider the symmetry of the situation.

It’s not like you called the guy a jerk and he said, “So what?” or “Huh?” He called you exactly the same thing back. Is it somehow remotely possible that what he’s thinking about you is similar to what you’re thinking about him?

There’s no logical reason to suppose you’re right and he’s wrong. A neutral observer might conclude that, rationally, you are both jerks.

This is very hard to accept, because this guy is obviously a complete dong. And isn’t it in fact moral cowardice not to confront bad behaviour? Well, yes, but that’s a slightly different question. Sometimes you have to act, to confront bullying behaviour, stand up for justice and oppose dictators. But even then, violence is rarely the best solution.

War did solve the problem of Adolf Hitler, but it didn’t solve Northern Ireland or the Israel/Palestine conflict. It doesn’t seem to solve most conflicts.

When I was young and naïve I used to believe that rational discourse could be used to solve world problems. I no longer believe that. But I do believe that polite discourse can solve many of them. That’s a stronger requirement you see – being polite requires more than just rationality. Rational people can disagree violently. But polite people learn to disagree and shake hands.

So, the next time you meet some moronic wombat with goat dung for brains, just pause for a moment. Consider the possibility that he thinks you’re a total air-head too. Unless this person poses some kind of actual threat, then refrain from violent disagreement. Find something you can agree on, or just walk away. Because there are too many jerks out there for you to handle. In fact, you may even be one of them.

 

February 25, 2013	

Click here to read the original article and comments.

 

 

 

 

A comedy of vegetables

Do you know why vegetables are so good for us? It’s because they make us laugh. Seriously.

Vegetable comedy first came to my attention when a badly-translated French menu proposed that I might enjoy a Plate of Crudenesses for my lunch.

There’s something inherently comic about fruit and vegetables. Perhaps it’s because they remind us of parts of the human body. After all, most women are supposed to be shaped like apples or pears.

You might think that meat looks more like the human body, but you can’t laugh at meat, because there’s nothing funny about dead flesh served up on your dinner plate. Meat is tragedy; vegetables are pure comedy.

Beans make you fart, right? Sprouts are even worse. What then, about bean-sprouts? I once tricked my younger son into eating his broccoli by saying it would make him fart like a trombone.

What image pops into your head when I say plump aubergine? Anything? What about big, round melons? Nice, juicy peaches. Ripe mangoes. Enormous cucumbers. Big bunches of bananas. Hairy kiwis. Once you’ve started this way of thinking, there’s no way back.

They even have funny names. Artichokes. Brassicas. Parsnips. Coconuts. Watermelons.

I’m left wondering if humour is our way of making vegetables more enticing. Most people claim not to enjoy the taste of veg. How much more appealing if you can eat them and laugh at the same time.

 

March 9, 2013	

Click here to read the original article and comments.

 

 

 

 

Is the world getting better or worse?

Are you a glass half-full or a glass half-empty kind of person? An optimist or a pessimist?

At a personal level, we can choose whether to be optimistic or pessimistic about any situation that confronts us. Optimists tend to make the world a better place, because they believe they can. Pessimists tend not to, because they believe they can’t. But what about the bigger picture? Is the world in general getting better or worse?

If we look for problems we will find them. The 20th century brought us world wars; barbarism on an industrial scale; the Depression of the 1930s; and the rise of global terrorism, to name a few.

If we look for positives we will find them too. The elimination of many contagious diseases; huge increases in life expectancy; unprecedented falls in global poverty; and the computer and internet revolution.

So, is the world getting better or worse? I happen to know the answer, so I’ll tell you. It’s the same as the answer to the glass half-full/half-empty question: we can choose.

 

March 29, 2013	

Click here to read the original article and comments.

 

 

 

 

I accuse myself

We’re playing a lot of Cluedo (Clue in North America) in our house at the moment, and I can’t help noticing how ridiculous the game is. For instance, how could a character not know whether they were the murderer? And what kind of mad house has rooms that do not connect to each other, but instead are reached by a hallway that threads its way throughout the entire building?

Despite these absurdities, Cluedo somehow manages to leave a deep, lasting impression, so that every man, woman and child who has ever played it secretly longs to live in a house with a ballroom, a library and a conservatory.

And, I have a confession to make.

When I was young I secretly loved Miss Scarlett. I knew that she didn’t love me back, but that first unrequited love was deep and passionate. I knew that other small boys loved her too, and that the cold-hearted bitch didn’t care for them either. We all knew it, but it didn’t matter. Our desire for the aloof, scarlet woman was just too strong. We would have done anything for her, if she would just have acknowledged us in some small way. But she never did. She never could.

And so, I admit it. It was me. I murdered Dr Black. It was a crime of passion. I did it in the library (or was it the billiard room?) and I used Miss Scarlett’s cold, disdainful looks as the murder weapon.

 

April 18, 2013	

Click here to read the original article and comments.

 

 

 

 

My store of happiness

Can you guess where I store all the happiness I’ve accumulated over the years? It’s not under the bed. It’s not stuffed into a big brown envelope and hidden in the attic. It’s not in a Swiss bank account. It’s not even in my heart.

The truth is there is no store for happiness. Happiness isn’t something we can store or accumulate or save for a rainy day. It’s just there in the moment.

It might come from a smile, or a ray of sunshine, or a happy memory, or anticipation of something yet to come. Some say it comes from within, but a little external assistance can help too.

Wherever it comes from, enjoy it while it lasts. Better still, share it with someone and enjoy it together.

 

August 11, 2013	

Click here to read the original article and comments.
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