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How you became you bryson

Wikiquote Jump to navigation Jump in search I come from Des Moines. Someone had to. William Bill McGuire Bryson, OBE (born December 8, 1951) is an American best-selling author of humorous books on travel, as well as books on English language and on scientific subjects. Dating[edit] If you've never been to Durham, go there at once. Take my car. It's
wonderful. The Lost Continent: Travels to Small-Town America (1989)[edit] I come from Des Moines. Someone had to. When you come from Des Moines you either accept the fact without a doubt and settle down with a girl named Bobbi and get a job at the Firestone factory and live there forever or you spend your teenage gems at length on what is a landfill
and how can you not wait to leave and then you settle for a local girl named Bobbi and get a job at the Firestone factory and live there Always. My father liked Iowa. He lived his whole life in the state, and even now he is working his way through eternity there, at Glendale Cemetery in Des Moines. I had to calm down because a state trooper stood beside me at
a traffic light and started looking at me with that kind of casual contempt you often get when you give a dangerously stupid person a gun and a squad car. I guess he was descended from apes like the rest of us, but clearly in his case it had been a fairly gentle slope. I saw a repeat on TV of a 1960s comedy show called Mr Ed, which was about a talking horse.
Judging by the quality of the jokes, I guess Mr. Ed wrote his own material. Just down the road was a small town, which I'll call Dullard so people recognize herself and take me to court or come to my house and mistreat me with baseball bats. A sign in the courtyard of a church next door said CHRIST IS THE ANSWER. (The question, of course, is: What do
you say when you hit your thumb with a hammer?) I was mocked for a few moments on the issue of which was worse, for wearing a life so boring that you're easily delighted or a life so full of encouragement that you're easily bored. But then it occurred to me that meditation is a futile waste of anyone's time, and instead I went to see if I could find a Baby Ruth
candy bar, a much more profitable exercise. For forty years or so this was the world headquarters of conspicuous consumption. about Newport, Rhode Island (RI) Neither here nor there: Travel to Europe (1991)[edit] Much of the tablecloth was a series of gray spots drawn on a large, irregular patch of yellow that looked distressingly like a urine stain. We were
used to building civilizations. Now we build shopping centers. The that can be said for Norwegian television is that it gives you the feeling of a coma without worry and discomfort. Bryson. You have three types of chromosomes: X, Y and fuck-head. - Katz I don't care how paranoid and i this makes me sound, but I know for a fact that the people of Paris want
me dead. We couldn't put his accents on, but we thought the little one might be Australian as he looked like he was home down under. Notes from a small island (1995)[edit] Who was the person behind Stonehenge was a dickens of a motivator, I'll tell you that. Why, it's a perfect little city. If you've never been to Durham, go there at once. Take my car. It's
wonderful. Bill Bryson was later appointed doctor honoris causa and appointed chancellor of Durham University. Blackpool's illuminations are nothing if not splendid, and they are not splendid. I know that goes without saying it, but Stonehenge really was the most incredible achievement. It took five hundred men just to pull each sarsen, plus a hundred more to
spin around the roller position. Just think about it for a minute. You imagine trying to talk about six hundred people to help drag a fifty-ton stone eighteen miles across the countryside and muscle into a vertical position, and then saying, Well, guys! Another twenty like this, plus some lintels and maybe a couple of dozen beautiful blue stones from Wales, and
we can party! Whoever person is behind Stonehenge was a motivator's Dickens, I'll tell you. A walk through the woods (1997)[edit] All page numbers are from the first commercial pocket edition, Published by Broadway Books ISBN 978-0-7679-0252-6 in 1999 I have known that it is part of God's plan for me to spend some time with each of the stupidest
people on earth, and Mary Ellen was proof that even in Appalachian forests she would not be spared. It became apparent from the outset that it was a rarity. If the mattress stains were anything to go by, one previous user hadn't suffered as much incontinence as they rejoiced in it. He had evidently included the pillow in his celebrations. Smokies seem to be in
the process of losing most of their mussels. The National Park Service actually has something of a tradition of making things extinct. Bryce Canyon National Park is perhaps the most interesting example, certainly the most striking. It was founded in 1923 and in less than half a century under the direction of park service lost seven species of mammals: the
white-tailed jackrabbit, the prairie dog, the pronghorn antelope, the flying squirrel, the beaver, the red fox and the stained skunk. A success when you consider that these animals had survived in Bryce Canyon for tens of millions of years before the Park Service became interested in them. In total, forty-two species of mammals have disappeared from U.S.
national parks this century. In the Smoky, more than 90 percent of Fraser firs –a noble tree, unique in the highlands of southern Appalachia- are or dying, from a combination of acid rain and the predations of a moth called woolly adelgid. Ask a park official what they are doing about it and he will say: We are monitoring the situation closely. To do this, he said:
We are seeing them die. We don't lose our perspective here. The Smokies achieved their natural splendour without the guidance of a national park service and don't really need it now. Excuse me, but I just have to say that. You're stupider than a paramecium. I bought a copy of the Nashville Tennessean from a metal box, just to see what was going on in the
world. The main story indicated that the state legislature, in one of those enlightenment moments with which southern states often strive to distinguish themselves, was in the process of passing a law prohibiting schools from evolving teaching. Instead, they had to be required to instruct that the earth was created by God, within seven days, at some point, oh,
before the turn of the century. The article reminded us that this was not a new topic in Tennessee. The small town of Dayton –not far from where Katz and I now sat, as it happened- was the scene of the famous Scopes trial in 1925, when the state prosecuted a schoolteacher named John Thomas Scopes for mistakenly enacting the Darwinian pig. As almost
everyone knows, Clarence Darrow, for the defense, humiliated William Jennings Bryan, for the prosecution, but what most people don't realize is that Darrow lost the case. Scopes was convicted, and the law was not overturned in Tennessee until 1967. And now the state was about to bring the law back, conclusively demonstrating that the danger to
Tennesseans is not so much that they can be descended from apes as outdone by them. Virginia?, he said, as if he had asked if there was somewhere local we could get a dose of syphilis. Now here is a thought to consider. Every twenty minutes on the Appalachian Route, Katz and I walked farther than the average American in a week. For 93 percent of all
trips away from home, for any distance or any purpose, Americans now get in a car. On average, the total walking of an American these days –which is walking of all kinds: from car to office, from office to car, around the supermarket and shopping centers- adds up to 2.3 kilometers per week, barely 300 yards a day. This is ridiculous. Now Stonewall Jackson
is a man worth taking an interest in. Few people in history have achieved greater fame in a shorter period with less useful activity in the brain box than General Thomas J. Jackson. (long list of elid character deficiencies)... His ineradicable fame is based almost entirely on the fact that he had a couple of small but inspiring victories when elsewhere southern
troops were being and routed and dye to have the best nickname that any soldier has ever enjoyed. Tell me, have you specified 'asshole' in the job description, or have you taken a course? Course? thing about the Army Corps of Engineers is that they don't build things very well. America was entering the age not only of the automobile, but of the length of
delayed care. I'm an outsider here myself (US) / Notes from a Great Country (UK) (1998)[edit] For a long time I was baffled as something so expensive, so cutting edge, could be so useless. And then it occurred to me that a computer is a stupid machine with the ability to do incredibly intelligent things, whereas computer programmers are intelligent people
with the ability to do incredibly stupid things. They are, in short, a perfect match. By almost universal agreement, the most vague and ineffective of all [Presidents] was Millard Fillmore, who succeeded the office in 1850 upon the death of Zachary Taylor, and spent the next three years demonstrating how the country would have been run if they had just
propelled Taylor into a chair with pillows. America is an exceptionally dangerous place. Think about it: every year in New Hampshire a dozen or more people die crashing their cars into the lingeries. Now correct me if I'm wrong, but that's not something that's likely to happen to you on your way home from Sainsbury's. Three things on your own are true when
you enter a loft: that you will break your head on a beam at least twice, that you will get cobwebs dragged down your face, and that you will not find what you were looking for. Normally, your wife can hear things that no one else on earth can hear. She can hear a jam dab fall on a two-bedroom carpet away. She may feel that the spilled coffee is furtively faded
with a good bathing tower. She can feel the dirt being tracked through a clean floor. It can feel you thinking about doing something you shouldn't do. But get stuck in a loft hatch and suddenly it's like it's been placed in a soundproofed chamber. My wife [...] recently put me on a diet after suggesting (a little unpleasant, if you ask me), it was starting to look like
something that Richard Branson would try to get aired. [I relaxed] my usual aversion to consulting a book by anyone so immensely pratty as to put Ph.D. after his name (I don't put ph.D. after my name on my books, after all - and not just because I don't have one). Bryson was later awarded an honorary doctorate by Durham University According to an opinion
poll, 13 percent of women in the United States cannot say whether they wear their stockings under their panties or on them. This is something like 12 million women walking in a state of chronic foundation uncertainty. Perhaps because I rarely wear ladies' clothes I don't entirely appreciate the challenge involved, but I'm almost certain that if tights with panties
would know which one was on top. More to the point, if a stranger with a clipboard approached me on the street and asked me how my underwear was set up, I would I think I'd tell him I didn't know. There's always a little more toothpaste in the tube. Think about it. It would be a great abuse of my position to write that it was Northwest Airlines that treated us in
this shoddy and inexcusable way, so I didn't. In a burnt country (USA) / Down Under (UK) (2000)[edit] Every dog on the face of the earth wants me dead. After years of patient study (and with cricket there can be no other kind), I have decided that there is nothing wrong with the game that the introduction of golf carts would not be arranged in a hurry. It is not
true that the English invented cricket as a way to make all other human efforts seem interesting and lively; which was nothing more than an unwanted side effect. I don't want to denigrate a sport that is enjoyed by millions, some of them awake and facing the right path, but it's a weird game. Above all, the strangest thing for abroad is that Aboriginal people are
not there. So without an original or useful thought in my head, I sat for a few minutes and watched these disconnected poor people shuffle past. Then I did what most white Australians do. I read my diary and drank my coffee and I didn't see them anymore. It was impossible to determine what he was saying, but I imagined he was telling all those present that
they were nongs and lobsters. I decided I really enjoyed watching the news with the sound off. I'd offer you a seat, but there's none. I'd offer you a drink from the minibar, but there doesn't seem to be any. It's certainly basic. Basic? It's a bloody cell! The Opera House is a splendid building, and I don't want to take anything away from it, but my heart belongs to
the Harbour Bridge. It's not that festive, but it's much more dominant: you can see it from every corner of the city, crawling into the frame from the strangest angles, like an uncle who wants to get into every snapshot. From a distance it has a kind of gallant, majestic but non-assertive containment, but up close anything is possible. It rises above you, so high
that you could pass a ten-storey building beneath it, and it looks like the heaviest on earth. Everything there is – the stone blocks of its four towers, the laying of the sashes, the metal plates, the six million rivets (with heads like apples in half) – is the largest of its kind you've ever seen. It is a bridge built by people who have had an Industrial Revolution, people
with mountains of coal and furnace in which you could melt a battleship. The arch weighs only 30,000 tons. This is a great bridge. Interview with the Stanford Bulletin (June 2001)[edit] Online text There was much more joke as a child. My father, for example, specialized in puns and I remember once we were on vacation in California and we were driving down
the San Andreas fault and going a quarter of window window Falla because she said she always wanted to be generous with a fault. I really had more intention of leaving Iowa than everyone else. I just felt it didn't fit exactly, the way other people did. Then I came here and discovered living in Britain that being a foreigner is really a pleasure. It's such a great
position to be in. When things are going well you can step up and participate in the ceremonies and everything is great. And when things aren't going well, being totally hypothetical here, if for example your national football team was overtaken by Germany, you can step back and say what a shame it is. I had also become accustomed to the idea that here [in
the UK] you can quips all the time and in America that can be very dangerous. I wrote about it in one of the books. Once I was going through customs and immigration in Boston, and man said how did I pass any fruit or vegetables? And I said, OK, I'm going to have four pounds of potatoes if they're fresh and it was like I was going to take 10 me out and get
me down. Well, I never thought of Australia much. For me Australia had never been very interesting, it was just something that happened in the background. It was neighbours and Dundee Crocodile movies and stuff that never really checked in with me and I paid no attention to it at all. I went out there in 1992 as I was invited to the Melbourne Writers'
Festival, and I got there and realized almost immediately that this was a really interesting country and I knew absolutely nothing about it. As I say in the book, what really struck me was that they had this Prime Minister who disappeared in 1967, Harold Holt and I had never heard of it. Maybe I should tell you because a lot of other people haven't either. In 1967
Harold Holt was Prime Minister and was walking along a Victoria Beach just before Christmas and impulsively decided to go swimming and dove in the water and swim about 100 feet outside and disappeared under the waves, presumably pulled under the fierce stump or torn as they are called, which are a feature of much of the Australian coast. In any case,
his body was never found. Two things about it surprised me. The first is that a country could only lose one prime minister - which I found a very special thing to do - and the second was that I had never heard of it. I couldn't remember hearing about it. He was sixteen in 1967. I should have known and realised there were all these things about Australia that I
had never heard of were really very interesting. The more I looked at it, the more I realized it's a fascinating place. What I really liked in Australia about Harold Holt's disappearance was not his tragic drowning, when I found out about a year after him the city of Melbourne, his hometown, decided to commemorate him in some proper way and named a
municipal swimming pool after him. I just thought: this is a great country. The pool was under construction before disappearing and is in the electorate it represented. I turned all these minority sports around and I couldn't really appreciate them. Fencing, for example, is just click, click, click and it's over. Then they retire. Then they go back on call - click, click,
click and it's over again. You just think, what is this sport? I thought this is really boring and then I went to Judo and it was the same. These two guys just endlessly turning each other around, acting as if what they're trying to do is take off each other's shirt without him nodding that's what they're trying to do. I just thought what's that? I don't understand that at
all. Then I went to table tennis, which I could obviously identify myself because I had played it myself – not quite at olympic level – but I could understand it. Suddenly it became clear to me that these people really are so far beyond anything I could ever dream of becoming. I felt really terrible because I hadn't appreciated the shooters. The reason I couldn't
follow them was because they were so damn good. His hands were so fast that he couldn't see what was going on. ... I had some suggestions [about fencing]. I thought you could encourage surprise attacks. I thought it would be very good. I liked the idea of arming a man with a conventional sword, but giving the other a pikestaff. My favorite was the idea of
blindfolding one of the competitors or bandaging them both and turning them around a bit so they were a bit unstable and then just pushing them towards each other. That would make every game go a little longer. A friend Alan and I ended up in an Outback pub at a place called Daly Waters and apparently, he says, over the course of that very lively night
we spent there I offered to do a house swap with a Korean family. We weren't sure if they were from North or South Korea. A brief history of almost everything (2003)[edit] Bryson, Bill (2003). A brief history of almost everything (1st edition ed.). Broadway books. Modify punctuation: pp. 199–199. ^ a ↑ 1.0 1.1 1.2 1.3 1.4 1.4 1.5 1.5 1.6 1.6 1.6 1.6 It is a
somewhat arresting idea that if you had been with tweezers, one atom at a time, you would produce a lot of fine atomic dust, none of which had ever been alive, but all of which had been you. Consider the fact that for 3.8 billion years, a period of time older than earth's mountains and rivers and oceans, each of its ancestors on both sides has been attractive
enough to find a companion, healthy enough to reproduce, and blessed enough by fate and circumstances to live long enough to do so. None of your relevant ancestors was devoured, drowned, starved, stranded, fast-stranded, injured inopportune, or otherwise diverted from your life's quest to deliver a small load of genetic material to the right partner at the
right time in order to perpetuate the only possible sequence of hereditary combinations that could result - over time, surprisingly, and too briefly - on you. All that can really be said is that at some indeterminate time in the very distant past, for unknown reasons, came the time known to science as t =0. We were on our way. At the time of creation; Page 10 As
Edward P. Tryon of Columbia University once said: In response to the question of why it happened, I offer the modest proposition that our universe is simply one of those things that happen from time to time. To which Guth adds: Although the creation of a universe could be highly unlikely, Tryon emphasized that no one had countened the failed attempts. In
France, a chemist named Pilatre de Rozier tested the flammability of hydrogen by waving a bite and blowing through an open flame, proving in a stroke that hydrogen is actually explosively combustible and that eyebrows are not necessarily a permanent feature of the face. Despite the decline in catches, New England fishermen continue to receive state and
federal tax incentives that encourage them - in some cases all but forcing them - to acquire larger ships and harvest the seas more intensively. Today Massachusetts fishermen are reduced to fishing the horrible greyhound, for which there is a slight market in the Far East, but even their numbers are falling. It is a natural human impulse to think of evolution as
a long chain of improvements, of endless progress towards great quantity and complexity - in a word, towards us. We'll flatter ourselves. Most of the real diversity in evolution has been on a small scale. Big things are just flutes – an interesting side branch. But what is life on a líquen? However, its impulse to exist, to be, is as strong as ours - possibly even
stronger. If I was told I had to spend decades being a hairy growth on a rock in the woods, I think I would lose the will to move on. Disassemble the cells of a sponge (passing them through a sedate, for example), then throw them into a solution, and they will find their way back together and build into a sponge again. You can do them over and over again, and
they will be reasserted because, like you and me and all other living things, they have an overwhelming impulse: to remain so. Absolute brain size doesn't tell you everything – or possibly even much. Elephants and whales have bigger brains ours, but you wouldn't have much trouble fooling them in contract negotiations. Bill Bryson: The Accidental Chancellor
(15 November 2005)[edit] John Crace, The Guardian [2] ... Our guide announces that it will take us to the coldest place on Earth, where particles cool within a fraction of a Kelvin. Ah, says Bryson. This must be the heart of Donald Rumsfeld. One of my duties, this week, is to open ustinov's new university, he confesses, and while I'm delighted that Durham
should honor its former chancellor in this way - and I sincerely hope that this tradition continues for me - I can't help but feel that an American university would only have done so if the Chancellor also delivered a substantial amount of dose. They [the Us authorities] can't really believe that anyone would want not to be an American, he says. It is not enough to
send them a letter and tell them that you have become British; You have to go to the embassy to formally renounce your American citizenship. I'm a little worried that when I do this I'll be kicked out at Guantanamo. It would be nice to think that I had become a genius, smiles, but the fact is that I have forgotten most of it. Occasionally I may be watching the
University Challenge and a fact far removed emerges from the retreats of my subconscious that I didn't know I knew, but for the most part I'm as vague on the details as I ever was. The Life And Times of the Thunderbolt Kid (2006)[edit] Sneaker makers also carefully collapsed the soles with numberless cracks, craters, chevrons, mazes, crop circles, and
other rubber hieroglyphs, so when you entered a wet pile of dog shit, as you surely did within three limits of , provided additional hours absorbing hobby while cleaning them with a stick , gagming quietly but strangely contained. I knew more about the first ten years of my life than I think I've known at any time since. I knew everything I had to know about our
house to begin with. I knew what was written at the bottom of the tables and what the view was like from the top of the bookstores and cupboards. I knew what had to be found in the back of each cupboard, which beds had the most dust balls under them, which ceilings the most interesting stains, where exactly the patterns on repeated wallpaper. I knew how
to cross all the rooms of the house without touching the floor, where my father kept his spare change and how much could be safely taken without realizing it (a seventh of the quarters, a fifth of nickels and dimes, as many of the pennies as you could carry). I knew how to relax in an armchair in more than a hundred positions and on the ground in about
seventy-five more. I knew what the world was like when it looked through a Jell-O lens. I knew how things were rehearsed —wet washes, pencil ferrules, coins and buttons, almost anything made of plastic that was smaller for example, a clock radio, I move from each variety, of course— in a way that I now have more or less forgotten. I knew and could at the
same time lead to any illustration of women anywhere in our house, from a Rubens painting of meaty chubbos in masterpieces of world painting to a cartoon by Peter Arno in the latest issue of The New Yorker to my father's small private girlie magazine library in a secret location known only to him, me, and 111 of my closest friends in his bedroom. On April
3, 1956, according to news reports, a Mrs. Julia Chase of Hagerstown, Maryland, while on a tour of the White House, escaped from her tour group and disappeared into the heart of the building. For four and a half hours, Ms. Chase, who was later described as lighthearted, vague and not entirely lucid, wandered the White House, setting small fires, five in
total. So was the tight security in those days: a not entirely lucid woman was able to go unnoticed through the executive mansion for more than half a working day. It hit the water —impacted really is the word for it— at more than six hundred miles per hour, with a report so strong that it made birds fly out of trees up to three miles away. At this speed the water
effectively becomes a solid. I don't think Mr Milton penetrated at all, but he just bounced off about fifteen feet, limbs suddenly very loose, and then lay on top of it, still, like an autumn leaf, turning gently. Making models was recognized for being hugely enjoyable... But when you got the kit at home and opened the box the contents turned out to be of a lead
grey or olive green uniform, consisting of perhaps sixty thousand small parts, some no larger than a proton, all attached in some organic way and inseparable to plastic stems like rotating sticks. The glue tubes instead were the size of the large pastry tubes. However gentle you depress them, they would blur a pint of a clear viscous goo, whose instinct was to
join some foreign object —a human finger, the curtains of the living room, the fur of a passing animal — and become an infinitely long chain. Any attempt to break the chain resulted in the creation of more chains. In a few moments it would be attached to hundreds of fallen threads, all connected to something that had nothing to do with model aircraft or World
War II. The only thing in the glue would not adhere to, curiously, it was a piece of plastic model; then he only became a slippery lubricant that allowed any two-piece model to slide non-stop on top of each other, never drying out. The good thing was that after about forty minutes of intensive but problematic effort you and your immediate surroundings were
covered in a shiny web of glue at the heart of which was a grey fuselage with an upside down wing and a pilot accidentally irretrieably attached by his flying cap to the roof of the cockpit. Happily by this point he was so high on glue that he didn't give a shit about the pilot, the model, or anything else. I remember being deeply surprised that would assume that
a small wooden desk would provide a safe haven in case an atomic bomb fell on Des Moines. But clearly everyone took the matter seriously, because even the teacher, Miss Squat Little Fat Thing, was inserted under her desk, too - or at least as much of it as she could get under, which was perhaps 40 per cent. Once I realized that no one was watching, I
chose not to participate. I already knew how to put yourself under a desk and was sure this wasn't a skill I would ever need refreshing. And then all of a sudden I would realize that I couldn't remember, I hadn't really consciously experienced any of the last forty-seven properties I'd visited, and I didn't know if I had left a role or just headed to the door, stood up
for a moment like a funny little automaton, and turned around and walked away again. It's not easy to describe the sense of self-conception that comes with reaching the end of your route and finding that there are sixteen un delivered papers in your bag and you don't have the slightest idea - no less idea - who they should have gone to. I spent much of my
prepubescent years first walking down a huge journalistic route, and then revisiting much of it. Sometimes twice. So sleeping on the porch to sleep required preparation. First, you wear long underwear, pyjamas, jeans, a sweatshirt, your grandfather's old cardigan and bathrobe, two pairs of wool socks on your feet and another on your hands, and a hat with
ears tied under your chin. Then you climbed into bed and were immediately covered with a dozen bed blankets, three horse blankets, all domestic overruns, a canvas canvas and a piece of old carpet. I'm not sure they didn't put an old closet on top of that, just to hold it all up. It was like sleeping under a dead horse. For the first minute or so it was
unimaginably cold, surprisingly cold, but gradually the body heat was seen and turned warm and happy in a way I wouldn't have thought possible just a minute or two earlier. It was a happiness. Or at least it was until a muscle moved. The warmth, you discovered, spread only to the edge of the skin and not a micron further. There was no chance of changing
positions. If as much as flexing a finger or bending a knee, it was like dipping them into liquid nitrogen. In those days cooking matches were heavy implementations, more like signal flares than the weedy sticks we got today. You could hit them on any hard surface and throw them at least fifteen feet and they wouldn't come out. In fact, even when vigorously
beaten with two hands, like when he showed up at the front of one's sweater, they seemed positively determined not to fail. look at all the places you can park, he said, as if during all these years he had been cruising non-stop, unable to finish a trip. Per Per a year the most dangerous place to drive in Des Moines was the Merle Hay Mall car park because of
all the cars speeding in cheerful random angles through its untyranded top without reflecting that other happy souls might be doing the same. Nearly a quarter of American men were in the armed forces [in 1968]. The rest were in school, in prison, or were George W. Bush. The body (2006)[edit] Its brain is wonderfully efficient. It requires only about 400
calories of energy a day - about the same as you get in a blueberry muffins. Try running your laptop for 24 hours on a muffin and see how far you go. External links[edit] Wikipedia has an article about: Bill Bryson Bill Bryson — official website
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