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CHAPTER ZERO



“YOU’RE A FILIPINA”


“If you go to America, all you and your children will ever be is maids.”


Look, I’d like to get to me as quickly as possible, as this is my book. But I must apologize because before I can do that, I have to supply some needed backstory. Before we make the leap to me and my life and my hopes and dreams and aspirations, we must first wade our way through adultery, a military scandal, and an underage girl.


So here goes. Welcome to my book.


“You’re a Filipina. If you go to America, all you and your children will ever be is maids!” This was probably not the most positive or inspiring opining one could hope to hear but it was precisely what my great-grandfather, Lolo Estacio, warned his daughter (my maternal grandmother), Victoria, who was then pregnant with my mother. Heeding her father’s advice, Victoria never ventured to her husband’s homeland, the United States of America.


Before my mother, Pilar, was born, US Army soldier Stanley Ulysses Monroe had left the Philippines for good. She would have to have a childhood and try to survive World War II without a father.


So, how did my mother’s father, Stanley, end up in the Philippines anyway? The family rumor, always repeated in hushed tones, was that Stanley was something of a rascal.


Michigan-born Stanley Monroe found a small studio apartment in which to live. The apartment building provided services—a shared bathroom, a shared kitchen, and a shared landlord’s wife. Upon discovery by her husband, Stanley, long opposed to facial disfigurement, hightailed it to the nearest Greyhound station where his money took him as far as Texas. After his family declined to help, he decided to be all he could be and joined the US Army.


Now in uniform and with basic training completed, Private Monroe reported to his first duty station and was given his first assignment.


As is customary, army privates are given the lowly job of driving the jeeps for their superiors, which is how (and definitely why) most generals die in war… being driven by morons. Private moron Monroe, newly uniformed idiot, was assigned to drive the base captain’s wife. So drive the captain’s wife he did. Shortly thereafter, he was caught driving her, apparently in a horizontal position while lying on top of her, in his superior officer’s bedroom. You see, Stanley Monroe was apparently slightly handsome with a come-hither smile. Obviously, unpleased with Stanley’s new and unapproved additional duty, the base captain found a way to remove this embarrassing and compromising overachiever by transferring the soldier to another base. Not just any base would do, but preferably a base in dense jungle where one could die of dengue fever, malaria, or better yet, be killed by native warriors with Kris knives whose blades were infused with scorpion venom, giving their enemies wounds that never heal.


That’s how Private Stanley Monroe wound up in the Philippine islands.


Not long after, Private Monroe met my maternal grandmother, Victoria Estacio, and against her family’s wishes, she eloped with Stanley at the ripe old age of fifteen. They would have five kids together. The youngest “babe” would be my mother, Pilar. She was still in Victoria’s womb when Stanley abandoned the family. Pilar was born February 19, 1929.


Supposedly at first, Stanley wanted to bring his family to the United States—but this was the late 1920s—and his Midwestern Michigan family considered his Filipino family (perhaps because they were short but more likely because they were brown) an unfortunate embarrassment to them. The hopeful side of me would like to think it was because Stanley’s family must have worried about how these small brown people, with their small brown toes, could easily get frostbit in the cold winters of Michigan as the reason why they didn’t want him to bring the family over. But being a man who used to gamble with Norm Macdonald, I’d wager it was more likely that my great-grandparents were racist old white assholes.


That is when Lolo Estacio uttered his infamous words, “If you go to America, all you and your children will ever be is maids!”


So stay she did. And Stanley never returned to the Philippines.


As is most common in Filipino society, my lola (Tagalog for “grandmother”), Victoria, never spoke ill of Stanley or expressed any bitterness to Pilar or to any of Pilar’s four elder siblings. (That’s right, they had five kids together, and he still left!) It’s the kind of long-suffering common to my people from the Philippines. They would rather suffer inwardly than deal with their problems outwardly. For four hundred years they lived under Spanish rule and all the unimaginable cruelty that that rule entailed. I’ve yet to hear a story of Spanish rule that had a sweet side to it. It’s always “Start speaking our language, believe in our God, take our diseases while smiling, or we’ll stomp you with our horses and then impale you.”


Even the name, Philippines (the nation archipelago of over four thousand islands, maybe more, nobody knows), has nothing to do with the indigenous island itself. In fact, it was named after King Philip II of Spain, and they have no woke plans to change it anytime soon.


My mother and her two sisters starved but survived the Japanese occupation of the Philippines. She had two brothers, however, who did not.


Pilar’s eldest brother, Bill, was drafted in the US Army under a deal with President Franklin D. Roosevelt that allowed non-US-citizen Filipinos to enlist to fight the invading Japanese.


You see, most Americans know that the Japanese attacked Pearl Harbor on December 7, 1941, as President Roosevelt declared. But very few non-Filipinos know that the very next day (just nine hours later, to be exact), December 8, 1941, the Empire of Japan attacked the Philippines. That was our day of infamy and our day of getting our asses bombed. The United States Army, led by General Douglas MacArthur in the Pacific theater, was quickly being overrun by Japanese forces. There would be no reinforcements or much needed supplies for MacArthur’s besieged battalions. They weren’t told to try to defeat the Japanese onslaught by US Army Command. They were simply told to hold out and delay the Japanese Army for as long as possible. MacArthur consolidated all his units on the Bataan Peninsula and the island of Corregidor. This would be their last line of defense.


Like all invading forces over the course of history, the Japanese considered themselves liberators. I don’t know for a fact, but I would bet that the Japanese even had some liberty-sounding name for their invasion, like Operation Filipino Freedom!


However named, the battle for the Bataan Peninsula, which started on January 7, 1942, would be one of the most brutal and bloody battles of the entire war. It was a living hell. They held out for over three months, longer than anyone could have imagined, including the Japanese, who didn’t take kindly to those trying to limit their ever-expanding empire. Finally, after stalling the Japanese invasion forces long enough for MacArthur to make his getaway, on April 9, 1942, US soldiers surrendered.


The Japanese would take US Army personnel prisoner, even though they considered “surrender” to be a great disgrace worse than death. However, for Filipinos, their fellow Asians, that was another story. They were not granted the same measure of Japanese “kindness” and most were not usually taken prisoner but killed on the spot. Those surviving US and Filipino troops had to walk the infamous Bataan Death March. The Japanese gave instructions for captured US Army personnel to “KŌSHIN!” or march! An astounding 75,000 American and Filipino prisoners of war, given no water or food and in the blazing heat of the Philippine jungle, were forced to make the arduous trek on foot. An estimated 500 to 650 Americans died during the march. No one knows how many Filipinos died. Estimates are anywhere from 5,000 to 18,000. If a soldier fell down, from the intense heat or lack of hydration, they would be killed by a Japanese soldier’s bayonet.1


I’m not 100 percent sure if my uncle Bill was in the war-crime-ridden Battle of Bataan, but it makes sense that he was. Because it was there in Bataan that he was captured and, along with other surviving US soldiers and those brave but unfortunate Filipinos that fought alongside them, took part in the infamous death march.


As rumors and innuendo were the chief forms of information at that time, word was given to the family that my mother’s brother survived the death march but died of dysentery in the prison camp. US soldier Bill Monroe was seventeen years old.


Pilar’s other brother, John, refused to believe that his older brother, Bill, could possibly be dead. He said he would go find him in the mountains with the other guerrillas who were still resisting the Japanese forces in the dense jungle. Try as she might, Pilar could not convince John not to go. Staying up all night, she argued with him, knowing what would happen to him if he was captured.


John gave her all the money that he had—100 pesos—and told Pilar to hang on to it for him and made the promise to Pilar that he would come back to get it. He never did. After that early-spring morning, she never saw him again. The Japanese captured John and tortured him. Yet because he knew nothing, he could tell them nothing of the rebels, the resistance, or their locations.


Once again, the rumor mill got word back to the family that John had been captured.


Victoria was told by the Japanese to come get her son John or he would be executed. Victoria had to make her Filipino Sophie’s Choice. She knew by what other Filipinos had experienced that if she went to the Japanese, they would torture her in front of her son to make him talk and most likely kill them both. But if she didn’t go, her son would surely be killed.


Victoria had three daughters to also care for, so she stayed.


John was beheaded by the Japanese; he was fifteen years old. I was with my mother at her sixtieth high school reunion, held this time in Northern California (the town of Daly City is nicknamed Little Manila). There were only around ten classmates left. One of them knew Pilar’s brother John and remembered why the Japanese thought he must have known where the guerrillas were holding out. When John left that morning, he was wearing his older brother’s US Army boots.


As a boy I used to ask my mother to tell me her war stories. She liked to tell them and tell them she did. She told me the reason she survived was because she was never afraid, and in fact, she said the war was the most exciting time of her life.


Mom told me how her mother took their worn bedsheets and, along with her sisters, made decorative pajamas out of them to trade with the peasants (farmers) for kamote (sweet potatoes). How she walked days to trade those pajamas with the farmers, who knew that the roles had reversed in this strict class system where the highest members of this class in wartime were those lucky Filipinos that had food. How her cousin, Clarice, cut her hair short so she would look like a boy and wrapped her breasts tightly to conceal that she was a girl.


Clarice came and asked Pilar late one afternoon to go on one of those long trips to trade for kamote with the farmers, but my mother didn’t have a good feeling about it, and Victoria didn’t let Pilar go. Clarice was never seen again. I like to think that the reason you are able to read this book is because of Pilar’s choice to not accompany her cousin that day.


My mother told me how, after the war, she and her sister found money that the Japanese buried in a cave and took it back home along with what she thought could also be valuable… metal pineapples! Thankfully my mother’s Japanese-Filipino brother-in-law Oscar Hamada gently took away the pineapple-shaped hand grenades from my mother and her older sister Rose (yet another reason you’re able to read this book).


My grandmother washed the money as best she could and that’s how the two young Monroe sisters were able to pay for school. You see, public school ain’t free in the Philippines. My mom was a very proud woman and remembered that her other classmates knew that she and her sister used “dirty money” to pay for their school education.


Not unsurprisingly, neither my mother nor anyone else in the family hated the Japanese. I find Filipinos to be the kindest and most forgiving of people. They truly exemplify the spirit of forgiveness that Christ asks His followers to live by.


Somehow my mother did end up meeting her father, Stanley, quite by accident. After she graduated from the University at Santo Tomas in the Philippines, her friend was seeking medical treatment in America, and her friend’s family paid for Pilar’s trip to accompany her. That’s how Pilar made her way to America in the 1950s. Because her father was an American soldier, she was automatically a US citizen. It was always her dream to come to America; she always felt like she was an American even in that faraway island.


My mother loved this country with a passion. She knew how if you were a US citizen, your potential was unlimited. Literally anything was possible if you lived in America. The only thing holding you back would be yourself. Though she was still literally ignorant about almost everything, she was able to leverage her college education and get a job at an insurance company (and also because insurance companies will hire almost anyone—more on that later).


My mother was living in an apartment in downtown San Francisco when a woman knocked at her door one morning. The woman said her name was Lorraine and that she had been receiving my mother’s mail. My mother, the most untrusting person imaginable, instantly tried to close the door on Lorraine—but Lorraine was able to put her foot in the door jamb so she could continue talking with her. Lorraine explained that she was pretty sure Pilar was related to her husband… Stanley Monroe. They sure as heck looked a lot alike. Lorraine had been getting Pilar’s mail because they shared the same last name—Monroe—and apparently the same Stanley.


When my mother came back from work that day, she found her apartment completely empty. Stanley and Lorraine had moved all her belongings into the small hotel he owned, the Gartland, on Polk Street in San Francisco. My mother then lived in that hotel for several years, despite having never met her father, Stanley, until then.


Thirty-one years later.


I was twelve years old when my aunt Jean (she was the oldest in the family) came to America for the one and only time in 1975. I accompanied her and my mother on a trip to Stanley’s apricot orchard near San Jose. We spent a nice afternoon there, and as we were leaving to get back into my dad’s 1974 Ford station wagon, my long-suffering aunt finally asked the question she had come all those thousands of miles to ask—“Why did you abandon us? Both of your sons died.”


Stanley stumbled, and I don’t believe his answer was sufficient for his eldest child. Instead of apologizing, he said he got malaria in the Philippines and lost his memory for a while. It was a regrettable moment and I never felt good about visiting my grandfather after that day. As we got back in my dad’s Ford station wagon, I remember my aunt Jean saying, “Now that I have seen my father again, I can die in peace.”


Jean died six months later.
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Baguio, in the northern mountainous region of the Philippines, is where my family came from. They are a tribe of indigenous mountain people called Igorots. But don’t call my mother that! Whenever I said the word, my mother looked at me with eyes that could and sometimes did bodily harm. Usually this was followed by a “pinch and twist.” The pinch would get your attention but it was the twist that followed that made you never want to repeat whatever activity made Mom pinch you in the first place. Being called Igorot (sounds like “ignorant”) would put my mother in a mood. I guess she didn’t like being referred to as an indigenous person. For my mom, calling her an Igorot was like calling her somewhere between a “hick” and the n-word.


The higher elevation gave this part of the Philippine islands a more temperate climate (not as scorching hot as the jungle below), so much so that it even snowed in some winters. They have very large trees. Baguio is known as “The City of Pines,” with plenty of fresh water so there was better rice farming, and the girls were better-looking, too! So of course other tribes wanted to come up there from other regions to enjoy the good indigenous life as well. However, our Igorot tribe had an ingenious way of keeping other tribes away—they were headhunters, and they had a tool just for that purpose, the head ax, which was also used in the household. There would be shrunken heads on sticks and they would line them up along the steep mountain path. Then the road would be lined up with just the sticks.


The intended message to other tribes was obvious: “We got plenty of sticks but we are running out of heads!” These not-very-subtle road signs seemed to do the trick.


Through my experiences I’ve found that Filipinos are an incredibly kind, gentle, and generous people. When I visited the island as a small boy, my mother’s older sister Tita Rose asked me, as was her custom, “Robbie… is there anything I can do for you, my dear?” I looked up at the palm trees in her backyard and said, “I’d like a coconut.” There was a slight hesitation in my aunt’s eyes and she said, “Okay, Robbie.”


I had no idea that this was not the season for coconuts in Manila and that my auntie would now be sending one of her maids (no matter how poor you are in the Philippines you have maids; even maids have maids in an ever-descending level of poverty in the Philippines) to another province that was two days away by bus to get me my coconut. They silently heard my accidentally extravagant request and took it.


At the same time, Filipinos can be very violent and try and do kill each other, mostly with sticks and knives. About ten years ago I performed stand-up in Manila to a mostly quiet but polite and attentive audience. It seemed like they were listening to me like I was their village priest. It turned out they were all completely sober. I found out that I was performing the night before an election. Alcohol cannot be sold the day before an election in the Philippines because the people there get a little crazy with their elections and tempers have risen to the point where people have killed each other for voting for the “wrong party.” (Sound familiar?)


On April 21, 1898, the United States declared war against Spain and its holdings in Mexico, Cuba, and the Philippines.2 At the time, the Filipino rebels were succeeding in ridding their island of their four-hundred-year Spanish occupiers. Unknown to the Filipino rebels, Spain sold the Philippines to the US for twenty million bucks, basically a big house in Malibu.3 Many Filipinos were grateful and greeted the Americans happily because they thought they were there to help finish off these conquistadors. However, some rebel tribes realized what was really happening: the Americans were supplanting the Spanish with their own imperial ambitions. A violent uprising ensued. Filipinos of the Sulu and Moro tribes attacked American outposts. So ferocious were these Filipino warriors that it forever changed warfare hardware. The Moro would take a concoction of native herbs and jungle drugs that would keep them charging, even after they were bleeding to death from the US Army’s Colt .38 revolvers. The US Army decided they didn’t like being stabbed by these little warriors after they had already killed them, so they requested a revolver with a much bigger bullet. They wanted a gun powerful enough that it would make a charging Filipino warrior not only stop, but send him back from where he came, and that, dear reader, is how the Colt .45 revolver was introduced to the United States Army. It continued to be very popular as the weapon of choice in World War I all the way up into Clint Eastwood’s movies.4 (Clint Eastwood’s voice: “The Colt .45 revolver, the most powerful handgun in the world!”)


Anyways, the other side of my family was less violent and mischievous but they still had their moments. My dad was a very sweet Jewish man from San Francisco, California. Marvin was born in 1931 to Molly and Zigmund Schneider, Ukrainian and Polish Jews, respectfully.


My paternal grandfather, Ziggy, owned a barbershop on Market Street in San Francisco next to the glorious Fox Theater. Unfortunately, the theater along with the barber shop are long gone now. Anytime you see a town in America with a large very old theater that is still standing, just know it’s only because the town was once so broke they didn’t have enough money to tear it down.


During World War II, Ziggy would cut a sailor’s hair, give him a shave, and maybe remove a pimple, while Dad would make a dime shining their shoes.


At the cash register there would be a “Your Chance to Win a Brand-New Schwinn Bike!” sign. It was a picture of the shiny new red bike on a cardboard stand that had places for the lucky patron to put in a dime and peel back the sticker to see if you were the lucky winner! But unfortunately for the patron, Ziggy had already peeled all the stickers off and then glued them back on. So sorry, no lucky winners today! But my dad had a brand-new red Schwinn bike!


My dad’s earliest memory was when he was three years old. Between smoking cigars and playing cards, Ziggy and his other Eastern European pals would lift my dad up, put him on the table, and make him recite the Yiddish jokes that Ziggy made him memorize. These were the first live comedic performances in the Schneider family. They would not be the last.


I really admire my dad. He saw the inequity and immorality of treating human beings differently because of their race. Marvin Schneider, a young Realtor in San Francisco, in 1954 was one of the very first to refuse to adhere to race-based zoning codes and rented to African Americans. “All people deserve to be treated with dignity by the very virtue of being a human being,” I can still hear him say.


I remember one story specifically that my dad got quite a kick out of. In the San Francisco Bay Area, my dad rented a house to a lovely Black family. It was soon discovered that the house next door to them was occupied by a racist Irish family (as if there were any other kind). We’ll just call them the O’Learys (maybe that’s too close to the original). But anyway, let’s continue. The O’Learys were less than pleased with their new next-door neighbors. They raised quite an Irish shitstorm, with a never-ending stream of Gaelic complaints. Undeterred, my dad bought the house on the other side of the O’Learys and, to my dad’s squealing delight, rented it to another lovely Black family.


That my dad married an Oriental (which is what my mother was called on my birth certificate, and yes, they were still using the word “Oriental” because that’s what it said on the fucking world map—“The Orient”—in the early 1960s) showed that he was an open-minded and forward-thinking individual. In other words, a real liberal. The fact that my dad had just finished reading the book Suzie Wong when he met my mother probably helped a little bit as well. The small problem of my dad thinking my mom was Chinese for the first half of their marriage shouldn’t detract from his cultural largesse.


I presume I get my rebellious nature and antipathy to authority from my pops. His best friend and chess partner, Archie, was a former high-up official in the IRS. When my dad told Archie about his frequent tax audits, and how he would set up a nice chair and a cup of coffee in a quiet room for the tax man to go over my dad’s financial records, Archie suggested a different reception for the IRS official. “First, ask them for their badge number, and then call the office and ask them to confirm it is them. They’ll get furiously screamed at by their superiors,” Archie said. “Then give the IRS agent a small box to sit on and invite the kids over to run around, chase each other, and scream while he’s going through the paperwork.” This had a dramatic effect on the duration of the IRS agent’s inspection. I can still see my dad smiling while my brother and I were hitting each other in the face. My dad even paid his 1968 tax bill in two separate checks, dated one day apart, just to lure the IRS out to foreclose on his properties, claiming he only paid half. Then my dad produced the two checks and said, “What do you mean? I paid in full!” The joy my dad found seeing the tax man leave sheepishly almost made the 1968 10 percent tax surcharge to fund the Vietnam War worth it.


I decided to start this book off with this background of my family to help give further context of what will follow. My childhood in the San Francisco Bay Area with my parents of mixed-race backgrounds shaped my view of the world. Specifically, that America afforded the greatest opportunity for peoples from all nations and all faiths. Unlike what my great-grandfather said, when my family eventually made it to America, we became more than maids. My Filipino cousins have become doctors, nurses, nurses, nurses, and nurses. (There may be a maid or two in there, those of my relatives with head injuries, but mostly nurses!) The last time you were in any hospital in the world, chances are it was a Filipino that found that small vein in your arm. And lucky for you because she usually got it in one prick! That’s the problem with diversity. You don’t want to force people to do things they’re not best equipped for. Phlebotomy is what Filipinos are maid for! Small fingers to find a small vein in one go. You don’t see Filipinos in the NFL, as quarterbacks or placekickers, and for good reason. We have short arms and short legs—I can kick a football about eight feet on a good day. To risk sounding “antidiversity,” you don’t want a seven-foot Nigerian dude trying to take blood out of your arm. After fifteen tries, you’re gonna say to him, “Dude, this isn’t working. Your finger is as big as my dick!” You definitely don’t want this guy giving you a prostate exam either. “Sir, please go out in the hall and find somebody half your size of Oriental descent. You know, a Filipino.” And speaking of pricks, one of them avoided nursing school long enough to become an internationally famous comedian.


Years later, in 1992, my mother appeared with me on NBC’s Saturday Night Live on the Mother’s Day special along with the other cast members’ moms, where she announced to the country that I was, indeed, half Filipino, confirming I was the first person of Asian descent ever on Saturday Night Live (and still managing to avoid using the word “Igorot”).


Now, as I reflect on the miracle not only of our divine existence, but the success my family tree has blossomed into, I realize the same freedom that empowered my mother to build a new life for me is what I need to fight for.


The United States of America is the greatest experiment of freedom in human history. When I said publicly that I want my children to have the same opportunities to flourish in this freedom experiment, mainstream media tried to ridicule me. When I played characters of different nationalities throughout my career (which I didn’t write but was simply cast in), twenty years later, the woke media tried to label me a racist—which is funny, because to me I thought being able to play vastly different people than yourself in movies is what makes you a good actor.


Who is Rob Schneider? Well, most people know me from the movies I’ve been in with Adam Sandler. Furthermore, it’s become clear to me, because of those roles, people think I am those characters. I love playing silly, goofy people because that’s what makes me laugh. Just like when I was a kid watching Peter Sellers in The Pink Panther movies when he was playing other silly people.


In Netflix’s Real Rob, I play a fictional version of myself where I am a megalomaniac asshole. Is that who I am, too? I hope this book lends a more nuanced look at who I am as a human being, and not just the “making copies” guy. Imagine that!


Just the same, I realize what the Chinese say is true: “Perceptions, even false, have their consequences.” But the lines of political identity are being drawn while they’re still being shifted. And today’s labeling of people on the Left and on the Right doesn’t allow for much nuance. You are either placed in the Liberal box or Mussolini’s box.


Like I said in my wildly popular streaming comedy special on Fox Nation, Woke Up in America, “I am a traditional Liberal, which, apparently, makes me a right-wing fascist now!”5


I define my traditional liberalism as standing up for women’s rights, gay rights, and civil rights. I believe in free speech, body autonomy, and not judging a person by the color of their skin. These, among other values, have somehow become conservative issues. To quote Ronald Reagan: “I didn’t leave the Democratic Party, the Democratic Party left me.”6


So much has changed so rapidly. I mean, it’s only been a couple of years since we’ve learned that women could have dicks! Now, if you speak your mind in Hollywood, you go from playing the bad guy in Spider-Man to “Naked and Afraid: Celebrity Edition”! (Which was a lot of fun, actually. Except for the red ants making a nest around my anus.)


Anyway, I knew I was on the right track when I was attacked after appearing on Glenn Beck’s radio show for saying, “I must put God, my family, and my country before my career.” All the problems we face today are preordained and they are here for the same reason God put the forbidden fruit in Eden. God wants shit to happen! He wants to test us. All of us. While our government wants us dumbed down, fat, sick, injected with experimental substances, eating toxic foods, and wasting our lives in fear, God wants to test us, to keep us strong in mind, body, and spirit. He wants to challenge us as individuals, as families, as communities, as a nation, and as human beings.


I draw upon the words of Father Chad Ripperger: “Jesus has already won; this is all just a mop-up mission…”7 This is all His test for us. Unlike other belief systems and religions (say, cancel culture, for example) that call upon their believers to hate and destroy their enemies, our religion calls upon us to love our enemies. To love others as thyself. What a beautiful way to go through life!


In this world where the battle lines of free speech are constantly redrawn, I’m telling my story as a Hollywood comedian turned vocal advocate for open dialogue. In this book, you’ll see the enduring power of an individual voice against the backdrop of historical precedents, modern challenges, and the transformative path of our free speech heroes. Together, we will explore the intricate dance between expression and suppression, revealing how understanding our past, confronting our present, and anticipating our future can illuminate the path toward a society where free thought isn’t just a privilege but a right for all.


There will be no more long-suffering for this Igorot. And if anybody wants to try to silence or cancel me, they sure as hell picked the wrong Filipino.


You can do it: speak your mind, America.
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CHAPTER ONE



HISTORY IS SHORT




“You don’t find out who’s been swimming naked until the tide goes out.”


—Warren Buffett1




I voted for Trump in 2016. For some people, that’s an issue. We didn’t have much of a choice, it was either vote for Trump or vote for a murderer. Just kidding, I’m not saying Hillary Clinton was a murderer. Anybody can have forty of their friends and coworkers accidentally die violently in suspicious accidents or commit Jeffrey Epstein.


First of all, I was in California, and I was right on the kitchen counter and I had the ballot, because you know, in California, they mail you a hundred of them. I didn’t fill them all in (I’m not an asshole), just, you know, three or four of them. Five at the most. Seven tops. Trump, Trump, Trump, Trump, Trump. Because here’s the thing, I know the guy. I don’t know him well, but I am the only author you’re ever going to read that made a movie —Home Alone 2—with the forty-fifth president of the United States, Donald Trump. We had to put him in it. It was his hotel. He’s a big dude! He was just walking around in front of the camera and we thought. “Maybe if we put him in it, he’ll go away.” So we did, and he did.


Anyways, I didn’t think much about it, so a few years after that, I appeared with him on The Tonight Show with Jay Leno. Remember when Trump would threaten to run for president, and didn’t do it, before eventually his threat became reality? This was one of the times he was just threatening. So I was on the Tonight Show with Trump, he was the first guest, and I’m backstage with Jay. Jay said (in high-pitched Jay Leno voice), “You got any jokes about Donald Trump?” I said, “No! I got one, but I’m not going to say it.” “No, you should say it,” Jay prodded. “You’re gonna be out there, he’s out there, say it! It’s a joke, he’s going to know it’s a joke. You know, we can have some fun with him!” Keep in mind, this was before people realized Donald Trump wasn’t as gracious as one would hope he would be when joked about.


Anyyyyyyways, so we’re doing the segment and Jay Leno looks at the big clock underneath camera one and sees that we have forty-five more seconds of time. He says, “What was that thing you were saying backstage to me about Trump?” Under my breath, I said, “You fucker,” but I’m a whore, so I went for it. I said, “Well, you know what the difference is between me and Donald Trump? When I first got started, my daddy didn’t give me forty million dollars.” Not a big laugh, but what came after was worse.


I swear to God, Trump looked right at me and said (in Donald Trump voice), “That’s not true, you’re a liar. Liar. Liar. He’s just lied, it’s not true.”


I didn’t think much about it. Several years after that, I went through a divorce, and I was really depressed. I wasn’t leaving my house or anything. My publicist was worried about me. “Just get out of your house,” she said. “People need to see you. I’ve got an event for you to go to. Just go to this event, they’ll have your name, you’ll have fun, it’ll be good for you!” So, I got in the car. Next thing I know, I get out and there’s this huge event, and there’s all these people, and cars, and cameras, and shit. I went up to the place where I was told to go. They had a name tag for me, and it said “Rob Schneider, Judge.”


I said, “What is this shit? Judge of what?”


“This is the Miss USA Pageant, now owned by Donald Trump, and you’re one of the judges!” You know how rich guys, they get like two homes, and maybe a convertible car for the weekends? If you’re really, really, really rich, you get like a sports team. But if you’re between that, like Donald Trump, who really, really wants to be around titties and have an iron-clad excuse to look at fifty bikini-clad young women (not including the ones from Puerto Rico or Guam), owning a beauty pageant could be the street you want to drive down!


So I get my little judge badge and they whisk me into the back room with the other judges, the only one I still remember was the one-legged ex-wife of Paul McCartney. Then Donald Trump comes in and he says, “Hey listen, vote for whoever you want, I’m not going to tell you who to vote for, vote for who you want, I don’t care. I’m not going to tell you, you vote for who you want. BUT, if you love your country, like I love my country. If you love your country, if you’re a patriot, because you want America to win, right? Vote for who you want, not going to tell you who to vote for, but if you want America to win Miss Universe, then vote for these.” Then he pointed to a picture of a blonde with big tits. “Miss Texas. You want America to win, right? These babies are our best chance of winning Miss Universe.”


So, I was like, fuck, I’ll vote for whoever you want. I didn’t even know I was going to be here an hour ago. So, then we had to meet the contestants who came in, and we already knew who we were supposed to vote for, and it was all the same shit. “I’m Miss Rhode Island and I believe in global peace and squirrels!” You know, whatever words they could pronounce they said! We weren’t dealing with real thinkers here. Then this other contestant came in, and she was the opposite of the well-endowed blonde from Texas. Opposite, meaning as far away from blonde as you could get, if you get my drift. So she came in and said, “Listen, I didn’t even want to be here.” And I jumped in and I was like, “Me too! I don’t want to be here either!” “But my friends said I’m pretty,” she continued, “I should just do it, what the hell, I might get lucky. I only need $100,000 to finish my last year of medical school, and the cash prize is $100,000, so, here I am.”


All of the judges kind of agreed, let’s just give it to her, you know? That year, and I swear to God, Miss USA was given to the nonblondest contestant possible. You would’ve done the exact same thing I did. The blonde from Texas is going to be fine, you know, she’s going to find a guy like Donald Trump (who she already found). But this girl, who can actually help people in her life, a doctor, so we all voted for her and she won Miss USA.


After the pageant, we were told by USA pageant employees that all the judges were required to go back to that same room and that Donald wasn’t very happy with the results of the vote. We did, and soon Donald walked in and he was less than enthused with our choice. First words out of his mouth were “You don’t love your country. You don’t.” And then he looked at each judge, and said, “You’re a loser, you’re a loser, you’re a loser,” and then he looked right at me and he said, “And you’re a loser, and that’s why you never made Animal 2 because you’re a loser.” All the judges slithered out of the room as quick as possible.


I remember my small Filipino legs being slightly wedged under my chair, which delayed my exit. As I went to leave, he was between me and the doorway, creating an awkward moment between me and beauty pageant owner Donald Trump. I said, “Donald, I’m sorry that you didn’t get the girl that you wanted. I can tell that it really meant a lot to you, and I’m sorry.” And then, my self-destructive nature reared its ugly head. “Also,” unnecessarily restarting the conversation, “I’m sorry for that joke I said about you on Leno.”


He said, “What joke?”


Realizing my mistake, I said, “It’s not important.”


“No, I like jokes,” he insisted. “What was the joke?” he said, his six-foot-four frame looking down on my five-foot-five frame. “Tell me the joke.”


“Well, you didn’t like it the first time,” I said.


“Tell me the joke!”


“It was just the differences, you know?”


“Of what? What difference?”


“Between you and me!”


“Which is what?”


My voice went up several octaves and I squealed out, “My daddy didn’t give me forty million dollars when I got started.”


I swear to God, he looked right at me and he said, “I hate you now, I do. I hate you. Seriously, I really hate you. You’re a loser.”


Whatever… I thought to myself. “It’s not like you are ever going to be president of the United States!”
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On July 3, 2020, I got a call from a friend who is a professor of medicine at the University of San Francisco and was working for the National Institutes of Health (NIH). He is quite a brilliant man that, through his five-decade career, is remarkably accomplished. At the university he teaches other doctors how to be doctors. He is perhaps the foremost researcher in the world on diabetes. He even worked with NASA on developing an artificial pancreas. By a stroke of luck thirty years ago—when he was still practicing family medicine for diabetes—he was my dad’s doctor and extended my dad’s life by perhaps a decade.


But first, let’s step back a few months, to the early days of the COVID pandemic.


In March of that year, the New York Times had attempted to cancel me along with Dr. Drew Pinsky (a real doctor as well, unlike nondoctor and Times reporter Jeremy W. Peters) because we, in their words, “scoff at staying home,” and we had made the calm and rational observation that “COVID doesn’t appear to be a virus more deadly than the common flu.”2 Furthermore, that we should take normal precautions like we would with any flu—that is, protect the elderly and those with immune compromises and continue along with society as normal. So of course, for this perfectly logical and rational and nonfearmongering response, we were attacked by nonphysicians like Peters (who didn’t respond to a request for comment despite being an alleged journalist).


This mainstream media attack gave me a glimpse of the government and media’s agenda, and like so many other “conspiracy theories” during COVID, six months later, they become fact.


But back to my friend…


In the afternoon of July 3, 2020, my friend at NIH called me. I asked him directly, “What’s really going on with COVID?”


Tellingly he said, “Don’t quote me, but receptor twenty-six looks a little sticky,” which was his way of saying that one of the receptors on the COVID virus looked altered. Altered so it could jump to humans and thus meaning the entire virus could have been manufactured in a lab. This contradicted what America’s foremost authority on infectious disease (and highest-paid government worker), Dr. Anthony Fauci, said—that basically it was a zoological virus that made the jump to humans from somebody eating a bat out of a Chinese food truck in Wuhan, China. But the other more telling thing I got from that conversation was that the smartest dude I knew in medicine felt he couldn’t tell anybody this information because the government had already decided what “the science was.”


I was taken aback… the government had created an atmosphere that was silencing real scientists. The best in their field, like my friend, who couldn’t say what he (and I am sure others) discovered. The government and their allies had an agenda and finding out what the real truth was wasn’t part of it.


That is what happens when there is no firewall between industry and governmental agencies. If my friend spoke out, he would have had his career ruined like the other doctors and scientists that spoke out at the time. He saw what was happening to them, and he decided to be quiet. Silenced doctors and scientists is what you end up with when you don’t have scientific debate because some (paid) official has declared that the “science is settled.”


We all know what followed after that. The world got shut down. Kids as young as two and in preschool were having masks forced onto their faces at daycare centers. I’ll never forget those videos, and unfortunately, those kids will never forget that trauma. Restaurants, businesses, and schools were being closed. Notably, California governor Gavin Newsom kept open strip clubs, weed stores, and liquor stores (which I greatly appreciated),3 but churches and schools were shuttered. One of the saddest things I remember was children sitting outside of a Starbucks, with their computers, trying to get Wi-Fi because they didn’t have Wi-Fi at home. And those were the lucky ones that at least had a parent with a computer.


This is an example of why you should care about free speech. In human history, the ability for humans to have free unfettered speech is remarkably short, rare, and for the very privileged few. Sure, through history there was always the option for one to speak freely, but you risked losing your head over it. Free speech without prompt head removal has only existed in a few places, and periods, throughout history.


It was during the French Revolution (1789–1794) when free speech was declared an inalienable right for man in the Declaration of the Rights of Man and of the Citizen.4 This experiment in free speech lasted all of five years before the head removal system resumed, this time unabated, which eventually gave rise to Napoleon.


Meanwhile, the United States of America has had free speech since it was put into the US Constitution in 1791. While America has its imperfections, our First Amendment protecting free speech is the beacon of hope the world over. It is the longest-running and greatest experiment of free speech humans have ever had the chance to participate in.


Our democratic republic has inspired several other versions of democracies to create similar free speech protections like Canada, the UK, Australia, and some European countries.


This was particularly evident in the post–World War II era. These nations did not have free speech as a fundamental founding principle to their society as the United States did, and therefore it’s more vulnerable to erosion. Outside of these examples, there are few other long-standing periods or places of protected free speech in human history. (By the way… congratulations, you’ve made it to here).


First, let’s step back. Back to before we even had civilization. Back before people were confused about which bathrooms they should use. I’m talking way back! Back before we were somehow okay with paying ten times more for shit at the airport just because we’re about to get on a plane.


The only reason we’ve been able to have a divided society of workers and farmers—that became rulers, priests, and armies—is because for most of the last 10,000 years, Earth has been a reasonable and pleasant landlord that gave us a comparatively mild climate (sorry, John Kerry and Al Gore). We’ve had no civilization-ending supervolcanoes for the last 74,000 years.5 No end-of-all-human-aspirations asteroid impacts for the last 66 million years. No Snowball Earth era where Earth was a ball of ice like 716 million years ago. As a fortunate result, the planet’s most successful tenant has wildly flourished: insects. But the planet’s second most wildly successful tenant, human beings, has flourished as well, building complex cities, cultures, and languages. They’ve also built civilization-ending thermonuclear weapons and respiratory pathogens, but that’s beside the point I’m making here. (To people reading this in the bookstore, this isn’t free, you know! The cash register is behind you—put the pistachios down and buy this, you’ve already bent the pages!)


Because of mankind’s success, and Earth’s cooperation, humans have even created the enlightened principle of acknowledging an individual’s right to speak his mind with some protection or at least no fear of deadly reprisal.


Now, let’s consider protected free speech. Imagine human history is a vast desert, representing long stretches of time and places without free speech. There are a few oases that represent the rare and precious periods and places where free speech flourished. Finding free speech in the desert of human history is as rare as finding an oasis in an actual desert—most of the estimated 108 billion humans ever born spent their lifetime wandering the desert without ever being afforded that unique liberty.6


Sadly, we seem to be living in a time when free speech is under attack even in the freest of societies. The question is, could the very long history of human beings having to live a life of fear, void of free speech, be repeating itself again?


Unfortunately, we are not that far removed from a time of head-removing non–free speech societies. In fact, history is quite short. One of the most remarkable things about history is, indeed, how short it actually is. If you shook my hand right now, you would be only seven handshakes away from Napoleon. I am friends with the great director John Landis, and John Landis was friends with legendary American director Orson Welles, and when Welles was a boy, he met Sarah Bernhardt on Broadway, and then when Bernhardt was a child, she was friends with Marie-Anne Walewska, who was married to Alexandre Colonna-Waleski, the illegitimate son of Napoleon and his mistress, Countess Marie Waleska.


That’s how short history is.


Even today, free speech is still reserved for a shockingly small number of people. Today, nearly two billion people in China are living without free speech—constantly being checked and evaluated for what they say and do in an ever-increasing camera-policed world. They cannot enter any store, or take any public transportation, without first showing their identity—and if their social credit score is below the state-approved number, they are forbidden.7 What’s Chinese for “Oh no! We suck again!”? This is a hellish dystopia unimaginable even in George Orwell’s nightmare. We definitely don’t want that in America. But I must inform you, dear reader, that awful dream is the direction in which we are going, not the opposite. I write this book as part warning, part siren call to action. Living in a world where every interaction, communication, and financial transaction is monitored, manipulated, and eventually controlled by government is slavery. And of course, the best slaves are the ones who don’t even know they are slaves and who will fight tooth and nail to keep their own enslavement.


We must call this by name: Mao’s Marxist Communism redressed and disguised as social justice; diversity, equity, and inclusion; and identity politics.


As my friend Robert Kennedy Jr. said, “There are some things that are worse than death.” I think most Americans like me would agree, “Give me freedom or give me death!”


It’s a miraculous opportunity that in God’s experiment in consciousness (humanity) that we would also get to participate in the experiment of freedom (the United States of America).


Consider what is at stake when we give up these freedoms. What happens when free speech goes away? When you see the erosion of free speech, like we’re seeing now, it’s a quick and slippery slope to greater repercussions. As my friend Andrew Doyle writes in his book Free Speech and Why It Matters, “Free speech is the marrow of democracy. Without it, no other liberties exist. It is detested by tyrants because it empowers their captive subjects. It is mistrusted by puritans because it is the wellspring of subversion. Unless we are able to speak our minds we cannot innovate, or even begin to make sense of the world.”8 (As a matter of fact, if you’re still at the bookstore, and weren’t already coerced to buy this book, go buy his, it’s way better—though I haven’t read the whole thing—but that quote fits in really good right here, maybe I should give him some of my book money.)


Basically what Mr. Doyle said in his smarty-pants English accent is this: without free speech, we lose all the cultural complexity and creativity that make life worth living.


There seems to be a misconception of free speech by those that want to quantify and eliminate speech that they find unkind (or the overused term, “hate speech”).


Real Nazis, the verifiable historical Nazis, not the watered-down usage of the word today as in “you’re a ‘Nazi’ if you have the gall to say there’s a direct correlation between morbid obesity and early death.” Okay, but I would just like to remind people that you never hear anybody say, “Hey! That eight-hundred-pound man turned one hundred today!” Real-life Nazis were all in favor of free speech, as long as you agreed with them. Consider the chief Nazi propagandist and actual historical Nazi Joseph Goebbels. As Noam Chomsky said, “Goebbels was in favor of free speech for views he liked. So was Stalin. If you’re really in favor of free speech, then you’re in favor of freedom of speech for precisely the views you despise. Otherwise, you’re not in favor of free speech.”9


If free speech is anything, it is protecting the speech that you loathe. If it truly is objectionable and abhorrent speech, it should be obvious to anyone. The silencing of the speech is never going to remove the sentiment behind it. Rather, the suppression may justify its ugliness. Much better to hear these unpopular utterances in the open where they can be exposed and shuttered, not by silencing them, but by the supposition of better views in the open marketplace of ideas.


Free speech and associated freedoms create our societal norms. When free speech is diminished, there is a direct rise in fear; distrust; the death of potentially new, culturally enriching ideas; incarceration; and then leading to, well, actual death and mass murder. When we have free speech, we have a rich and creative society, which enables:


Economic growth and prosperity (free market)


Government accountability and an informed public (free press)


Personal autonomy and self-expression (personal freedoms)


Human rights and social progress (free debate)


Peaceful conflict resolution (freedom to find common ground)


Innovation and creativity (freedom to challenge the status quo)


So, if you don’t like money, accountability, transparency, individuality, safety, creativity, or the occasional dirty video on your phone, then by all means oppose free speech. (By the way, the government knows every site you go on, even in safe browser mode—sorry, David Spade!) Your right to express the speech that I vehemently disagree with is something I fight for because it is your right to speak freely. It is, in fact, the terrible and horrible things that need protecting the most. Not because you have to agree with any of the opinions aired, but because of the slippery slope of who exactly would be the one that would get to decide just exactly what abhorrent speech is. Would you be okay if I got to decide for you what you could say? Then the same should go for Facebook’s Mark Zuckerberg or Google’s Larry Page and Sergey Brin.


As we’ve witnessed in the last four years, the speech that was restricted and censored from scientists, doctors, and other professionals (like my friend at the NIH) turned out to be demonstrably true. If free speech wasn’t suppressed then, the world could have avoided the draconian shutdowns that it went through and all the economic, emotional, and physical suffering that ensued. (“Oh my God, Rob, you’re so smart! What was the junior college that you dropped out of again? I want to make sure I never send my kids there.”)


For people of a certain political identity that claim to support the poorest in our communities, it was the poor that ended up suffering the most from the pandemic response. After decades of hard work, African American schoolchildren’s reading skills had just caught up to their peers’, and now after the two years of COVID, 42 percent of their skills have fallen off the cliff of literacy.10 If you still oppose this idea of free speech, I’ll save you some time and let you stop reading this book while you’re waiting for your flight in front of the airport bookstore shelf. If you’re still not convinced and are afraid of the harms of unfettered free speech, I believe if you keep reading, I can persuade you that the cost of weakening free speech is far more perilous.


Now that those nauseating free speech naysayers are gone (I’m sure I’ll hear from them again on CNN anyways—you know, the ones with the purple hair, not the ones naturally born with purple hair, but the Sharpie-pen-factory-explosion survivors), I’m glad we’re all on the same page that free speech = societal balance. We can now examine how free speech, and our culture, has evolved through history.


Our culture evolves and devolves much like the tide. Just as the tide ebbs and flows, societal attitudes have their rhythms of progression and regression. (“Oh my God, you’re way smarter than your movies!”)


Times of intense social change, like the 1960s, ’70s, ’90s, or the 2010s, are like high tide—new ideas and new voices flood, and reshape, our societal landscape. Periods of conservative backlash or political apathy like the 1950s, ’80s, 2000s, and 2020s are like low tide—where society retreats to safer, more traditional grounds. It is a cycle, and what is considered conservative today was something considered quite radical ninety years ago.


Yet that radical view has put us in a truly better place now. Contrary to today’s cultural critics, it’s impossible to say we aren’t in a better place as a society in the twenty-first century. Unless you’re a race hustler, you’d have to agree that we are in a much better place for men, women, and minorities than we were sixty years ago.


Just like tides, there is often an undercurrent at work in our society, too. Consider the Roaring Twenties, a period where a post–World War I economic boom fueled a high tide of creativity in the Jazz Age and loosened social mores. At the same time of this prevailing high tide of new ideas, Prohibition was an undercurrent working against the tide—prohibiting the manufacture, transportation, and sale of alcohol. The result of the prohibition caused a clashing tide and undercurrent of illegal activity: speakeasies, widespread noncompliance, social resistance, syphilis outbreaks, and the great wealth accumulations of Al Capone11 and Joseph Kennedy (future ambassador to the UK). This clash led to the Nineteenth Amendment ending Prohibition.


Society will always have friction. This friction is necessary. Putting groups of people together who have disparate views causes a myriad of problems. But it is precisely these problems that open the door for innovation and opportunity. You don’t get to a smooth society without the friction between the tides and undercurrents. And you don’t get societal friction without free speech.


I foolishly assumed that things would continue to be more open and more liberal (in the classical sense) after the counterculture high tide of the 1960s and ’70s. However, if I had paid attention in history class, I would’ve known that what goes up must come down. “Surely,” I thought, “we’ll continue to have more free speech, and more openness in society in general! How could we not? We just had Jimmy Carter and now Ronald Reagan is president! What could go wrong?”
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