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3 of 3 people found the following review helpful. "Who Cuts Y our Hair, An Enraged Barn Owl?'By Robert I.
Hedgesl've been abig Dave Barry fan for years. | always|loved his columns and books, and while "Live Right and
Find Happiness" is probably not my favorite of his books (there are so many great volumes to choose from), the
reflections of a mid-60s Dave really hit home with just the right blend of nostalgia, enlightenment, and, of course,
humor. Under the unassuming veneer of being a relentless doofus, Dave really does have some profound things to say
between the jokes, and his commentary on family and in particular on becoming a grandfather in "A Letter to my
Grandson" are both hilarious and insightful, while his critiques of modern parenting are right on the mark.l am not a
soccer fan, but loved Dave's account of histrip to Brazil for the World Cup. | cannot imagine what a madhouse that
would have been, but as Dave tellsit, it's one big confusing party if, that is, you can get your visa (Y ou will also need
to provide the thorax of ajuvenile wolverine.") Asfun as Brazil sounded, Dave'strip to Russia and his comments
about Vladimir Putin were even more surreal and entertaining. First, let's thank the US taxpayers for sending Dave and
fellow author Ridley Pearson on a cultural exchange to Russia. (I can't imagine why the US government can't balance
its books....) The results are predictably amusing, with many tales of cultural differencestold only as Dave can. | think
this quote from page 183 perhaps best summarizes these inherent conflicts: "We are definitely not in the same literary
category as, for example, Tolstoy. Y ou will never see a photograph of Tolstoy driving the Weinermobile.""Live Right
and Find Happiness' is one of my favorite books from Dave in several years, and | applaud the advice he gave to his
grandson at the close of the book. The entire list isworthwhile ("Don't be a know-it-all...don't brag...don't whine...",
but perhaps the best tip he givesisthis: "Remember that being offended is not the same thing as being right...people
are turned off by perpetual outrage and smug moral preening." Thanks, Dave; that was a great first lesson for your
grandson and one that is frequently missed by an unfortunately large number of people in our society.1 of 1 people
found the following review helpful. Another adequate collection of humorous essays by Dave Barry.By Benjamin M.
Wellertl grew up on the humor writings of Dave Barry. Each week 1'd take his humor column to school and read it to
my friends during my lunch break, laughing at his comedic style and funny topics. Consequently, | found myself
enthralled by his books, each one leaving me in stitches due to his observational humor of the weird world around us
(or at least around Miami, Florida). | was saddened when he decided to retire from writing these weekly humor
columns. As such, each time he releases a new book full of hiswritings (mainly essays now), | usually pick it up out of
habit.While | can usually blow through one of Dave Barry's books in a couple hours, I'm finding that I'm not nearly as
amused as | used to be. It could be that I've grown up abit and no longer find boogers as funny as | once did, but |
think the issue lies at a deeper level of Dave's writing. Where his previous books written during his heyday were al
essentially centered around a common theme (Cyberspace, Japan, Aging, Home Repair, etc.) recently his books have
been whatever he's done most recently. The problem this creates is that each of the individual essays of the book is
digointed from all the other ones.Essentially, even though it would mean a much longer hiatus from Mr. Barry's
humorous writing, | would enjoy his "themed" essay collections more than the ones he's put forward in most recent
three books. In fact, he could probably categorize them into three different books about international travel, teenage
daughters, and current homeland topics. Asit isright now, I'll probably still buy Dave Barry's books, but I'm not
laughing as much as | used to.Another adequate collection of humorous essays by Dave Barry, | give Live Right and
Find Happiness 3.0 stars out of 5.0 of 0 people found the following review helpful. Typical Dave Barry - and that's a
good thing!By Fred Forbesl suspect one must be "one of us' to enjoy this - white male baby boomer with sophomoric
sense of humor - but there are alot of us out there! Probably also helpsto live in Florida and be familiar with the
peculiar kind of wackiness that defines our state, although Dave does touch on universal themes like dealing with
wives and kids. Funny stuff, as usual. Reminds me how much | miss his Miami Herald column. Keep them coming,
Dave. (By the way, he is a member of the band known as the "Rock Bottom Remainders" which includes such
"talented" musicians as Steven King, Tim Dorsey, Amy Tam and others who perform to raise money for charity. As
Barry putsit, "We play music aswell as Metallicawrites novels."

During the course of living (mumble, mumble) years, Dave Barry has learned much of wisdom,* (*actual wisdom not
guaranteed) and he is eager to passit onto the next generation, the generation after that, and to those idiots who make
driving to the grocery store in Florida a death-defying experience. In brilliant, brand-new, never-before-published
pieces, Dave passes on home truths to his new grandson and to his daughter Sophie, who will be getting her learners
permit in 2015 (So youre about to start driving! How exciting! Im going to kill myself). He explores the hometown of
his youth, where the grown-ups were supposed to be uptight fifties conformists, but seemed to have alot of un-Mad
Men-like fun, unlike Daves own Baby Boomer generation, which was supposed to be wild and crazy, but somehow
turned into neurotic hover-parents. He dives into everything from the inanity of cable news and the benefits of Google
Glass (You will look like a douchebag) to the loneliness of high school nerds (Y ou will never hear a high school girl
say about a boy, in adreamy voice, Hes so sarcastic!), from the perils of home repair to firsthand accounts of the
soccer craziness of Brazil and the just plain crazy craziness of Vladimir Putins Russia (He stares at the camerawith the
expression of a man who relaxes by strangling small furry animals), and a lot more besides. By the end, if you do not
feel wiser, richer in knowledge, more attuned to the universe . . . we wouldnt be at all surprised. But youll have had a



lot to laugh abouit!

Praise for YOU CAN DATE BOYSWHEN YOURE FORTY Happily, everything bad is good, when Barry applies
[his] humor.--Contra Costa Times[A] hilarious collection . . . Barry is particularly sidesplitting when describing his
role as the 65-year-old dad of a 13-year-old daughter. His description of taking his teen to a Justin Bieber concert is
brilliantly funny . . . Parents and non-parents alike will find plenty of laughs.--Publishers WeeklyHumorous take on
life. .. Barry offers a baby-boomer perspective on afaster-paced life of electronic gadgetry and the Internet and
ponders the aging process, including getting mail marketing Medicare and watching Viagracommercialsin the
company of your children.--Booklist [A] wide-ranging collection of funny essays . . . even those who don't have
children and have never lived in Miami or searched for a Wi-Fi connection in the Israeli desert will appreciate Barry's
lighthearted absurdity.--Kirkus s Praise for INSANE CITY Picture The Hangover with a splash of Miami Vice, and
you get Dave Barry's Insane City. . . Thisisaquick, fun (and laugh-out-loud funny) read, and the action never
slows.Fort Worth Star-Telegram”[A] very funny new novel . . . [Barry's] sly observations, well-delineated characters,
and intricate plotting mesh perfectly."Publishers WeeklyAbout the AuthorDave Barrys recent bestselling books
include Y ou Can Date Boys When Y oure Forty, Il Mature When Im Dead, and Insane City. He livesin Coral Gables,
Florida.Excerpt. Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.INTRODUCTIONWhat makes us happy?Its definitely
not money. To quote the old saying that old people are always saying: Money cant buy happiness.How very true that
is.0h, you might think money would make you happy. But would it really? Lets say you inherited a billion dollars.

Y ou could have a private jet, live in a mansion with a swimming pool, drive a Maserati. Y ou could drive your
Maserati into your swimming pool if you felt like it. Thats how rich youd be.But would all that money really make
you happy? Would your family and friends really love you any more?0K, they probably would, especialy if you let
them ride in your jet. And if they didnt love you more, you could afford to have them professionally whacked and get
awhole new set of family and friends. People would audition to be your friend. | would be one of these people.So
apparently the old saying is wrong: Money can buy you happiness. The problem is, you need areadlly large quantity of
it. You have to be one of those twenty-three-year-old Internet billionaires that everybody would like to punchin the
mouth.So most of us have to seek happiness in other ways. Tragically, some people turn to drugs or alcohol. Thisisa
big mistake. | realize that the title of this book seems to suggest that you can achieve happiness by drinking beer, but
that is of course ajoke. Beer is not the answer. Sure, when your problems are getting you down, drinking beer might
temporarily improve your mood. But what happens when the beer wears off? Y oure right back where you started, still
stuck with al the same problems. Sooner or later, youre going to have to face the harsh truth: Y ou heed more beer.No!
Strike that. The harsh truth is that happinessis an elusive thing. | speak from personal experience here. | should be a
happy man. | have all the elements of agood life: aloving family, anice home, a dog that doesnt pee indoors without
agood reason. | have afull head of hair and several original teeth. | have no magjor health issues that | am aware of,
thanks to arigorous healthcare regimen of never getting within 200 yards of a known healthcare provider. | have a
small group of really close male friends with whom | am not in touch because we are males, but | know | can count on
them if | ever really need them, assuming they are still alive And if all of that isnt enough, Ive had along and
rewarding career that consists of being paid to write pretty much any random idiot thing | want. Y ou can put
suspenders on a salamander, but it still wont make waffles. See what | mean? That sentence makes absolutely no
sense, but | got paid to writeit. Its printed right here in a published book! Unless youre a high-ranking federal official,
there is no way you can do anything this useless and still have ajob.So | have been blessed with many blessings. |
should be happy. And | am, sort of. But | cant escape the nagging feeling that Im not really happy, at least not the way
| was when | was young and carefree and basically an idiot.| especially have this feeling when its my turn to drive the
soccer practice car pool for my daughter, Sophie, and some of her teammates. Thisinvolves spending up to an hour in
a confined space with a group of fourteen- and fifteen-year-old girls, all high school freshmen, listening to them
discuss the concerns that girls of that age have, such as racism, bullying and global climate change.l am of course
kidding. Here are the top ten concerns of my daughter and her friends, based on their car pool conversations.Boys.The
hideous totally unwarranted cruelty of high school teachers.What this one boy did in this one class OMG.Some video
on some Internet thing that is HILARIOUS.Hair.6-10.Boys.All of the girls discuss all of these topics simultaneously at
high volume while at the same time (they are excellent multi-taskers) thumbing away on their phones and listening to
the radio, which is cranked way up so they can hear it over the noise theyre making.So theyre very loud. Theyre
spooking cattle as far away as Scotland. But heres the thing: Its a happy noise. These girls are the happiest people |
know. Everything makes them laugh. They love everything, except the things they hate, and they love hating those
things. They literally cannot contain their happiness. It explodes from them constantly in shrieks and shouts,
enveloping them in aloud cloud of purejoy. It gets even louder when the radio plays their favorite songwhich is
basically every songand they all sing joyfully along at the top of their lungs. For example, recently, as| was driving
them to practice, the girlsmost of these are good Cathalic girls who attend Catholic school, where they receive
religious instructionsuddenly, in unison, began belting out these lyrics:My anaconda dont want none unless you GOT
BUNS, HON!Thisisthe chorus to a song called Anaconda, in which amanSir Mix-a-Lotis declaring his fondness for



large buttocks on women. The anaconda refers to one of his body parts. (Hint: Not his pancreas.)l know what youre
thinking: Why did | let the girlslisten to such an inappropriate song? Why didnt | change the station? My excuses
are:lt took me awhile to figure out that the song was not about an actual anaconda.lf | changed the station, odds are
that the new station would also be playing Anaconda, or another song that was just as inappropriate. Asfar as| can tell
from driving the car pool, al radio stations play the same two inappropriate songs in heavy rotation.Y oung people
have been listening to inappropriate songs on the radio for centuries, dating back to when | was a young person and we
listened to Louie Louie, which everybody knew had dirty words, although nobody knew exactly what they were:Louie
L ouie] Something unintelligible but supposedly obscene]Yi yi yi yi!But getting back to happiness: | envy my daughter
and her friends. | wish | could be as happy as they are, although | wouldnt want to have to go back to high school and
deal with acne and the cosine again. | want to be happy AND be a grown-up, if thats possible. But as | say, happiness
is elusive.Which brings us to this book. Its a group of essays on avariety of topics. They may seem pretty random, but
in fact theres an underlying theme, which is happiness. Theres an essay about my parents generation, which | believe
somehow managed to be happier than mine, which was not supposed to happen. Theres aletter to my grandson,
imparting wisdom that | hope will enable him to have a happy and fulfilling life, or at least keep him from
unnecessarily refrigerating his condiments. Theres an essay on whether adopting modern technol ogyspecifically
Google Glasscan bring happiness (SPOILER ALERT: No). Theres an essay on the never-ending funfest that is cable
TV news, and one on David Beckham, who makes many people happy, but not me. There are reports on my trips to
Brazil, which is basically a happy place, and Russia, which might be, but | had no idea what anybody was saying.
Theres some advice for my daughter as she reaches the age when she can legally drive in Florida, which makes her
happy, although it terrifies me. And theres an essay on home ownership, which is the American dream, and a
guaranteed way to not achieve happiness.So thats the book. | hope you likeit. | hope it makes you happy.If not, theres
always beer. BITE ME, DAVID BECKHAM******| hate David Beckham. To understand why, take a moment to
examine the picture below. Its my yearbook photo from my senior year at Pleasantville (N.Y.) High School, where |
was a member of the class of 1965:This photo has not been retouched. Thisiswhat | actually looked like when | was a
senior in high school and desperate to be accepted by my peers, or at least not get beaten up by them.Perhaps you are
thinking: Hey, dont be so hard on yourself! Back then everybody looked like a dweeb!| appreciate your thoughtful
effort to console me, but no, not everybody did. Many people back then looked normal; some were actualy quite
attractive. | was not one of them, as you can clearly see. Remember: Thiswas my high school yearbook photo, which
means | was actively trying to look good when it was taken. This was the best | could do.Part of the problem was
simple genetics. | was not a naturally good-looking male. Also | was alate developer puberty-wise. In the photo, Im
looking thoughtfully into the distance, asif Im thinking: | wonder what the future holdsin store as | prepare to depart
from high school and enter the next phase of my life. In fact | am thinking: | wonder if | will ever develop body
hair.Speaking of which: Note my haircut. | appear to be wearing a malnourished weasel on my head. How did |
achieve that look? Il tell you how: My dad cut my hair. He was a Presbyterian minister. He had received extensive
training in theology, but, incredibly, thistraining did not include a single course in hair design. Also he was
bald.Nevertheless, for years my dad cut my hair, and my brothers hair, using electric clippers that he bought at a
drugstore. In my opinion it istragic that our elected officials, who are always making such a fuss about assaullt rifles,
make no effort whatsoever to regulate the sale of electric hair clippersto civilians. In a sane world, my dad would
never have been allowed to possess those things. He was a thoughtful, wise and kind man, but he had the hairstyling
talents of an enraged barn owl. Consider, for example, this sector of my haircut:What are we to make of these two
strange, vaguely clawlike hair formations on my forehead? Its not at all clear what their role in the hairstyleis. Are
they supposed to belong to the majority of my hair, drifting off to the side? Or are they supposed to be pointing down
and forming bangs? Apparently they cannot decide! So theyre just going to loiter there in the middle of my forehead,
looking weird. In my high school yearbook photo. Which isthe PERMANENT RECORD OF WHAT | LOOKED
LIKE IN HIGH SCHOOL .Not that | am bitter.Now consider my eyeglasses:| started wearing glassesin third grade. |
was the first kid in my class to need them. | was also one of the smaller kids, which made me the Puny Kid With
Glasses, often sensitively referred to by the other kids* as Four-Eyes. My mom took me to get my glasses at the
optical department of Macysin White Plains, N.Y ., which offered basically one style of eyeglasses for boys, which
should have been called Y ou Will Die a Virgin.Today, 1960s-style eyeglass frames are considered retro and are worn
ironically by members of the hipster community. Ha-hal How clever of you, hipsters! Maybe, to complete the |ook,
you can also develop a case of retro 1960s-style acne, causing zits the size of hockey pucks to erupt randomly on your
face, especially on those rare occasions when you had the opportunity to talk to an actual girl. Wouldnt that be
ironic?’Not that | am bitter about that, either.Anyway, my point is that in high school | was not physically attractive to
the opposite sex, namely girls.But Dave, | hear you remarking, looks arent everything! There are plenty of other
qualities besides cuteness that girls look for in boys.Good point! And when | say Good point! | mean you are a stupid
idiot. The girls of Pleasantville High School were not interested in plenty of other qualities besides cuteness. | know
this because | HAD plenty of other qualities besides cuteness. Sarcasm, for example. | had a black belt in sarcasm. |
went entire years without ever saying anything that was not basically the opposite of what | actually thought. Also |



could make redlistic farting sounds with my hands. These are just two of the many qualities other than cuteness | had
in high school. None of them impressed girls. Y ou will never hear a high school girl say about aboy, in adreamy
voice, Hes so sarcastic!Here is an actual thing that happened to me in eleventh grade:



