Complaining

Wife to husband, who is complaining about bills: “Cheer up, dear. Birds have bills, and they sing!” (Mrs. Clyde Gault, in Reader’s Digest)

My father, a gravedigger, was told to prepare for a funeral. But on the day of the service, it was discovered that he had dug up the wrong plot. Luckily for him, the deceased’s daughter was very understanding. “Poor Dad,” she lamented. “He always complained he could never find a parking space.” (Emily Willmot, in Reader’s Digest)

A man walked into a dry cleaner’s in Brooklyn. “How much would you charge to press this suit?” he inquired. “Four dollars.” “You must be crazy!” exclaimed the man. “In L.A. I can get it done for two bucks.” “Is that so? And how much is the plane fare?” (Leo Rosten’s Giant Book of Laughter)

“I hate this dull town!” a teenage boy complains to his parents. “I want action. I want to make real money. I want to meet pretty women. I can’t do any of that here, so I’m leaving!” Before he gets down the street, his father calls out to him. The boy shouts back, “Don’t try to stop me! My mind is made up!” “I’m not trying to stop you!” the man yells. “I want to go with you!” (Ron Dentinger, in Dodgeville, Wis., Chronicle)

Though she tried hard to please her husband, the poor woman failed regularly. Most often it was at breakfast. If the eggs were scrambled, he wanted them poached. If they were poached, he wanted them scrambled. One morning, she cleverly poached one and scrambled the other, put the plate in front of him and waited for his approval. Glancing at the plate, her husband snorted, “You scrambled the wrong one.” (The Ohio Motorist)

The usual fortune of complaint is to excite contempt more than pity. (Samuel Johnson)

People who invite trouble always complain when it accepts. (Lane Olinghouse, in Quote magazine)


It is a general popular error to imagine the loudest complainers for the public to be the most anxious for its welfare. (Edmund Burke) 

Man invented language to satisfy his deep need to complain. (Lily Tomlin, actress)

British columnist Bernard Levin, commenting on the taste of two music critics: “If this pair had been present at the miracle of the loaves and fishes, one of them would have complained that there was no lemon to go with the fish, and the other would have demanded more butter for the bread.” (David Fingleton, in Kiri Te Kanawa)

The next time you feel like complaining, remember that your garbage disposal probably eats better than do 30 percent of the people in this world. (Robert Orben)

Religion-based complaints to the Equal Employment Opportunity Commission have doubled in the last two years, to about 4,000 a year. Part of the surge comes from immigrants and observant employees – Muslims, Seventh-day Adventists, and others – who were denied requests to not have to work on weekly holy days. Conflicts have also erupted over dress codes and alcohol. (WSJ.com, as it appeared in The Week magazine, November 8, 2013)

One waiter complained to another, “It took me all morning to fill this salt shaker.” “How?” the other waiter asked. “Do you have any idea how hard it is to get the salt through those little holes on top?” (The Saturday Evening Post)

My aunt deals with customer complaints at a retail store. She and my uncle had had an argument, and to make up he waited in her customer-service line. When it was his turn, he whispered in her ear that he’d take her out to dinner that night. Her face lit up, and she gave him a big kiss. The next man in line stepped up and said, “I’m complaining about the same thing he was.” (Erica Wiest, in Reader’s Digest)

There once was a monastery that was very strict. Following a vow of silence, the monks could speak only two words every 10 years. After his first 10 years at the monastery, one monk went to the head monk. “It has been 10 years,” said the head monk. “What two words would you speak?” “Bed … hard,” said the monk. “I see,” replied the head monk. Ten years later, the monk returned to the head monk’s office. “It has been 10 more years,” said the head monk. “What two words would you like to speak?” “Food … stinks,” said the monk. “I see,” replied the head monk. Another ten years passed and the monk met with the head monk. “You two words?” “I … quit!” said the monk. “I can see why,” said the head monk. “All you do is complain.” (Rocky Mountain News)
Our forefathers did without sugar until the 13th century, without coal fires until the 14th, without buttered bread until the 16th, tea or soap until the 17th, without gas, matches of electricity until the 19th, without cars, canned or frozen foods until the 20th. Now, what was it you were complaining about?” (Rev. Richard Stephens, vicar of a church in Cheshire, England) 
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