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1

			A BRIEF HISTORY OF THE DEATH OF COMEDY

			I shouldn’t have told anybody I was writing a book. There’s already the stress of meeting deadlines—I haven’t met any yet and already I’m asking my publisher for extensions. And every other day a well-meaning friend checks in and humiliates me with the question, “How is the book going?”

			I don’t know, man. But I hope by the end of it I do.

			What makes matters worse is that I’m writing about comedy. You would think that would be fun—but those same friends have taken my subject as an open invitation to send me every awful thing that bears some resemblance to comedy today.

			No one sends me funny shit anymore. Just links to the latest cringe from establishment shows like Saturday Night Live, The Late Show with Stephen Colbert, and whatever the hell Peacock is.

			“Hey, Lou, have you seen this clip from the Sex and the City spinoff with the queer, nonbinary, bisexual stand-up comic?”

			To think I almost got away with not seeing that clip of “Che Diaz” from And Just Like That!

			I wanted to change my phone number—so my friends would stop texting me the link to it.

			They tell me—and I don’t mean they as in fictional Che’s pronoun—that “comedy is dead.” Well, if that’s all you’re watching it sure does look it.

			I don’t want to give you the wrong idea. This book is not meant to be comedy’s obituary. But, if it were, we would have to talk about the year 2016. That’s when I first recognized we might have a problem.

			After Donald J. Trump won the presidential election concerned citizens—at least in the “press” over at Paste and Vulture magazines—began asking the all-important existential question: What would the role of comedy be under a President Trump?

			Neither online magazine asked me—they asked people way more successful than I am.

			But had they asked me, I would have said: “I don’t know—what the fuck was the role of comedy under President Obama?”

			As Rory Albanese, a former executive producer at The Daily Show and The Nightly Show with Larry Wilmore, told Vulture, “Comedy’s role under Trump should be the same as it’s always been: a heady mix of truth to power and fart jokes.”

			I like that message. After all, what comedian doesn’t love the smell of his own fart jokes?

			But when it comes to “truth to power,” I don’t remember comedians speaking much truth to power when that power was President Obama. Not even one fart joke at the expense of the 44th Commander-in-Chief. (I smell coverup.) Maybe comedians were so exhausted from eight years of George W. Bush punch lines that they needed two terms of Obama for rest and recovery.

			If we’re at least speaking truth to each other, regardless of our respective powers, what the original question about the role of comedy under Trump implied is that comedy needed to be different under Trump.

			Now, did that mean comedians would no longer be cheerleaders for the executive branch—at least for the next four years—that is, until a Democrat was back in the White House?

			Or were comedians and comedy journalists saying that we ought to get back to that whole speaking-truth-to-power thing from now on—no matter who’s in power?

			Two of the lowest points in comedy I can remember both went down on Saturday Night Live. Do you recall back in 2016 when the universe, in an act of incalculable cruelty, killed Leonard Cohen and Hillary Clinton’s dream of becoming president of the United States in the same week?

			SNL’s response to that synchronicity was to have cast member Kate McKinnon dress up as Hillary Clinton, an impersonation she had regularly done before, to sing Leonard Cohen’s masterpiece “Hallelujah.”1

			Hillary’s white power suit was now a funeral garb and there were no punch lines in McKinnon’s performance—just grieving over the Donald Trump presidency to come. Instead of speaking truth to power, SNL was mourning the peaceful transfer of power.

			The sorrow continued when President Obama vacated the Oval Office, and Cecily Strong and Sasheer Zamata sang “To Sir, with Love” to him.

			If you don’t get the reference, that’s because it’s from 1967. To Sir, with Love is a film starring the beloved Sidney Poitier.

			Poitier plays a man, Mark Thackery, who is waiting to hear back about an engineering gig and passes the time teaching asshole high school kids in England to respect him and themselves. Spoiler: In the end he gets the engineering job—but decides to stay at the high school to teach more limey punks who don’t deserve him or self-respect.

			See, the metaphor is quite clear: Barack Obama was just like Mr. Thackery. And We the People were like those asshole English teenagers with Beatles haircuts. We didn’t deserve Him. Unfortunately, Obama didn’t stay to teach us. He would have—I just know it!—if it hadn’t been for that damn 22nd Amendment and its presidential term limits!

			Instead, our beloved prez went on to produce for Netflix—which is something to be thankful for. Because whenever you or the cast of season forty-two of Saturday Night Live misses Obama, you can just turn on the children’s series Waffles + Mochi, where Hope still lives.2

			If you look back at the years 2008–2016 you may justify the lack of jokes about Obama with, “Well, it’s not like there was anything about the man you could make fun of.”

			But to believe that—to believe the man was a mic drop personified!—you would also have to be in the camp that thinks those eight years were also scandal free.

			On August 28, 2021, Andrew Weinstein, Chair of the Democratic National Committee’s Lawyers Council and an Obama White House appointee (as per his Twitter bio), tweeted, “Happy anniversary to the biggest scandal of the Obama presidency” with a picture of President Obama wearing the infamous tan suit.

			Do you remember The Tan Suit? His supporters sure like to bring it up a lot.

			Now I wish that suit was the biggest scandal of O’s presidency. But unfortunately, I remember the Obama administration spying on Americans, prosecuting whistleblowers, the assassination of at least one US citizen, and Operation Fast and Furious—which was not part of the Vin Diesel/Paul Walker canon. If I was able to forget that stuff and only remember the tan suit, I would.

			I would also like to forget that time President Obama continued US involvement in Libya without congressional approval. I don’t know if you can buy tan suits in Libya today, but you can buy tan slaves. I think that one deserves a legit Thanks, Obama.

			I admit that I voted for President Obama in 2008, so I bear some responsibility for his foreign policy (but only up through 2012—because I voted for Gary Johnson that year3). I guess it’s easier to overlook Obama’s failings—or “scandals”—because the man has incredible charisma. It’s off the charts. When he speaks he’s almost messianic.

			When Congress passed Obamacare, I thought Obama was literally going to be my doctor. In my fantasy, Doc Barack not only heals me but he also forgives my sins—and he does it all without charging a co-pay!

			You know you’ve got charisma when you can spend eight years bombing countries—expanding the US’s global footprint in the name of the War on Terror—and all some people remember (or, could it be, want others to remember?) is…that Tan Suit.

			I remember when President Obama bombed that wedding party in Yemen. To be fair: No bride in Yemen wants Donald Trump or Joe Biden bombing her wedding. No bride anywhere on the planet wants that! But Barack Obama?

			That’s pretty cool. That is charisma. President Obama couldn’t be there in person—but he did send a gift. Not doing so would have been a scandal.

			While comedians were giving President Obama a pass, the president was making jokes of his own. At the 2010 White House Correspondents’ Association Dinner, the most powerful man in the world roasted the Jonas Brothers who were in attendance.

			“Sasha and Malia are huge fans,” President Obama said. “But, boys, don’t get any ideas. Two words for you: predator drones. You will never see it coming.”

			Obama has great comedic timing—his later work on Between Two Ferns with Zach Galifianakis, Key & Peele, and Comedians in Cars Getting Coffee with Jerry Seinfeld is awesome—but I didn’t like the joke.4

			Well, I didn’t like that the president was telling it. Let’s just say ordering death from the sky feels a lot like “punching down.”

			To be fair: I didn’t like President George W. Bush’s joke six years earlier at the Radio and Television Correspondents’ Association. If you don’t remember it, Dubya’s bit was accompanied by a slide show. Over one photograph of him bending over in the Oval Office, looking through his legs, Bush says, “Those weapons of mass destruction gotta be somewhere.” Later, over another photo, “Nope. No weapons over there.” And the third beat of the joke: “Maybe under here.”

			Almost twenty years removed from that joke, I almost forgot about Bush’s scandals. Forgive me. Since then he’s slipped Michelle Obama pieces of candy a couple times at official ceremonies and done oil paintings of soldiers wounded under his command. As far as I can tell no WMDs have appeared in any of those portraits. “Nope. No weapons over there.”

			If we lived in an alternate reality where the biggest scandal of the Obama presidency was his tan suit—or putting Dijon mustard on a cheeseburger, as Sean Hannity and other right-wingers reported back in 2009—then I could understand the lack of Obama jokes…a little.

			But as nice as that scandal-free fantasy would have been to live through—and a way less bloody one too—I didn’t live through that. And, as an adult and a comedian, to pretend otherwise, and not crack jokes about it—now that would be a scandal.

			***

			I started doing political comedy toward the end of Obama’s second term. Although I made jokes about the president, I never thought I was “speaking truth to power.” I was just doing what I thought comedians were supposed to do: find the funny and go with it. I was ready to continue doing just that for our first madam president….

			Then Trump won.

			How. Did. That. Happen? Well, many theories were advanced: Hillary had not done her legwork in Wisconsin and Michigan. Russia had overrun Facebook with Pro-Trump ads.5

			One thing is clear, after eight “scandal-less” years of Obama, the truth-to-power proponents finally had a president they were allowed to speak “truth” to—without worrying about being publicly shamed—and they let fly, emptying everything on the Big Orange Man Bad.

			If you felt dangerous and brave making fun of Trump, you are delusional. I know “speaking truth to power” sounds like some warrior shit. But if you’re doing it in the United States it doesn’t take much bravery. Especially when it’s against the correct targets.

			As a comedian, I admit the plus side of telling yourself that you’re speaking truth to power is that if a joke doesn’t work you can just blame it on the truth.

			Too much truth. Not enough room for a punch line.

			“But part of me hopes Trump makes comedy illegal,” Rory Albanese told Vulture in the lead-up to Trump’s inauguration, “because I want to get in on the ground floor of the comedy speakeasy business. Gonna start bootleggin’ jokes across state lines.”6

			No, Trump did not make comedy illegal. Even though he had good reason to try. He was universally hated by the powers that be in entertainment, academia, and politics and was a perpetual target of their mockery. You would think a thin-skinned, vindictive, and petty man—a fascist!—like Trump would have at least put James Corden before a firing squad. But no. Not here. Not in America.

			I’m reminded of the brave Egyptian comedian Bassem Youssef, the “Jon Stewart of Egypt,” who was forced to flee his country for being, well, “the Jon Stewart of Egypt.” Youssef’s criticism of the Morsi regime eventually led him to seek refuge in the United States, meanwhile Jon Stewart who was wept over for leaving The Daily Show…his exile was self-chosen.

			In Afghanistan the Taliban murdered TikTok comedian Nazar Mohammad (stage name: Khasha Zwan). Now I was no fan of Zwan. The guy was a fucking hack. The Taliban called him “obscene”—and I agree with that wholeheartedly—but that was no justification for his murder.

			I’m not saying if you don’t risk imprisonment or death for telling jokes that you have nothing to complain about. Germany prosecutes a comedian for making fun of Turkey’s head of state. A YouTuber in Scotland is convicted of a hate crime for teaching his girlfriend’s pug to raise its paw in the Nazi salute. In the United Kingdom police monitor social media for thought crime. And in Canada the case of a comedian who was fined for goofing on a boy with a deformity makes its way all the way up to the Supreme Court! The ruling was 5–4 in the comic’s favor. So in Canada they’re debating whether you can make fun of a kid with a deformity—in the States we’re debating whether you can abort that kid so he can never grow up to be made fun of.

			I would often hear, “Trump must be great for comedy, because the jokes write themselves.”

			In spite of Trump’s threats to sue critics, I agree, he was great for comedy. Whether you want to admit it or not, Trump was endlessly entertaining—often times much funnier than the people getting paid to make fun of him. I’m not saying Trump didn’t deserve a lot of his lambasting, but what became clear is that The Resistance couldn’t get enough of him. They needed Orange Man Bad. So they got lazy and let “the jokes write themselves.” And that, ladies and gentlemen, was really great for comedy!

			Because, while mainstream late-night hosts, stand-ups, sketch comedians, podcasters, and tweeters were all cannibalizing the same orange, small-hands, Russian pee-tape material, it gave comedians like myself the opportunity to take on subjects they wouldn’t touch.

			On the occasions when I did nibble at the same bloated spray-tanned corpse, I challenged myself to be original—to not allow the jokes to “write themselves.”

			When Trump was finally out of office you could sense a type of mourning on the part of his most vocal critics in entertainment. Now instead of mourning the exit of their hero, Obama, they were mourning the exit of their supervillain, Trump—with no hope of him ever returning to public office, no matter what that pillow guy said about him being reinstated on August 13th7.

			So, what were they gonna do now? Without Trump, how would their audiences know when to laugh?

			***

			One night, months into the Biden administration, I booked a spot on a friend’s show in the City. It was the first time I had performed in Manhattan in a while. I don’t remember which COVID-19 variant we were up to. I had been hunkered down in my house—having moved out of Brooklyn to the wilderness of New Jersey—dealing with basement flooding, faults in the foundation, the joy of seeing deer trespass on my property, and the fear that the tics riding on them would make their way under my skin. It felt good to be making the trek in for a stand-up gig and leaving country life behind for a few hours.

			I was up second in the lineup and caught the first comic’s set. She was a young Black woman and working out this bit about going to therapy. One of the things she mentioned was having asked her therapist, a white female, if she had voted for Trump.

			Her therapist said she did not vote for Trump—which put the comedian at ease and the audience too. It was the safe move and expected.

			But, I thought, comedy is about the unexpected. “Dating is hard” is an unoriginal setup, but you can go anywhere from there. Original or unoriginal. (Also, dating is not hard—unless you’re pregnant8).

			On my drive home I was consumed with the other comic’s bit. I thought it would be strengthened if she had defied expectation and gone with the idea that she, a young Black female New Yorker, actually wants a therapist who voted for Trump.

			Why?

			Because if your MAGA therapist is honest enough to admit to her Black female patient that she voted for Trump, then you know she’s going to be honest with you about all the issues you’re working through in therapy.

			Starting with that premise, think of all the honest assessments the therapist could give this woman. She could be telling her patient a lot of shit her patient doesn’t want to hear or confront. Which opens up even more comedic possibilities.

			“We’re not at the point where I’m comfortable with this white MAGA bitch calling me the N-word,” the comedian may confess. “But we’re getting there. That’s what healing is all about.”

			Now, it is much easier to critique the work of others than it is to hold yourself to the same standard. I know that. So consider this a note to self:

			Take a chance. The joke might not land. But no one’s gonna arrest you for it. Not here.

			***

			Safety will be the death of comedy. And it seems like the least safe of comedians are all dying.

			Comedy legend Norm Macdonald died from cancer on September 14, 2021. Fellow legends Mort Sahl and Paul Mooney passed away that year too. As I write this, Bob Saget, Louie Anderson, and Gilbert Gottfried are no more.9 Chances are when you found out about these deaths you were in the middle of bingeing clips of Norm on YouTube.

			Just a minute ago: Norm was on The View calling Bill Clinton a murderer and pissing off Barbara Walters; he was performing an antiroast with lines from an old-timey joke book at The Roast of Bob Saget; and he was butchering O.J. Simpson on “Weekend Update”—and now he’s gone? How can that be?

			Even before his death Norm had achieved a kind of immortality—captured forever on Conan O’Brien’s couch. Eternally funny.

			There is the obvious shock of someone passing away who, if you’re my age, has existed as long as you have been alive. And sixty-one—the age Norm was when he went—doesn’t feel as far away from me as it used to. Or Saget’s sixty-five or Gottfried’s sixty-seven or Anderson’s sixty-eight. Shit—even Mooney’s seventy-nine and Sahl’s ninety-five feel closer!

			But what was even more shocking about Norm’s death is that he kept the cancer that killed him hidden for nine years—from the public and even his friends. Unlike other comedians who would have milked the sympathy that a cancer diagnosis brings, Norm had the dignity not to give in to that sort of manipulative thing. (Although that one-man show would have been amazing! I would have loved to have seen Norm expand his bit on bowel cancer for Norm Macdonald Has Cancer: So You Better Laugh!)

			Now, I am no Norm MacDonald. Trust me, if I had cancer I would make sure you knew about it—on page one. And I would remind you every few pages too. Don’t get me wrong—I’d add some punch lines. At least I’d like to think I would.

			Years ago when I found out my mother had cancer I asked the audience at a gig if it meant I’d have to run a marathon now. Like, is that the next stage after denial? At the time I wasn’t prepared for either her cancer nor my run.10

			Comedy can be a powerful way to deal with trauma, darkness, and danger. The more traumatic, darker, and dangerous the subject matter, the more difficult it is to make it funny—but when it works, man, it’s like magic.

			Although something you may have noticed in recent years is the move away from using comedy to sublimate trauma into something funny and just presenting the trauma. Which isn’t good for comedy…because it’s not comedy?

			I was on a show a few years back at a boutique comedy club in Astoria, Queens. Alright, it was a coffee shop with a stage in the back. It was a mixed show—with stand-up comics and storytellers. With my ten minutes I was going to tell this goofy story about how when I was newly single I thought it would be a good idea to buy a couple of vibrators and stow them at my apartment. You know, to entertain the ladies back at my bachelor pad. If you think dating is hard, girl, do I have the solution for you!

			What ensues is a tale of sexual misadventure with two double-A battery-powered sex toys (“The Twins,” I named them) and some weirded-out dates asking the obvious questions, like “…What?”

			I was running the set over in my head when the storyteller before me got up on stage and recounted for all in attendance her sexual assault…in painful, violent, heartbreaking detail.

			Let’s just say she was a hard act to follow:

			“So,” I began. “…Dating is hard.”

			This went down years before Hannah Gadsby discussed her own rape in her 2018 Netflix special, Nanette.

			Like the storyteller in Astoria, Gadsby did not pepper her account of that horrific life event with jokes.

			Now I am not accusing Gadsby of being a trauma thief. Unfortunately, far too many women have similar stories of sexual assault to tell. How many of them have the strength or willingness to tell their stories though? Or the audience to subject to them?

			I admit that I jumped on the anti-Gadsby bandwagon without having watched her whole special. I had judged her based entirely from a few clips my friends wouldn’t stop sending me. But I finally brought myself to watch Nanette in its entirety—being the responsible author that I am—and, I offer my sincerest apologies to my red-pilled readers: there are jokes11 in Nanette that I liked.

			For example, when she’s talking about the celebration of Mardi Gras, Gadsby, the ever-awkward lesbian autist asks, “Where do the quiet gays go?”

			She even has issues with the Pride flag12—with its “very shouty, assertive colors.”

			Gadsby’s follow-up special, Douglas, is funnier than Nanette—or at least has more jokes than Nanette has—and she even takes the opportunity to reveal the trick she played in Nanette.

			See, she used her stand-up comedy to get her audience to sit around long enough so she could force her stories of rape and other violations onto them.

			At the beginning of Douglas Gadsby asks, “If you’re here because of Nanette—why?” to earned laughter.

			If you’re expecting more trauma in Douglas, Gadsby wants you to know that she put all her “trauma eggs into one basket” with the last special.

			I wondered why Gadsby chose to do Nanette to her comedy audience?

			In both of her specials, Gadsby connects her trauma and identity to these grand narratives of comedy, art history13, and, well, typical woke bullshit. Her talk includes authoritative takes on punching up vs. punching down, truth to power, and identity politics.14

			There’s an academic feel to her stuff. She looks the part of a lecturer—with her eyeglasses and two-piece suit. She looks “smart,” you know. But the stuff she’s saying isn’t smart. It often has the ring of a freshman gender studies essay. There’s always the Patriarchy and straight white men, and she absolutely hates Pablo Picasso.

			An interesting thing about Gadsby are the targets she chooses for her specials. In Douglas she really sticks it to Where’s Waldo? and the Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles. In Nanette it’s cubist painter Picasso and other powerful (not fictional) men. Every one of them safe targets.

			In Nanette we learn that Picasso was forty-two when he had an affair with a seventeen-year-old girl. As Gadsby puts it, “Picasso fucked an underage girl” and he said, “‘It was perfect—I was in my prime and she was in her prime.”

			By today’s standards, yeah that’s scandalous, but Picasso was with high-school junior Marie-Thérèse back in what, 1927? Nearly one hundred years ago. Gadsby’s bit is anachronistic. The historical and cultural context isn’t important though. What is important is somehow finding a way to link misogynist Pablo Picasso to a number of other high-profile dudes on the douchebag spectrum—with the worst of them being, of course, The Donald. The safest target ever. Hitler being a distant second.

			You know, sometimes trying to go deep just ends up bringing you way out of your depth.

			Take Gadsby’s defense of Monica Lewinsky in Nanette. Gadsby is correct that Lewinsky “used to be an easy punch line.” Looking back now, I was a kid in the ’90s, it is really messed up how Lewinsky was treated. But here is how Gadsby holds up that mirror to American society15in a particular callout of those who run the comedy game:

			Maybe, if comedians had done their job properly, and made fun of the man who abused his power, then perhaps we might have had a middle-aged woman with an appropriate amount of experience in the White House, instead, as we do, a man who openly admitted to sexually assaulting vulnerable young women because he could.

			Lewinsky was so moved by this that she and the Kiwi comic16 came together on stage at an event for Vanity Fair to discuss “Dealing with Trauma in the Public Eye.”

			The whole thing is kind of weird, isn’t it?

			Because, obviously the man Gadsby is referring to—the one “who openly admitted to sexually assaulting vulnerable young women because he could” is President Donald Trump.

			But “the man who abused his power” in Gadsby’s Lewinsky bit is…President Bill Clinton.

			I repeat: Hannah Gadsby is talking about Bill Clinton. The Bill Clinton. You know, The “I did not have sexual relations with that woman” Bill Clinton. The “What does the word ‘is’ mean?” Bill Clinton. The Bill Clinton who penetrated Lewinsky’s twenty-two-year-old vagina with a cigar. Yeah—that guy.

			So if my math checks out that would make the “middle-aged woman with an appropriate amount of experience [who should be] in the White House” Hillary Clinton—the same Hillary Clinton who was First Lady to…Bill Clinton.

			You know, while comics were ripping Lewinsky jokes every day Hillary was calling the former White House intern a “narcissistic loony toon.”

			That’s the woman Gadsby wanted in the White House?17

			Because with Hillary in the White House you would still have “the man who abused his power” in the White House—except this time around Bill Clinton would be demoted to the First Man, I guess. That’ll show him! Move Bill back in to the home where he has so many fond memories.

			Even Lewinsky didn’t pick up on the irony of Gadsby’s bit. I mean, I highly doubt the middle-aged woman Gadsby was referring to was 2016 Republican presidential candidate Carly Fiorina.

			***

			No one is above criticism. Not even comedians. Your jokes are fair play. And if and when you go deep—whether it be with your personal trauma or political and cultural commentary—you should expect to be criticized.

			Dave Chappelle is another comic that often goes deep. He is, of course, much funnier than Gadsby—we’re talking by magnitudes of hilarious. After all he is possibly the greatest living comedian. But even He is not immune from making goofy commentary.

			I think back to The Bird Revelation that was filmed at The Comedy Store in Los Angeles. Chappelle closes out that special by talking about a story he read in a book by Iceberg Slim called Pimp: The Story of My Life. Chappelle even has the book brought to the stage.18

			Chappelle has a godly presence when holding a mic. And when he speaks it is with such gravitas—no doubt strengthened by a voice that’s gotten gravelly over the years from smoke.

			Chappelle gives the Pimp CliffsNotes, describing the relationship between Iceberg and one of his “bitches.” It’s moving, interesting, and a serious presentation of the dark side of humanity.

			Finally, Chappelle concludes the traumatic tale with a declaration: “That’s the motherfucking capitalist manifesto and that’s why I went to South Africa.”

			That is, why Chappelle walked away all those years ago from a $50 million deal with Comedy Central. See, Chappelle’s relationship with the cable network was like the relationship between Iceberg and the victim he was sex trafficking.

			It sounds so deep…But it’s just not true.

			That is, the involuntary relationship between the pimp and his enslaved bitch is not capitalism. Again: it’s involuntary. Unlike the relationship between Chappelle and Comedy Central—which was capitalism. As is the relationship between Chappelle and Netflix. So much so that in response to Chappelle’s last (and perhaps final) controversial special, The Closer, a headline in The Advocate reads: “Netflix’s Dave Chappelle Debacle Shows It Puts Capitalism Over People.”

			In The Closer, Chappelle addresses his critics who have been accusing him of transphobia, among other transgressions, over the years.

			I don’t know how many of these critics even bothered to watch The Closer—or if they did, how they failed to see what I saw. Because at the end of the special Chappelle manages to tell an incredible story about his dear friend, a transgender woman named Daphne Dorman, who (spoiler) committed suicide.

			I won’t give too much away other than to say that Chappelle, a master of his craft, was able to express this particular story of trauma with both humanity and a lot of funny fucking jokes.19

			But the demands for (social) justice haven’t stopped. Even Hannah Gadsby complained that “Dave gets $20 million to process his emotionally stunted partial world view”—much more dough than she gets to process hers.20 And in response, Chappelle demanded in part that her fans admit that she’s not funny.

			What a wacky timeline we’re living on, huh—where Dave Chappelle and Hannah Gadsby are beefing!

			The tension between these two comics is a pretty good metaphor for the state of comedy today. Believe me: Comedy is most certainly not dead. People continue to turn to comedians—whether it’s to laugh, or to be preached to, or to share in someone else’s trauma (jokes or no jokes).

			Sure, there is a lot of shit being made—and please stop sending it to me!—but there is also a lot of great stuff going on too. Some of it is in this book.

			But no matter what happens in comedy or in the world or how many pages of mine you manage to get through, we can all be thankful that there will always be clips of Norm Macdonald for us to rewatch. Never stop sending me links to those. It’s one way to keep comedy alive. Keep reading for more ways.
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