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			After the initial manuscript was written I sent it off to a legal buddy of mine.

			This is our conversation, that you should all read before you go any further.
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			“Republicans are such wusses.”

			—My Mom

		


		
			 

			 

			“Tim Young is totally right and hilarious and so hot.”

			—Your Mom
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			COLD OPEN

			January 21, 2017—Washington, D.C.—7 AM

			“I woke up early on a Saturday for this?” I mumbled to myself as I threw on a plaid blazer and headed out to the National Mall. “No one is going to be here.” I live about a mile from the Mall, so I figured I would walk to perform my typical trolling of a protest. There would be a few dumb people with a few signs and it would be a light day. The camera crew I was working with thought the same and they casually, and probably drunkenly, showed up as well from the other side of the Mall from me; we would meet somewhere in the middle and take it from there.

			At the point where I started, there was no one, but with every few steps I took, I saw more…more pink hats, more signs about literally anything and everything anti-Republican…and more mess. 

			By the time I reached the Mall, not more than fifteen minutes after I had left, I realized I was in a sea of thousands of women and the men they dragged with them. I was engulfed in a sea of smells from every possible person upset the Trump presidency had begun. It ranged from armpits to Avon, weed to desperation. 

			The attendees were a flowchart of the negative stages of grief: they ranged from anti-capitalists in denial of the electoral college yelling about how Hillary won the popular vote to depressed grandmothers dressed as very anatomically correct vaginas to angry liberal professors yelling about how this was the end of women’s rights as we know it. No one there was ready for bargaining or acceptance…and in fact, to this day most of them aren’t.

			I barely had a moment to take in my surroundings when my phone rang. It was the camera crew across the mall; they couldn’t find a hole in the crowd to get through to me and were stuck three hundred yards away. It was shoulder to shoulder and everywhere you looked were pink hats. It turned out a lot more people had non-refundable plane tickets and hotel rooms for Hillary’s inauguration than I had originally thought.

			Finally, a colleague who I was to film with that day was able to reach me in a strange open piece of the audience near the C-SPAN truck. “We’re really fucked,” she yelled over the crowd to me. Without hesitation, someone from the crowd yelled back “You know it, sister!” Her response was a lazy fist in the air. “How are we going to get out of this mess?” she asked me.

			 “I have a plan, but before we do, let’s just take this in,” I with a smirk, “plus, you’re a woman. These are your people fighting for your rights that Trump is going to take away…he’s going to take away all of your rights.” Just as I said that, a woman walked by handing out American flag headscarves for women to show solidarity with Muslim women who choose or are forced to wear hijabs. I grabbed one and threw it on my colleague’s face. “Here, be more modest and cover yourself up. You’re distracting to the men who are here to fight for your rights.” The irony wasn’t lost on her as it seemed to be on the thousands of others in attendance.

			Looking around, we spotted everything from the typical “Trump is orange” and “Not my president” signs to the more in depth three-dimensional bloody tampon puppets that looked like Muppets that were put in the ‘do not use’ pile from a failed middle school sex-ed curriculum. And of course there were vagina costumes and drawings…tons of them. Enough vaginas to make you never want to look at another vagina again. Enough vaginas that like…have you ever written a word so many times that you start to think it’s spelled incorrectly even though it’s the correct spelling? That’s a good way to describe it. Even in a porn sense, standalone vaginas do nothing for anyone (as I’d imagine standalone penis pictures do nothing for anyone) so seeing someone dressed as one for a protest, then realizing there’s a sea of them, was…gross.

			There were so many women dressed as vaginas that after a few minutes, you could determine the economic means of the women wearing them by the quality. Were they hand-sewn? Were they bedazzled? Were they just facemasks or full-body vagina costumes? Could you identify the parts of them that men apparently have trouble finding when sex happens like it was some sort of biology class mascot?  You get the point.

			The rhetoric was just as ridiculous. Remember just a few months before, a bombshell was dropped on then candidate Trump when a decade-old tape of him speaking to Billy Bush of Access Hollywood was released and where he said, 

			“I better use some Tic Tacs just in case I start kissing her. You know, I’m automatically attracted to beautiful—I just start kissing them. It’s like a magnet. Just kiss. I don’t even wait. And when you’re a star, they let you do it. You can do anything. Grab ’em by the pussy. You can do anything.”

			The public outrage was…not what the opposition to Trump thought it would be at the time. It only bothered people who already didn’t like him, a pattern that continues to this day with his gaffs and shocks the political class. The attendees at this march? They were in the “still outraged” group…and are to this day. And they used that one quote, which to me sounds more like an elderly playboy trying to impress a young, hip television host than a man who sexually assaults women, to fuel what they now cheered for on stage.

			Sure, what he said was disgusting, but when you use those lines to justify dressing like vaginas—and cheering for celebrities like Madonna who threatened literally bomb the White House, or the others who referenced graphic sex, violence, and swore on stage in front of children—you’re literally no different. In fact, I would go as far as to say that I was in the middle of a rally that loved that Trump said what he said because it justified their ability to express the same low level of communication toward him en masse. In fact, thousands of women worshipped the line 
“pussy grabber,” because it gave them the permission to be go to the same level. The signs quoting Michelle Obama’s now famous line “When they go low, we go high” repeatedly being held directly next to those that said “Fuck Trump” exposed such a high level of obvious and in-your-face hypocrisy that you could easily begin to ignore it—and America, for the most part, has.

			That day was eye opening to me. Because although I remember on election night in November being warned by my friend’s wife not to celebrate Hillary’s defeat in front of her, I thought she was in the minority of people behaving like babies because they had been handed the first presidential loss in the last decade. I was completely wrong. My eyes had opened up to a group of Americans that was taught that they could never lose and didn’t know how to react when that inevitably happened. 

			After we finished taking photos and giggling to ourselves about the ridiculousness of the signage at the Women’s March, we realized we were literally trapped—and not just trapped, stuck shoulder-to-shoulder in a prison of thousands of people in pink hats. How were we going to get out?

			I looked around and locked eyes with an older woman in a wheelchair that looked as exasperated as I felt. I smartly squeezed my way over to her and asked her how she was feeling, when I already knew the answer. She couldn’t see over the people who were surrounding her and just wanted to leave. She had gotten to the march by herself, but was immediately ignored by the ever-growing crowd around her as they clamored to hear celebrities talk about their menstrual cycles on stage.  I asked her if she wanted to leave, to which she excitedly replied, “Yes, can you get me out of here?”  Within moments, she agreed to go along with a cracked plan that I made and knew would work. 

			I called my colleague, who was now only twenty feet away, but also trapped in the sea of people and waited for her to get behind the woman in the wheelchair and myself. As soon as she arrived, I loudly announced, “My handicapped mother is sick and we needed to get her out to the other side of the Mall.” The crowd of pink hats parted like the Red Sea, and we were able to get ourselves, that woman, and by the time we were finished, a train of about another ten wheelchair-bound women, out of the thick of the crowd of protestors who had forgotten and—in one case—even trampled them. Grateful, the handicapped women thanked me and my coworker that we had escaped the human prison we were trapped in and had finally made it to the clear.

			From the middle of Pennsylvania avenue, we turned around to acknowledge what we had just left: a mass of people who had forgotten what massive political loss looked like, many with an irrational fear brought on by campaign rhetoric that their freedom and their rights as Americans were about to be stripped from them. They had been fed the lines that if they lost the election, a fascist regime would sweep the land, that their freedom of speech would be squashed and worse yet, they might be imprisoned for their beliefs. Our American government is set up to stop any such regime and the elimination of rights from happening, but you couldn’t convince a single member of this crowd that checks and balances would work. No, according to them, we were about to enter a time just before the fictional story of The Handmaid’s Tale, where women would be objectified and forced to cover themselves because of an oppressive patriarchal religious regime who came to power…and they’d tell you that while voluntarily covering their heads with American flag scarves to show solidarity with those women who were part of a patriarchal faith that…wait a second…

			Hit the music…. Wait. This is a book; I have to keep reminding myself of that. If this were a TV show, that was the cold open. We start at the Women’s March right after inauguration, where there were hundreds of thousands of people worshiping the very words they decried foul coming from the mouth of Donald Trump, and where those same people had been led to believe that the end of their world was near. Now don’t think that just one candidate or party got us to this point. It’s both of them; it’s the media; it’s Hollywood; it’s marketing; it’s us. 

			People, we have a lot to talk about.

		


		
			INTRO:
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			BECAUSE EVERY BOOK HAS AN INTRO AND THAT LAST SECTION WAS ONLY THE COLD OPEN

			We live in a divided America and it isn’t going to change any time soon. We as Americans have been trained not necessarily to hate one another for our differing beliefs, but to believe that there are always heroes and villains, always underdogs fighting against “the man,” and it’s done us no favors.

			What once could have been a serious and earnest debate has devolved into WWE’s Monday Night Raw. We watch politicians and talking heads alike spout pre-scripted lines at each other for sound bites, clicks, and retweets so that they can cash in on low-hanging fruit without actually planning on changing anything. And we willingly tune in every day to our team’s “home base” of a network to cheer on voices saying exactly what we think, to a chorus of easily defeated opposing voices. 

			In pro-wrestling, the heroes show off their strength by stomping out weak opponents or “jobbers” in matches that are of little significance other than to let the audience become familiar with the nuances of the wrestlers: their signature moves, their catch phrases, and their cool poses. You tune in to CNN to watch a weak conservative voice get railroaded by Ana Navarro or Don Lemon. On Fox News, you watch Tucker Carlson stare blankly at whomever he disagrees with. It’s all fantastic entertainment. Drop a hot news clip from the day for the first thirty seconds of a show and watch your favorites destroy the opposition for the remainder of the hour…but it shouldn’t be interpreted as a way of life.

			As a kid, or occasionally as an adult (who am I kidding? And as an adult), I became and continue to be a fan of Dwayne Johnson’s character, The Rock. He had his signature moves, The People’s Elbow and The Rock Bottom and his signature look, The People’s Eyebrow, and when he spoke on the microphone, he had his catch phrase, “If you smell what The Rock is cookin’.” 

			I loved it. I watched it. I cheered it. But I also paid attention to the warning at the beginning of the programs he was on “Don’t try this at home.” To be honest, I probably paid more attention to the warning because I knew I’d look like more of a nerd than what I am if I went around yelling his catch phrase, but I also knew that he’s a trained athlete and I shouldn’t be trying to slam anyone around a ring. I’ve begun to believe that news programs and politics need a similar warning.

			We watch our team defeat their opponents handily on national television in a redundant political theater, then we go out into the world and try to do it ourselves…and it typically doesn’t work the way it does on television.

			This is one of the many reasons why that as we’ve progressed as a nation, we as a people have become more equal, freer, and yet more resentful against our neighbors. We want to imitate the people we’re fans of and even do what they tell us to do, but we aren’t facing off against known entities that have been scheduled to lose to us. We’re facing our very neighbors and Americans with whom we should ultimately be friends.

			And why do you think we’ve been put in this position? Oh, I guess that’s why you’re reading this book. I’m supposed to pose these things as hypotheticals then give you the answer. Fine. It’s power and money. We are all being manipulated for power and money. 

			Don’t get excited about that last paragraph. No, I won’t take this book completely off the rails into conspiracy land, although it wouldn’t be hard to do. In fact, maybe check back in with me in forty years when I’m my conspiratorial grandfather’s age. He believed we were being manipulated by the illuminati in some sort of ultimate, InfoWarsian power game. Life would be simpler if it were that easy. Unfortunately, it’s not. There is no league of super-villains dressed as druids worshipping around an all-seeing golden eye…but while we’re here, if that is a thing and I’m completely wrong, please send me an application to apply for membership. I’d make a great secret dictator.

			Instead of illuminati, what we’re ultimately faced with are two major political parties who have bills to pay and a government to try to be in control of and television networks that need to get eyes to watch them. Recently, we’ve seen offshoots of political parties get louder, because when you bet hard against your party and its winner (I’m looking at you #NeverTrumpers) you’re really stuck between unemployment and absolute extinction. And those people get airtime because who better to cheer for than a “bad guy” who switched teams and turned good?

			The magic of where we are isn’t just that everyone is looking to pay their bills; it’s that you have convinced yourself that you couldn’t possibly be wrong. That’s right—I’m looking right at you. In 2018 and the years just before it, the one thing that’s been consistent is that it’s always someone else’s fault. Your job, your education, your housing, your interpretation of where you are in the world, and even your actions…the one link to all of it is you, but you’d never admit that. To admit that would show weakness.

			When I talk about the failings of the Democratic Party in this book, you’re going to love it if you’re a Republican, but when I get to Republicans, you’re going to groan and tell me that I’m wrong…or worse yet, tell me that I’m right, but a little off until it makes you angry and you tell me I’m wrong. The former is better because it wastes the least amount of both of our times. The same goes if you identify as a Democrat. Democrats will love when I say that the Republican Party has messed up big time on certain issues, but they might interrupt my dinner somewhere when they get to the part about how they can’t get their acts together. The one link here is that it’s easier to point fingers and blame at those who think a little differently than you rather than take personal responsibility.

			What if I told you that the major issues of the day had no real policy solutions to correct for them? That we were yelling at the top of our lungs at our own echo chambers and throwing time and money at the leaders of those echo chambers to accomplish literally nothing. The fun gets kind of depressing doesn’t it? 

			That’s what this book is about. It’s not about how one party is better than another; it’s about how we all have failed, and how if we want to make our country great again, we’re going to need to work together as a team—not just as Republicans or Democrats; not as progressives or conservatives; blacks or whites; Catholics or Mormons or Jews or Muslims; gay or straight; whatever gender against the other genders I can name (I don’t know how many there are now anyway)—but one unified American team.

			Now if you were triggered by that last paragraph, or even use the term “triggered” to define a state of emotion that someone puts you in, you might be beyond helping, because you certainly don’t want to listen. To say you’ve been triggered, is to not take personal responsibility for your actions. I’m angry because you said or did something that offended me…as opposed to saying I’m angry because I took offense to what you said. That’s where a lot of this book is going to go. Once we realize that we are the cause of our issues, we can work together to get things done. It’s like the old saying that you can’t love someone else until you love yourself…same concept. You have to take personal responsibility for your situation before you’ll be ready to accept others.

			So in sum: we all hate each other right now because we’re being trained to do so by the media and political parties that aren’t really putting up solutions to a lot of our issues. In addition to that, we aren’t taking personal responsibility for our actions, which creates the perfect storm fora scenario where everyone yells at each other, gets offended by everything, and accomplishes absolutely nothing! Deep breath. That, my readers, is where we are as a country. So, if you’re ready to take an in-depth and sarcastic look at how we’re all stupid and getting worse, and you’re willing to look in the mirror and point a finger right at yourself as one of the problems, then you’ve come to the right place. If you aren’t ready, just leave me a 5-star review online and call me a genius before you throw this book in the trash.

		


		
			CHAPTER 1:
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			A BRIEF AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF ME

			Before we begin down the path of me telling you just how much you’ve been misled and you realizing just how stupid you may or may not be, it’s important for me to lay the groundwork for you of who exactly the hell I think I am. And I know what you’re saying to yourself. I came here to hate on things with you…so dance, monkey, dance…but you’re going to thank me. After all, you inevitably need to know how to mock me when you get angry with me while reading…and trust me, you will get angry. 

			As I said earlier, at some point, something that I say about your party will make you take offense and say, “that’s not right, F this guy,” but you’ll keep reading. I say take offense, because I’m not trying to offend you, but in the era of manufactured outrage and entertainment, you’ll internalize something that I say and get testy. The first strike will be a simple F-bomb, but the second time you take offense…and surely there will be a second time…you’ll be looking for some demographics to yell to describe me like you do at other people you’re frustrated at when you’re driving.  Yes, you, me, and Jesus (or whichever deity you believe in) are fully aware that you get racist when someone cuts you off. I don’t, but you do. This chapter is to give you some background to yell at me when things head south, or just to understand where I’m coming from.

			For all intents and purposes, I really shouldn’t be a Republican, but that’s what I’ve been registered as since I first signed up to vote, and I’m sticking with it.

			I was born in southwest Baltimore to a union pipefitter and an administrative assistant. I grew up in a middle-class neighborhood. My family was primarily middle class, yet frequently switched to lower-middle class when my father’s union would argue something stupid and he’d find himself out of work for weeks to months at a time, but we made it work. Had it not been for my church community growing up, we probably wouldn’t have been able to eat some weeks during that time period, but we never went without a meal. I never really discussed this with my parents, but I was an observant little kid, so I knew what was going on.

			I was identified as really smart in elementary school, and the county, realizing they should cultivate smarter kids, brought a math tutor in to teach me advanced stuff that the other kids were identified as too dumb to learn. From there I was accepted into gifted programs in middle school and taken to a separate program at a farther away middle school than most of my friends. The middle school I got sent to had windows; theirs didn’t. In fact, I’m pretty certain it still doesn’t, but I’ve got better things to research at the moment. 

			Middle school is where I got involved in government: student government to be exact. I’m not exactly sure what a middle school student government accomplishes, but I signed up and ran for treasurer with no knowledge of money of any sort and I lost. This is where shit gets real. Not only did I lose—I lost to a kid who later in the year ended up getting busted for running an 8-ball drug ring in middle school. I lost to a middle school drug kingpin. Being in middle school government was a totally worthless bullet point without that part. I sometimes wonder what he’s doing now…Drugs. He’s probably doing drugs.

			I stuck around in middle school SGA then kept up my effort in high school where I was in all the top classes again (I’m reinforcing this so you know just how smart I am.) And just in case you want to know how smart that was, I was valedictorian of my class. In addition to that, I was also student government president, National Honor Society president, stage director for certain shows, one of the lead trumpets in jazz band, and all sorts of other stuff that I don’t remember. Basically, I did everything you could possibly do in high school that didn’t involve athletics, because I was a fat nerd. Sure, all those personal milestones sound impressive, but to put it in perspective, when I graduated high school, I was told that the school itself was tops in the county in narcotics and teen pregnancy, and number 2 in dropout rate…so we just missed the triple crown of terrible scholastics. Additionally, my senior class president (different from SGA) was suffering from chronic depression (I hope they’re well now) and we had a couple of kids with serious drug problems. We were a school full of winners in one of the poorest neighborhoods in Baltimore County, Maryland, but hey, I was the best of the pile. That was all in 1998. I think it’s worse for kids in my hometown now.

			After high school, I became the first person in my family’s history to attend a university. Had it not been for scholarships, I was told that we wouldn’t have been able to afford it. So when the first school came along that gave me a full ride, I immediately signed up. That school was the University of Maryland, Baltimore County (UMBC).

			You might know UMBC as the first 16th seed team to upset a 1 seed in NCAA March Madness history, but before that, you had absolutely no clue was UMBC was. 

			I received what should have been a science scholarship that was dedicated to minorities and those who come from lower socio-economic classes to get into the science field, but I opted out of that deal for the easier-to-maintain-with-fewer-requirements general full scholarship. From there, I went on to the University of Baltimore, School of Law and then came back to UMBC to work on a doctorate that I never finished in public policy. At some point you get sick of people talking at you, especially academics who have more to say about themselves than the…wait…that’s exactly what I’m doing now. I’ll speed it up. 

			Where were we? That’s right: I shouldn’t be a Republican but here I am. Poor kid from one of the bluest cities in one of the bluest states, union parents, lots of academics…

			Did I mention the fact that my first published article in a local newspaper was at the age of sixteen? From there, I worked in newspapers and journalism on the side ever since including the time when I decided to jump and take a crack at becoming a stand-up comedian. If that doesn’t scream “biography of a progressive,” then I don’t know what does. But here I am, a pepublican.

			I got involved in politics and immediately worked for Republicans. The majestic story that I tell political people is that I first voted Republican when I was in pre-school. At four years old, I voted for Ronald Reagan over Walter Mondale by picking a yellow square up with Ronald Reagan’s face on it and putting it into a box inside a makeshift mini-voting booth. Reagan won the election fourteen to eight or something like that, but more importantly, I voted, and voted Republican for the first time in my life. Sounds amazing, right? It’s literally a meaningless story about a kid who picked a face he had no clue about other than what he heard in his own household and voted, but it sounds so sexy. 

			From that point on, I would cheer on Republican candidates. I didn’t know why. Heck, my parents didn’t even know why, but I did. In 1988, I was excited watching the news with my parents, as George H.W. Bush became president of the United States. In 1992, I cried, yes, I cried like a nerd as my team lost and Bill Clinton was elected to office. That’s not an exaggeration and don’t think there was some deep political logic behind it. I was bawling my eyes out on the couch in my parents’ living room when they announced Bill Clinton won. I can only imagine what they thought of their little nerdy fat kid when they watched him ball up and cry at the loss of the presidency by the Republicans. 

			In 1996, I didn’t cry, because as a teenager, I could see how lame the great Senator Bob Dole looked against President Clinton. I thought to myself, “Why is this our guy?! It makes no sense.” And I expected our team to lose, so it wasn’t so traumatic. 2000 was a different story. I went to vote the day of the election and didn’t realize that you had to register to vote before you just walked up to the polls. The genius kid that I described to you earlier here just wasn’t so bright after all.

			That was such a tough lesson and I made sure to register pretty soon thereafter so that mistake wouldn’t happen again. I’d love to lie and say that I voted and was a champion of the George W. Bush’s win so then you could blame me for the war in Iraq, but in my excitement about the GOP finally putting an end to the Clinton years I forgot to register to vote. 

			I did help distribute signs and volunteer doing little things around town for Republicans, but that was it. I made sure to work double-time for W in 2004. I felt like the lone Republican in my law school, so I made sure to put my knowledge and abilities to good use. First, I voted in 2004, let’s get that out of the way, but I volunteered in what I was told was a “bad part” of Philadelphia as a member of the Bush/Cheney legal team. I actually bought one of the illogical “Vote or Die,” shirts so I would blend better there and—get this—it worked. Apparently, a few members of the “Texas Strike Force,” a terrible name for a legal team in the hood, showed up to a polling place, cowboy hats a-blazin’, and had a gun pulled on them. Not shocking.

			I worked my butt off for the Republican Party when I could and tried my best to stay involved and get people motivated for the party as well, but that’s hard to do in Maryland. It’s triply as hard to stay motivated in a young Republicans organization in said state where one of the leaders is an adult woman who has a collection of Barbie dolls that she claims look like her (like a serial killer would) and also a wall full of lizards in terrariums (like a serial killer would). 

			Oh, so why the hell am I a Republican? It’s not a religious thing, or a disliking the other team thing…it’s because the one common thread in all of these stories is that I learned the hard way that when the deck is stacked against you, you have to do everything on your own…aka take personal responsibility. I believe in hand-ups and not handouts, and that’s what ultimately made my political party decision.  

			When my dad was laid off or on strike, sure he was forced to take up a sign and walk with his union occasionally, but he also immediately started looking for another job. He didn’t like the idea of not working. He didn’t want us to live off the system, because as he would say, “There are people worse off than us that need that money more than us.” I learned that that you could do anything, get anywhere, and be successful with a lot of hard work and a loving family. And that’s it. That’s what made me choose my political team.

			So I don’t understand why there need to be more and more handouts in America. I don’t get why the government should be there to take care of us, especially when you can do anything and achieve anything on your own and when in taking care of us, they slip in regulations telling us how to live our lives. People who believed that same way built this country, and it worked. It worked for hundreds of years, but then to win elections, we started to shift away from that and started creating programs that essentially gave handouts to people so that they would in turn vote for the ruling party. I can’t say I fault Democrats for starting to do this; heck, it worked,but at what cost?

			I watched as Obamacare passed and my team Monday morning quarterbackd in order to try to stop what should have been stopped initially. Then I watched them promise for seven years that they would repeal and replace it, only to drop that ball when they were in power. I watched Republicans repeatedly lose elections because they don’t fight as hard as they could should or they don’t vet their candidates, allowing crazy people get through to a national level. 

			But who’s fault is it that this is happening? Can we blame party leadership? Can we blame the candidates themselves? The answer is no and no. Who to blame is us, me and you. It’s our fault that these people get through and it’s our fault that we aren’t fighting the way we should. And by our, I’m not just talking about Republicans here; I’m talking about all of America.

			 “That can’t be!” or “Yeah right, I can’t wait to see what he has to say about this,” is more than likely what you just said, but I bet right now you think you’re a regular know-it-all. I bet you think you make informed voting decisions and really make a difference in your nation and your life. I bet you also think you’re better than me because I forgot to register to vote in 2000. Well, you’ve got me on the registering to vote thing, but on the others, you would be completely wrong. 

			No one’s above being stupid. Not even me.

		


		
			CHAPTER 2:
[image: 8962.jpg] [image: 8960.jpg] [image: 8958.jpg] 

			 

			POLITICS SUCK

			Politics suck.

			I don’t know why you’re interested in them. Forget all that stuff about rights and believing in America and yada yada yada…They’ll just make you frustrated. 

			There are 3 types of people who love politics: nerds; people who want to rule the world; and our parents. No one else. 

			Odds are you’re one of the nerds who are interested in politics. I’m kind of in-between a nerd and someone who wants to rule the world. It doesn’t take a genius to realize that you or anyone else involved in politics falls into one or more of those categories, but what it does take is honesty.

			Let’s cover the simplest category of politics lovers first: nerds. They’re going to be your political staffer that is completely enamored with their politician/boss. They’re also going to be your media members who can’t get enough of boring political rhetoric and love watching the same speeches over and over again just in the hopes that there will be a screw-up, like watching a NASCAR race and hoping for an accident. 

			Have you ever had the pleasure of getting to hear how important a political staffer is from that staffer? I wouldn’t wish that conversation on my enemies. I think I’m a magnet for them. Don’t get me wrong, there are a lot of wonderful staff members out there, but for some reason, the blowhards love to tell their life stories to me. They act like they’re best friends with their boss and complain when their boss isn’t ranked high enough. They talk about how they met so-and-so and one time saw Bono walk down the hall of their office building. This rant will typically go on for a while until I ask them what they do for a living:

			They update Twitter…there are staff members who get paid to update Twitter.

			I’m personally not impressed by anyone’s political stories because mine are way better. I was on the Capitol subway—you know, that special private subway that only members and staff can take from the Senate offices to the Capitol—for the State of the Union address a few years ago with Senator Scott Brown and his wife. And get this, they were totally (picture me eye rolling here) making out. His wife turned to him and asked, “Do we really have to go to this,” and he replied, “It’s the State of the Union, so yes.” Ok, maybe that wasn’t a great story, but I’ve impressed quite a few people who are boring with it, so pretend it was better than what it was, will ya?

			Oh, did I mention that I personally fall into both the nerd and the person who wants to take over the world? You would’ve figured it out eventually anyway.

			To clarify: I’ve never really been a big fan of any politician, but I certainly have been guilty of watching multiple stump speeches in a row just hoping for a mistake or some sort of odd interaction with a heckler. Nuggets like the time that the head of a news organization interrupted one of President Obama’s speeches when her duck quacking ringtone went off at the White House and he actually stopped to call her out on it. I don’t necessarily live for that kind of stuff, but it helps feed my addiction. Also, you gotta laugh when Trump calls out a heckler…it’s never not entertaining.

			Then there’s the media. First of all, let me mention that I love the media, especially those who are putting me on their programs or reviewing this book. Without them, the world wouldn’t go around. If you identify yourself as a journalist or a media person and are currently reading, just skip the next few paragraphs. Don’t worry; they are really boring and are completely worthless gibberish about nothing (aka what the reviews of this tome are going to be after you’re finished anyway). 

			Are they gone? Good.

			For the most part, political journalists are wannabe politicians, but know they’d never make it. Another big chunk are literally leftovers from beauty pageants. Both groups look up to the politicians that they love and they spin their stories that way. Shocked? I’m not.

			Attention journalists: please also skip the chapter that covers the media…totally boring stuff you won’t want to read anyway.

			Gone again? Great.

			I was Young Member Chair at the National Press Club for a little over a year, and what I learned first-hand during my time there was pretty disappointing. Journalists for the most part aren’t non-biased. They kiss the butts of politicos they love and spin everything against those they don’t. That goes for every age range and every publication and network. 
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			Don’t get me wrong: there are great investigative and political journalists out there who make a difference and are amazing at what they do. They stand up for what’s right and really focus on bringing information to the general public. But that’s not the majority of them. 

			Hanging out with most journalists is like sitting at the nerd table at lunch in high school, and I know, because I was practically assigned to the nerd table in high school.

			They’re dense and just want what little attention that the cool kids give them. The bad part is that while Republicans are busy calling these nerds out on their spinning news against them, the Democrats are busy hanging out with them, making them feel good when they really don’t care, and winning the media manipulation war. 

			Wait, there’s a media manipulation war out there? Yes, Republican friends, there is, and we’ve basically lost it other than talk radio and Fox News.

			Also, side note: don’t ever date a journalist. Good or bad, they are so self-important and boring!

			Journalists can begin reading again here!

			So like I said, I respect every single journalist that I’ve ever encountered. I love their work and realize how incredibly difficult it is to be a journalist. So much hard work to really bring truth to difficult subject matters such as politics. With a tear in my eye, I say, “God bless you all!”

			What about those people who want to rule the world? If you ask me, I’m more than likely talking about your favorite politician. If you asked me if I was talking about your favorite politician, you’d probably vehemently disagree.

			Yes, people run for political office because they believe in America and want to make a difference in their communities. But let’s face it, a lot of us can make that same difference without having to sucker people into giving us millions of dollars to pay for signs and staff to annoy people with. 

			At the end of the day, why do you want to be in office? Because you want power. And odds are, for most of the people who run for office, good or bad, if they kept getting handed higher and higher authority, they’d take it. Why? Because in the end, they want to rule the world. 

			Sure, there are a couple of altruistic people in the game, but they are few and far between. Senator Don Nickles from Oklahoma, whom I interned for on Capitol Hill, was one of them. He wasn’t like the rest of the politicos that we see nowadays. Why? He could’ve kept getting re-elected and chose instead to go home and enjoy his life.

			He was one of the youngest people ever elected to the US Senate and stayed for four terms. He could’ve easily, and when I say easily, I mean no one was going to even get close to him in polling, won a fifth term, but instead he chose to pack his bags and go home. He had served long enough and decided that while he was still “young,” he should go and enjoy his family. 

			Not many elected officials at that level do that. No one in the US Senate does that. They stick around until their staffs are the ones talking for them and/or changing their diapers. They love that power and they wouldn’t give it up for anything. Don Nickles probably could’ve been the Republican leader in the Senate; he could be enjoying what would be his sixth term by now, but he didn’t stay. He was over it and he broke my mold of who loves politics.
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Tim: 1 don't actually hate anyone based off of any
‘dsmographics or things that they can't change
about themseives. | don't hate women:; | don't hate
or disiike any marginalized group. | actually love
peopls and America. I'm glad people are able 1o
‘maty who they want and pursue their dreama. |
disavow racim of any kind...including any hate
group or individual who hates someone because
of thei race, color, creed, sexual orientation,
reigion...you name it. It's diegusting to hate peaple
for any of that atuf.

Tim: You know what else | hate? That | have to clarify
that | don't hats paople because someone might take
hyperbole or a line out of context from my book in
‘order to frame me in a light that ien't true.

Legal: But youre harsh in the book.

Tim: I'm direct. And 'm not sorry if that hurts
feslings. I'm not raciat, misogynist, homophobic,
yadda yadda yadda. None of it. And people who

legitimately are horrible people.

Legal: Gan you print something ks that
in the book as a dieclaimer?

Tim: Aa | said...I'm going to copy and pasta thia
‘converaation. And for bonus points...and | mean
this. The first 3 couples who both show proof of
purchase of my book, regardiees of race, gender,
‘s9x, creed, or religion, who want to get maried
officiata their wedding for frae.
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Legal: Hey, 2o | reviewsd the book.
Do you have a few minutsa?

Tim: Surs. What's up?

Legal: | get it. Funny, frank, stc.. but it seems
like you hate women and fat people.
Mainly fat people and you'rs mean about it.

Tim: 1 am?

Lagal: Yee.

Tim: You realize that the book is called | Hate
Democrats, | Hate Republicans...soco0 did you
think it was going to be rainbows and cupcakea?

Legal: Okay, I get that, but you mention
potential exes and you might be able to
identify people from your descriptions,
‘which could cause legal issues.

Legal: You don't directly name anyons but there.
‘are some pretty serious descriptions.
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Logal: Is that YOU?

Tim: Yes. in 2000. | think | was also 2000 Ibs then.

Logal: So you don't hata fat people,
you hate yourasi?

Tim: Giose. | just hate people who don't take
persanal responsibility and complain about it....
but THAT IS WRITTEN IN THE BOOK. WHICH

YOU SHOULD PROBABLY READ.

Tim: And this will be a8 well.

Logal: | think that covers everything.

Are you raally not going to writa a separate
piece and actually just cut and paste this
‘conversation into the book?

Tim: Do 1 lie?

Tim: Do you need a safe space?
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Tim: Now, did | mise any hate groups that | need to
disavow and dencunce and call hats groups? Just
text it to me and I'l denounce them.

Lagal: | would ask, but of course
you're an ordained ministsr.

Tim: $35 online. | paid the extra and was
given a doctorate in “space and time.”

Legal: Of course you did.

Legal: Aleo, you didn't cover hating fat people.
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Tim: Well, if someone thinks that it’s about them:
All characters and svents in this book—even thoss

10 it content it should not be viewed by anyone.

Legal: Did you just copy the disclaimer
from the baginning of South Park and
change program to book?

Tim: Yes....and it works.

Legal: You have to put that in the book.

Tim: I'm iterally just going o copy our entire
‘conversation and put it in the book.

Legal: You're lazy.

Tim: You'rs annoying.

Legal: Okay, that dossn't cover hating
women or fat people.

Tim: FFS. Let's see if | can cover thie in one text.
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