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As always, to my family, my friends… and most of all, to my children:


Griffin, Ryan, Angie, Haven, Lawson, Aravis


This world will be yours later.


I’ll try to pick up a bit before I close for the night.


Love you all.
















All that is necessary for the triumph of evil is that good men (and women) do NOTHING.


—EDMUND BURKE (paraphrased)






Power corrupts. And Absolute Power corrupts absolutely.


—LORD ACTON






When they kick at your front door


How you gonna come?


With your hands on your head


Or on the trigger of your gun?


—THE CLASH, “The Guns of Brixton”






America… what if God doesn’t care?


—SLIPKNOT, “Gematria (The Killing Name)”

















CHAPTER 1



ON THE ROAD, REVISITED
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SO.


Sooooooo…


Here’s a funny story that isn’t funny at all.


Two political parties walk into a bar. One gets shitfaced hammered and nominates a loud, crude, egotistical, childish, bullying (yet easily butt-hurt) jackass cunt of an orange billionaire to be the president of the United States of America. The other, equally smug and unapproachable, decides to abstain from such low-quality behavior and spends the entire time reminding you that not only are they special because they’re not at all like the other candidate but also that they need you to love them for little more than that reason alone or else they will look down on you with piteous disdain and appallingly bitter bemusement. Both sides had their fair share of intelligent detractors as well as their equal legions of completely devoted zealots. Most people in the middle were left with a terrible choice to make: vote for someone you didn’t really support, thus wiping your ass with your constitutional rights as a citizen, or choose someone that nobody else was going to vote for and cast your vote that way, realizing the same result yet feeling a little better about yourself. That is exactly what a lot of people did.


Granted, a lot of people genuinely supported the various candidates. Trump had his swamp-draining pussy grabbers, Hillary had the “I’m With Her” folk, and all the holier-than-thou angsty coffee drinkers had Stein and Johnson, vowing to take their toys and go home because Bernie wasn’t allowed to come out and play. Sheisty shit was going on all over the place, and it looked like there was absolutely no way the situation could get worse. Then we watched, in incredulous horror, as that same orange prick, the one who’d openly mocked so many others, won the Electoral College, even as he lost the popular vote by nearly 3 million votes. I couldn’t believe my fucking eyes: DONALD FUCKING TRUMP WAS GOING TO BE PRESIDENT OF THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA. Writing it here and now, it still doesn’t feel very real. Reading that sentence back, I have to keep stopping myself from correcting it. It’s true: Donald Trump is the president.


He ain’t my fucking president. But he is the president, and we’ll leave it at that.


I’ll bet boners to nipple clamps that I was just like most of you: glued to CNN in pure dread as Trump’s numbers kept getting higher and higher. So many people were texting me, saying, “Is this really happening? What the shit?!” I kept myself from losing it by calming them down, saying, “Don’t worry! It’s still early. It’ll be fine! Our country can’t be that fucking stupid!” Then, by the time Pennsylvania fell, I sat stunned on my sofa, realizing that my country was in fact that fucking stupid. I whispered a quote from the original Planet of the Apes, when Chuck Heston sees Lady Liberty up to her tits in the sand and shouts, “You maniacs! Damn you! Damn you all to Hell!”


This book started out very different.


It started out with a disclaimer about the dangers of foisting a despot like Donald Drumpf (real family name) on this country. It talked about a Hillary victory I was so sure was going to happen. I wasn’t really that invested in her per se—I just didn’t want the Cheeto to win. I had faith that it wouldn’t happen, that most blue-collar people would come to their senses and go the other way. But that never happened—and in fact, it got worse. The GOP, otherwise known as the Republicans, ended up keeping their majority in the Senate and doubling down on their super-majority in the House of Representatives, paving the way for a whole lot of bad defunding to go down. So the presidency and Congress are held by the Republicans, while the Supreme Court—the other third of our three tiers of government—was stuck at eight members because Congress refused to allow Barack Obama to nominate a new judge. Let’s hear it for Gorsuch, ladies and gentlemen…


This book started out with some hope that after a Trump scare, the Democrats could reach over and take some of these working-class folks—my folks—and show them that they are in fact their political party. It started out with a vision of seeing the GOP eat a lot of crow for tying their carts to a chauvinistic cocksucker afraid of his own shadow who is easily goaded into saying something pathetic. It had a lot of instances where it would show the GOP for the hypocrites they are: purporting to be for smaller government and yet digging their fingers into just as many programs, grants, and rights as the Democrats do. I wanted to break this shit down like a DJ after a wedding for you all. Then he won. He fucking won. No matter what he’d said or done, no matter how vile and fucked up he was or was going to be, no matter how much he’d lied and lied and lied and fucking lied… he’d won. In the big game at the political table, he’d played his Trump card and beat the house, setting it back a few points, to be sure.


When that happened I walked over to the computer on which I write my books, opened up all the chapters I had already started on, highlighted hours’ worth of words, work, and effort… and deleted it all. Highlight. Delete. Start again. It hurt. I was tied up in fucking knots for days, simultaneously catching shit for not doing enough to get the vote out and also ducking flying turds for daring to insinuate that because Trump had won, there would be an outbreak of violence against blacks, Latinos, Muslims, the entire LGBT-plus community, women, and so on. I was harassed for “instigating the violence by suggesting that violence might happen”—which, it correctly turned out, happened whether I’d said anything or not. Swastikas were spray painted on churches and mosques across the country. People were attacked in earnest. Angry white men shouted their contempt for anyone who had the audacity to be neither white nor male on flights and on subway cars. I can say this because there are videos of this happening. There are videos, and NO ONE WAS ARRESTED OR TAKEN TO FUCKING TASK OVER IT. No punishments for obscenity or vocal hate—just wanded, waived, and sent on their way. It lasted for a while, even as the protests mounted and the Trump supporters became just as “snowflake” and “triggered” as the liberals they loved to hate. Time to tuck in and settle down to wait for what was next.


But here’s the thing, and you’re going to think I’m fucking crazy right now: I’m GLAD he won. HOLD YOUR FUCKING HORSES, YOU MOTHERFUCKERS! Before some of you angry lefty pricks start bombarding me with crazy spam and dizzying examples of why the Trump Effect is going to burn this nation into cinders, then piss on those cinders, then stuff those cinders up Melania’s bleached asshole, then grunt those same filthy ashes into a champagne glass, then have those poopy, champagne-ridden, pissy American ashes blown straight up into his own privileged asshole live on C-Span… Jesus, sorry about that folks. I really got off on a riff there, Sonny Rollins style. I don’t even remember where the hell I was going with all of that. Was I going to talk about the new First Lady’s nudes? Was I going to talk about those uncomfortable moments between Donald and Ivanka? By the way that whole pissy ashes metaphor takes on a whole new meaning given the “Golden Gate” controversy—oh, Donald…


Anyway, before any of that absolutely happens—and there are great chances that it will—let me explain that sentiment. I’m not happy that this election has divided our country into gnarly tribes of discontent. I’m not happy that some people are scared and others think it is fair game to terrorize. I’m not happy that the protests seem to go on and on because they just keep looking for new reasons to be upset. I’m happy because it set my record straight, sharpened my gaze, and put me back on the path. Check it out.


Yes, Donald Trump is the president (at least for now)—NOT MY PRESIDENT, but The President. That’s not to say that I’ll be happy when the Right tries to take out the various programs that are helping people, like it or not, get through their life. I won’t keep quiet when they add to the deficit because they don’t have any answers better than what is already there, but they won’t admit to it. I also won’t stand by as they try to “scale back” the powers of those who oppose them, like the intelligence communities, the “checks and balances” parts of our governments… or the American voting population. If they want a revolution, they’ll fucking get one because they suck at math: WAY MORE PEOPLE VOTED AGAINST TRUMP THAN VOTED FOR HIM, AND HE’D BETTER FUCKING REMEMBER THAT. The Orange Mandate does not exist.


No, I’m glad for different reasons—two reasons, to be exact: because up to that point, this book was a piece of shit, and to be quite honest, so is our two-party system. This book was really just me ranting and raving about how right I was about Trump and the Right and all that shit blah blah blah fucking GET OVER YOURSELF TAYLOR. I was acting exactly like the political party I thought I supported, until I realized that was the very reason that people found it so hard to support that party—not only could they not relate to it, but they felt judged and belittled for not coming off as a shiny shell from the intelligentsia. More down-to-earth people were siding with an egomaniacal Cheeto than they were a candidate that should have smoked him like a throwaway gang member in Death Wish 2.


They were tired of walking into vocabulary traps, akin to getting a face full of spider webs carrying laundry to the washer in the basement. Can’t say this, can’t say that… it’s ridiculous. You can’t say “god bless you”—it has to be just plain ol’ “bless you.” You can’t say certain pronouns anymore—you end up sounding like a possessed Speak & Spell when the batteries are getting low. From “Merry Christmas” to “motherfucker,” it’s become quite a lesson in pomposity. That leads to what we’ll talk about later: adverse empathy. English writer extraordinaire W. S. Gilbert said, “When everyone is somebody, then no one’s anybody.” I’ll paraphrase a bit for this case: when everything’s offensive, then nothing will be.


As much as pundits and pollsters would love to paint the two parties in broader terms, these politicians had become people you couldn’t identify with, for better or for worse. Personally, I don’t think you should want that in a politician, but then again I think most pols are preening shit talkers with two faces and too many pockets. In Trump, at least most of us could see the idiot reflected back on us. I never had that with Hillary; to be honest, I think most Americans thought she was so busy judging them that they never took the time to listen to what she was saying. I’m not going to drag you all through that bastard election again—I’m fairly certain it added years to us all. My point is this—most of us, most of the people on the street just trying to make a living, don’t want a president who makes us feel like shit about ourselves. Like it or not, wrong or right, I believe people had that feeling about Hillary—and to be honest, about almost all Democrats, really. People don’t like being beat over the head with how much smarter you are than they are. I’m not saying that was the whole factor, but it’s definitely why most people found it easier to vote for someone else.


Like I said, I have leaned Democrat for years. However, I’m giving serious thought to going full Independent, merely because I feel the same way a lot of people do—judged by the upper crust, and I’m talking about both parties now. Republicans hide a little better behind their guns and their God, and no pun intended but God forbid you be a little outside the box. Sure, they want you to feel at home in their party—they’re the “Party of the People”! But you have to be their kind of people. If not, they’ll take away your rights quicker than you can say “Pro-Choice.” The Dems are just as bad. One of the biggest problems with the Democrats is they’re savvy enough to embrace cutting edge liberties like abortion or transgender identities, and yet they cannot comprehend why some people have such a hard time coming to grips with that, especially people with a deep background in faith. To regular folks, these are concepts that are as foreign as speaking French to a kindergartener from Topeka. They’ve never even thought about the notion before, but now they feel like they’re being forced to deal with it, forced to support it, forced to just accept it, even though they’re not really sure if they truly understand it.


No one explains anything anymore—they just blurt out shit like they do on Twitter or Facebook or in any of the comments sections where good grace and common sense go to die. It’s ratcheting up the narcissism at an alarming rate. But we don’t really communicate anymore anyway. We go out of our way to make slamming statements and dare a motherfucker to say anything that deigns to be contradictory and then we retaliate with pure digital venom and righteousness. Abandon all hope, ye who log on here. So it’s no wonder that anyone regarded as intelligent is regarded as an “elite libtard SJW” and anyone regarded as working class, maybe a little simpler in their approach to life, nothing more, is regarded as a “white trash racist redneck.” A population marginalized before they can ever have a conversation is going to do incredible things… like nominate and elect Donald Trump.


So this book went from being a sanctimonious editorial on how much I think I know about what’s right for you in my own head and the shitty sauces held within, to a book that will now take a deeper look at what the hell is really going on, and I mean with all of it: the political parties, who they say they stand for, who they really stand for, who the people think stand for them, where all of this is going, where I hope we land, and a subtle little history lesson on politics in this country. Plus, I want to walk you through some of the cooler pieces of real estate here in these United States, stuff that maybe you forgot about, stuff that maybe you didn’t know about, places and people to tickle the fancy and engage a bit of nostalgia or—hold your ass—real patriotism, not that shit that the government tries to shill on late night television. This is more about looking under the bed for toys we always forget we have but would love to play with and cherishing that joy of rediscovery before the clamps of cynicism come rushing back to remind us of real life and the grim reality of paying bills and doing laundry… you know, REAL-LIFE SHIT.


You see the thing that bothers me about a lot of these politicians is that we only see them on TV. We only see them in the papers. We don’t know them. “Just like you…” Motherfucker, please. When was the last time you missed a bill and spent a week or two freaking out about it? When was the last time you only got a few hours of sleep because you got young kids and if they don’t sleep, neither do you? When was the last time you had to choose between food for your kids or the electric bill? Did you ever have to go through that kind of real shit? If you did, show me some photos. Let’s see some video. Let’s hear how you’d make a sandwich if you didn’t have anything to make a sandwich with, asshole. Me? I remember all that shit. It’s the blessing and the curse of having an active mind. I remember sleeping in closets, bathtubs, on the street, in the same clothes for days because we had no money for anything. If you gave me one piece of bread right now and sent me into a kitchen bereft of anything that resembles “sandwich fixins’” I would walk out with a fucking sandwich. And I’d eat that fucker because I know what it means to be broke and desperate. I know what it means to have that sinking feeling in your gut that you might not get the rent in but there will be dinner for that next week. I’d like proof to see if Paul Ryan could come up with some shit like that before he thought about voting to gut programs like Medicare, Social Security, the ACA and certain types of welfare.


But that’s not saying that anyone should be prejudged because they’ve done well for themselves or because they have an education either. You work your ass off, you should be allowed to enjoy it—but don’t forget where you come from, and don’t make motherfuckers feel like you’re rubbing it in. Herein lies the problem, and we finally come to the revelation that changed this book completely. This book is less about politics, and more about… us. We, the People, standing like schlock jocks at a Halloween weenie roast, waiting to give out prizes for “best shitty Crow costume,” we have become the very reason for our downfall. The country’s a mess because we are a collection of fucking messes. Our politicians are overwhelmingly fucked because we are overwhelmingly fucked, and I mean IN THE ASS, NO SPIT, NO LUBE fucked. We don’t talk to each other anymore, face to face, like civilized human beings. We scream AT each other, constantly, violently, anonymously, from behind computer screens and cell phones, in an almost perpetual duel of “I have to be right.” Do you know why this country is starting to eat itself? It’s because we handed it a knife and fork, and said “Chow down, Cupcake.”


We have no accountability for anyone anymore, because we refuse to accept it ourselves. We have no boundaries for right or wrong or fancy and common sense. Who’s going to listen if you’re constantly butting your heads together? Who’s going to care if someone’s hurting or needs help if the only thought that goes through our heads is “Well, they should’ve helped themselves…” or “Nobody helped ME when I was in trouble, so…” These are fucking cop-outs in the face of the reality that it takes a whole lot of energy these days to be a good person, or at least that’s the way people would make it seem anyway, as so many people are wearing themselves out patting themselves on the back. Let me ask you this: when, in our history, did the concepts of “the welfare of the people” and “fiscal responsibility” become mutually exclusive? Hmm? Can anyone answer that for me? I’ll tell you right now what it’s all about, and this is exactly why there will be no draining of any swamps or construction on any fancy walls or incarceration for political adversaries, much to the chagrin of the howling cunts who voted for the Cheeto: because behind closed doors, with the lights low, they’re just as despicable as the ones across the aisle they all purport to hate. They are the mirrors on the bridge at Gitmo, the sentries keeping stride between the Koreas: they are exactly what you fear, Trump included.


We’ve also become a gigantic tribe of total hypocrites. We talk shit about each other’s flaws when our own back stories have enough plot holes to drive convoys of semis through, nonstop twenty-four hours a day. The Right keeps telling the Left to “get over it” and “you didn’t see us protesting when Obama won”—when there is in fact clear video, audio, and photographic proof of these people protesting when Obama won, for the better part of eight years. The Left keeps harping and harping on offensive language and yet has no problems whatsoever with labeling someone a Nazi or a bigot or a racist if it seems like they’re not winning the argument—“you know, like I’m supposed to!” This kind of behavior stems from years of resentment and yet has festered and come to fruition under the Miracle-Gro speed of tech and social media.


I’d love to sit here and write about some of the heroes fighting for us on the other side of the fence, but I just can’t do that because, like you all, I’ve lost a lot of faith in our “leaders.” Our governing bodies are running out of compatible tissues. Every generation of politicians gets more extreme, leaving behind the concerns of the populace in favor of a narrower, more personal agenda. They don’t want to end the ACA because it hurts the American people; they want to end the ACA because they’re vindictive crab catchers who are still pissed off that their version of the ACA didn’t get passed in the first place. This is less about you and more about them, and it’s getting to the point where I can see it’s been like that for a long time. Idealism is now a dirty word. Those fuckers in DC know better than anyone that we’re all in different books on different pages, and they exploit it: Why do you think no one gets held accountable? Why do you think a bastard with more strikes against him became president? The reasons are in our differences.


This is where that stops, and I mean RIGHT FUCKING NOW.


I will not stand by while zealots gut and fuck this pig of a nation as they smile and lie to our faces. I will not accept the fact that this happened simply because we’ve all forgotten that we have more in common than we realize. I will never stop trying to get us to look up for a second and realize that those folks you’re ranting about on your tiny screens are real people, with real lives, and it may give you a temporary hit of happy when you cut them down, but that depression is going to come screaming back into your face as soon as you take another look at your situation. That’s a fact. We need to bury the hatchet, and the best way to do that is to find the motherfuckers more suited for said burial. We need the real enemies—the ones carrying on a tradition of playing us against each other like a chess game in denim and pleather. However, we can’t do that until we start talking to each other.


There is nothing on this planet easier than finding all the ways that we are all different. It takes a little more effort to see our shared likenesses anymore, mainly because, like I said before, we don’t see things eye to eye. We’ve reached a breaking point where everything is offensive—everything. In the old days, if something was wrong and it offended us, you spoke up, protested, and tried to point out how repulsive it was to the rest of the world, thereby continuing our advancement as humans and as just plain, neighborly folks. Back then there were real issues, like prejudice and racism (which are two different things, people), corruption, and abuse of power. Today we have those same issues, but you can’t tell how bad they are because people consider everything to be on that offensive level, from the color of your fucking cup at Starbucks to a joke shirt about OCD at Walmart. Let me put it to you this way: you know how you can tell if there’s something wrong with your plumbing? The pipes make noises, especially if air gets in the system before you can flush it out. It’s like a high-pitched whine of a noise, the Banshee of the Bathroom—squealing like a pig trying out for the opera. It is a shriek from hell, and it is fucking annoying. Now, imagine everything in your house making that crazy fucking sound, for shitty reasons: someone left the light on in the bedroom (crazy sound), there’s a rogue sock left in the dryer (crazy sound), nobody took the garbage out (crazy sound)…


See why people just fucking tune out? If social media had perpetual sound, the Banshee Scream is what it would sound like. Although, I believe if social media had actual 24/7 sound, not as many people would have those sites shoved up their asses next to the gerbils and shit-talk. Even if it’s something they are strenuously against, they can’t take the BS that comes with the whine of the progressives. I know I’ll catch some shit for that, but it’s true. It’s like everyone forgot the story of “The Boy Who Cried Wolf”—IT’S THE SAME DAMN IDEA! I want all of you liberals to pay close attention: putting a cross at the top of a Christmas tree is not the same as letting someone get away with using racially or sexually offensive language, like the N-word or the F-word—you know which words I’m talking about. These things should NOT BE PROTESTED WITH THE SAME LEVEL OF OUTRAGE. I get it: the cross does not represent everyone. However, I’m sorry, what other symbol in this day and age would go at the top of the Christmas tree? Hmm? Those are not the same.


This chapter refers to being on the road, and I’ll tell you why because it harkens back to the real message I want this book to convey to you. You see, I’ve been all over the world and back many times over. I’ve seen beautiful cathedrals in Spain, and I’ve spun myself dizzy with my kids watching the strobes on the Eiffel Tower in France. I’ve walked the floors of historic buildings in London and stridden through Red Square in Moscow. I’ve glutted myself in Tokyo and São Paolo, Sydney and Singapore. I’ve been all over the world, and yet my favorite country is still my own—largely for the places but also for the people. One of the things these politicians love to beat us over the heads with is how wide the culture gaps are in every state—hell, I as much said so too at the beginning of this chapter, going on and on about our differences. For all intents and purposes, that is indeed true: we range as different as they come, sometimes even within the same state, even the same city. But that doesn’t mean that (a) we don’t have more in common than we’d like to admit, and (b) our differences are something to be looked down upon, ridiculed, or held against us.


That being said…


Some of you motherfuckers are absolute morons.


I’m not just referring to one region, state, or demographic. I don’t mean only the people who don’t know any better. I am not just talking about those of you who support one party or another. I mean—and I don’t want you to get this wrong or take it a different way—I mean ALMOST ALL OF YOU. Yes, there is a handful of you out there who are just as fucking flummoxed as I am about the state of this cocked-up union. But I’m not talking to them—I am screaming at the rest of you.


I am talking to the fuckholes who bitch, complain, cry, and threaten “celebrities” and “rich folks” for daring to care about what happens in their country—then help elect a celebrity “billionaire” cunt who won’t show you his taxes, won’t talk to the media, may have been peed on (hell, who hasn’t), and can’t tell orange from tan. I’m also talking to the butt-hurt pricks who squeal and accuse people of the most horrendous shit any time they don’t get their way. Oh, and lest I forget—I’m also talking to the shit heels who have made it impossible to have an opinion about anything in this country without being labeled a bigot, Nazi, racist, or misogynist dick stain. There is no right side anymore. I used to think there was, and I was wrong. There are officially two sides now: what I believe, and what everyone is shouting directly into each other’s faces. That is it. There is no one party that represents what I believe anymore, and quite frankly I don’t think that party ever existed. It has become the worst case of “I know you are but what am I?” since Sunset Elementary School in Clear Lake, Iowa, 1980. Betsy Smith and Erica Toller went back and forth on the Sunset playground for the better part of an hour and a half, running the gamut from “motherfucking titty asshole shitty” to “lard-licking turd humping garbage face.” The epicness of that argument still has not left my memory, and that was thirty-seven years ago. Now imagine that war of/on words raging ON EVERY PHONE IN EVERY HAND IN EVERY HOUSE ON EVERY STREET IN EVERY CITY OF EVERY STATE IN AMERICA… AND BEYOND. I had some ass-munch tell me I was a “Killary lapdog.” He was from Alberta in Canada—you can’t make this shit up, and if you do, there’s a good chance you swallowed peyote with dog shit all over it.


But let’s be clear right now: if you’re a racist cunt, you can go ahead and throw this book in the nearest trash bin at your Klan meeting—you aren’t going to like the things I say about you. I’m also going to warn anyone who doesn’t like people from other countries: you can give this book to your hippie barista at the nearest Starbucks—I’m going to fucking rip you up too. Oh yeah, I forgot: anyone who thinks you can’t be American unless you’re white, like white people only come from the USA, oh and people who think that Muslims only look like Osama bin Laden (maybe not show them the Asian Muslims in the South Pacific… or the white Muslims in Croatia… or maybe just fucking tell them that Muslim is not a fucking skin color), yes, if you’re one of those people, you should probably avoid this book like a love-in at the NAACP. While we’re at it, let’s include everyone who thinks that it’s mostly black people who are on welfare (not true), it’s mostly Latinos and blacks who sell drugs and commit crimes (also not true), and that only nonwhite people commit terrorist acts (Dylann Roof and the Bundy brothers)—yeah, none of those fucking people are going to like this book. So if you have a subscription to the Breitbart newsletter, jack off to pics of Milo, or think that a handle bar mustache is just misunderstood, stop reading this book right now. I invite you to either give it away or tear the pages out for TP in your militant prepper bunker because that’s the only good you’ll get from what’s in here.


People pick and choose whether to believe the MSM (mainstream media) based solely on who they’re ripping into—their candidate or the other guy. Meanwhile real fake news sites incite real violence by making false claims that zealots pick up as fact and spread like herpes on spring break. Not to mention the fact that while that is going on, people are choosing whether to discredit our various intelligence agencies, once again, based on whether the info is damaging to Their Guy or The Enemy. Now, I don’t expect everyone to be a genius. For fuck’s sake, I don’t even expect most of you to have a high school diploma because most of the smartest people I know never even finished high school (I didn’t either). I’m not asking for this country to be full of Mensa members. But god damnit, I do expect people to have some fucking common sense—especially the ones who voted for the Cheeto. You were the ones who were certain you had it all figured out, that you were through listening to regular Washington and irregular Hollywood, and you were tired of letting all these so-called bleeding hearts vote against your best interest. You are just ordinary family people who don’t mind calling a guy “Man of the Year” or telling someone you’ll keep them in your prayers, regardless of whether they are actually religious. The salt of the earth are taking back the country. Fine, fine, but you gave it to a bunch of dick bags, man!


They aren’t draining the swamp, they’ll never lock her up, they will never build a wall, and they will never get everyone on the same page about the Affordable Care Act. I’m sorry to say it, but they are going to fuck you over, and I truly, from the bottom of my heart do not want them to do that. I don’t give a shit about Right or Left, conservative or progressive, traditional or liberal. I care about Americans—all of them. I care about every color, every religion, every ethnicity, and every life this country has enabled to be better than it would have been had that life started anywhere else on this giant blue-green billiard ball planet called Earth. I care about rednecks and hippies. I care about yuppies and hipsters. I care about black and white and blue. I care about Asian and Latino and Native. I care about Christian and Muslim and Jewish and Catholic. I care about you all—even these gutless bastards in Congress trying to destroy the tiny foothold some people have on life at the moment all because in some way it doesn’t jibe with the party line. I care about HRC, and I care about DJT. I care about everybody who can claim this country as his or her own, born or adopted.


Now ask me if I agree with all of them.


Of course I don’t. That’s my prerogative as an upright animal with sentient thought, and it’s also my right as an American citizen. There are two guarantees in our lifetimes: that we will die after we’re born and that not everyone is going to think the way we do. Even that statement right there is sure to cause some resentment and angst in many of the shady corners of the chat rooms and message boards out there in the digital revolution above our heads in the analog air: “Well, actually, there’s no guarantee that you’ll be born, so blah blah fuckin’ blah…” “Only a fascist would say something like that blah fuckin’ more blah…” “TL;DR Corey Taylor should just stick to singing…” “You call THAT singing? You’ve obvs never heard…” That right there is a conversation between the people who will most likely be running the country someday. If that doesn’t make you shit your pants, it’s only because you’re oblivious to Crazy Town, USA, population HOLY FUCKIN SHITTY BEETS, IT’S EVERYONE. Then you wonder why hard-working people in the Rust Belt and just south of the Mason-Dixon Line look at you like you’re all fucking mental patients.


I have a lot to say on the matter, which should come as no surprise to anyone familiar with my work: I always have a lot to say about everything. We’ll get to all that and more. But I want you to understand this right now: it is not my intention to offend any of you. These are merely my thoughts on the United States at present; I am not trying to dissuade you from feeling how you feel, and I am not going to try to make a dent in your views either. I am just trying to make some semblance of sense for myself. If I accidentally help one of you put two and two together (it’s four, btdubs), it is with your consent and not against your will. I mean, you did buy this book, after all. I guess you could’ve stolen this copy, but there’s no need to do that when I’m quite sure a bunch of you will get pissed off and bent out of shape over one fucking sentence in here and it’ll end up in the trash or in a half-price bin somewhere. I’m not too worried about it. I half-expect most of my books to be used as kindling anyway. I’m blown away when I find out people actually do read these things.


There’s a lot of ground to cover here, and I feel like I’ve procrastinated long enough. Time to get on with it. I’ve finally found that peace that comes when you eventually see the road in front of you and what you’re supposed to do, say, and see. My goal is clear: to bring us all back to the center as I also tell you all why you’re wrong, dumb, or both. Only a cunt who cares would be crazy enough to give that a shot. Seeing as I’m both of those things, I guess it’s as good a miracle as any to try to get by on you. Maybe they’ll make me a saint; let’s just hope they don’t make me a righteous martyr. We’ve come this far, Big Money, so we might as well try to hustle our fat asses toward the summit before the sun goes down… on all of us.


Reminder: above all else, once again, you don’t need to read this book. You don’t need to buy it, borrow it, read it, or believe it. You don’t need to give three-fifths of a free shit what I think I know—or claim to, anyway. Chances are you bought it because of the cover or because you know my bands. But once again, I’m not trying to change your minds about how you feel about our country. None of us are ever truly aligned intellectually. We try, but we never get there—that’s one of the great things about being human. If you are set in your ways, by all means, continue. If you’re unsure about how or what you think or feel, please read on. I just want us all to get down on a couple of things, then I’ll be happy, content, pleased as punch.


Overall, this book may not have a happy ending. I know I try to tie my books together with some positivity at the Last Chapter Wrap Parties, but that may not be the case here. This will be a pretty unflinching look at how the United States of America lives and breathes in this day and age. Some of you may not like it. But I hope it’ll be something approaching fair. But just like you, I’m going to do my best to be optimistic, not naïve. I’m going to try to be proactive, not so negatively reactive. I’m going to sit all sides down and really try to figure out how the fuck we got here, man. My happy place from the nineties has been harshed so dramatically in the last twenty years that I’m ashamed not of everyone else but of myself. When you take your foot off the gas, the car rumbles to a halt. When you take your eye off the ball, it smashes into your face and breaks your nose. I did both of those things. Hell, I’d say three-fourths of the country did these things. So now it’s time to play catch-up and try to make it right or at least get back up to speed so we can try to make things better.


The other option is just sitting back and pretending that it’s all an illusion or, worse yet, a dream we’re all going to wake up from or, like some of these sleazy cunts, pretend there is nothing wrong with this country, that there is no such thing as white privilege, police brutality, or class war, that we can sit back to enjoy more reruns of Matlock and Murder, She Wrote. I don’t know why I picked on those shows—I happen to love Matlock, and Angela Lansbury is a goddamn treasure. But anyway, you get the point. You can either engage or enrage, tune in or tune out. Sometimes you get just as much done by doing nothing at all. It’d be like a sit-in if you didn’t give a rat’s ass about whatever it was you were supposed to be protesting.


That’s your right, after all, just as it’s my right as an American to bitch about it. Like I said before, it’s not going to be pretty, it may not end well, and we may not be friends or even cool with each other by the end of this prickly tome. This is a risk I take any time I commit pure opinion to virtual paper: being quoted and having it come off as holier fact. I don’t give a shit if you don’t agree with me, to be frank with you. Even if my name is not Frank, I still feel this way, and I probably always fucking will. It might turn you into a giant Resting Bitch Face who can’t play nice with others. However, if you’re up for the journey, sit back, pull on your red-white-and-blue motorcycle helmet, and let’s try to find some closure, easy rider.


Don’t forget to hold it in once you inhale.


Fuck the fascists.















CHAPTER 2



HOW RONALD REAGAN SAVED CHRISTMAS
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WHEN I WAS A KID I TRULY BELIEVED IN SUPERHEROES.


I know. Crazy, right? Sure, I was a kid and all, but I mean it. I believed in superheroes. To me they were as real as everyone else: Spider-Man swinging from building to building, Batman fighting clowns with his mind and his fists, Iron Man soaring through the clouds with Superman and Hawkman, the Hulk smashing through the landscape to do battle with aliens—this wasn’t fiction. These weren’t made up stories. These were news features! In my head the reason they were drawn was because they were so fast that you could never get them to stay still for a real photograph or because with all the explosions and crazy battles going on, no one could ever get their cameras to focus correctly. So we had to rely on sketches and illustrations. Hell, they showed drawings of courtrooms and stuff, and those people were apparently real, so why couldn’t my comic books be as relevant and real as the Sunday Times?


Call it youthful naïveté, wishful thinking, parent envy… Yours Truly didn’t grow up covered in peaches and cream, you know. But for a while there I believed with all my heart that if I lifted my eyes skyward, I’d see heroes. With or without powers, caped or capeless, smiling, grimacing, winking, frowning, judging—however you wanted to see them, they were out there somewhere, fighting the good fight, protecting the innocent, righting wrongs, settling scores, watching over those who never had anyone to look out for them. They had to be real, right? I mean, what good was a world where no one cared whether good could conquer bad? What good was a world where common decency could be killed by extraordinary chaos? The only thing that got me through it all was thinking—knowing—that out there in the darkness were great beings with greater power and responsibility, looking for crimes to stop and people to save. Ignorance doesn’t always have to be bliss; sadly, it can also be sanity.
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