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TO GET THE MOST OUT OF READING THIS BOOK, YOU WILL NEED TO GIVE ME YOUR PERSONAL INFORMATION



A FOREWORD BY MARK ZUCKERBERG


Hello!
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Elon Musk, my close and personal acquaintance/colleague, asked me to write this foreword to Welcome to the Future Which Is Mine. Before you start the exciting process of opening this book and looking at the thrilling words and fun images on its pages, I need you to take a brief moment of your time and give me all of your personal information.


This is a very important step in the partaking of this book, and it cannot be skipped. If you attempt to skip it, you will receive an error message and you will not be granted access.


Specifically, what I am asking you to do, before you flip to the next page or browse this book in any way, is to provide me with your email address, your work history, a street address where you can be reached at any hour of the day or night, and access to the camera on your phone.


This information will never be shared with advertisers or third-party app developers. You have the Mark Zuckerberg promise on that!


Next, create an 8–to 24-character password using at least one uppercase letter, one lowercase letter, one “!@#$%^&*()” symbol, and one number. My security experts caution against using your birthday in a 00/00/0000 format for your password.


Incidentally, what is your birth date? And what city were you born in? Do you remember the name of the hospital?


After that, select five easy-to-remember security questions to make sure you are never locked out of this book. Choose any five questions you wish, but remember your answers are case sensitive.


Great! You are almost ready to begin looking at the words and images in this book in order to embark on the reading-enjoyment process!


Do not skip ahead! You are absolutely forbidden to read any words beyond the sentence you are reading at present. Any attempt to do so will be a violation of this book’s Terms of Service agreement and could subject you to legal action.


Below is our Terms of Service agreement. It is very important you read every word of it, or you could be liable for copyright infringement or illegal reading. I know some people think it is okay to simply ignore such agreements, but this one is different.


Before you read the Terms of Service, here are some important points to consider:




1. The features and content of this book, including the physical copy and any branded printed materials thereof, are made available for your enjoyment. The publishers reserve the right to determine whether certain features and content are governed by terms and conditions separate from this book’s foreword.


2. Your data or any user information includes but is not limited to: name, age, gender, relationship status, job title, income bracket, education, habits, arrest record, special markings or tattoos, taste in music, favorite anime films or comic books, and the date on which you lost your virginity.


3. The term “use” shall be taken to mean distribute, manipulate, share, implement, execute, read, or browse.




TERMS OF SERVICE


These Terms apply to all visitors, users, readers, and others who access or use the Service. By accessing or using the Service, you agree to be bound by these Terms. If you disagree with any part of the terms then you may not access the Service.


The publishers may terminate or suspend access to this book immediately, without prior notice or liability, for any reason whatsoever, and without limitations. Provide your personal information now to avoid confiscation of this book.


OPTING IN


By physically holding this book and flipping to this particular page, you consent to “opt in” to this agreement, and relinquish all your personal data without restriction pursuant to section 4C of the full Terms of Service policy located here:


https://www.elonmuskwelcometothefuturewhichismine.com/terms-of-use/us/legal/end-user-agreement/=iSf3Ws-hM8zs5gKNhKzgDA&start=10&sa=N&biw=1676&bih=885/doc=100001248361487%3A100000432918962%3A1525654699


This URL cannot be copied and pasted. You must enter it into your browser manually.


This consent may, but is not required to, include any of the following: showing you targeted ads based on your data, selling your data to third-party marketers or relevant business partners, or making a binder of your data so I can read it every night before sleep mode.


While reading this book you must affirm the below. Failure to adhere these commitments will result in your termination from this book’s list of approved readers:




1. You will not provide any false information while reading this book, or assume a false identity before partaking in the book’s content.


2. You will provide the most up-to-date consumer preferences by interacting with all relevant advertisements.


3. You will not lend, loan, or let someone read this book without first getting my written permission as it will modify the correct data information for this book’s entitled user.


4. You will maintain good care of this book as it is the property of Elon Musk and must be returned back to him at any time.


5. You will organize community book clubs and read only this book.


6. You will not read this book if you are under the legal reading age in your jurisdiction.


7. You pledge your eternal loyalty to me, Mark Zuckerberg, the founder of Facebook and the Lord of your life. Some day in the near future, I will call upon you. You will meet me in an undisclosed location where you will find both Winklevoss twins on their knees, bound and gagged. You will strike them down before me and prove your allegiance to me, Mark Zuckerberg. You further swear a blood oath that you will verify everything and anything I have said, may have said, or will say to Congress or federal or state or local investigators. You pledge to support me in any and all future government coups.




Your access and use of the contents of this book are at your own risk. You agree that all preceding pages are provided to you “AS IS.” Welcome to the Future Which Is Mine makes no warranty and disclaims all liability for: (a) the completeness, accuracy, quality, or sustainability of the content inside; (b) any harm to your hands, eyes, lap, or emotions resulting from your use of this book; and (c) any lascivious desires you may develop for tech billionaires while reading this book.


We attempt to provide an adequate reading experience, but we cannot guarantee that you will always have a safe reading experience. We are not responsible for the actions undertaken by third parties. You release myself, Elon Musk, and any director or employees thereof from any claims and damages. If you are an Idaho resident, you waive Idaho civil code 1488, which states, “Dispute resulting from any breach of personal data within the state of Idaho will be settled by lashings.”




“IF AT ANY POINT I NEED TO REVISE THESE TERMS OF SERVICE, I MAY DO SO WITHOUT WARNING.”





If at any point I need to revise these Terms of Service, I may do so without warning. Before continuing with the book you will have the opportunity to review the changes made to the Terms of Service by correctly answering one of my famous Zuckerberg riddles.


If at any point while reading the book you would like to opt out of our Terms of Service, the process is simple. On your book’s menu bar, select Settings from the drop-down menu inside the hamburger button. Or go to your book’s search bar and type: Settings. From the Settings menu you will find our Terms of Service under General > Security > Privacy > Data Collection and Manipulation > User Agreements > Terms of Service. Wait twelve minutes but do not refresh the book. Then simply uncheck the Terms of Service agreement and all new data collected and stored forever in our databases will not, at the moment, be mine. Your reading privileges will then be flagged for review.


Let’s put the finishing touches on your pre-reading responsibilities so you can begin personalizing your experience with this book, which will be unlike anyone else’s experience!


First, flip to the page titled Acceptable Use Policy. Tear out that page, sign it with your full legal name, and date at the bottom of the page. In order for me to truly believe that you will follow my Acceptable Use Policy, I am going to need to see you consume it. That’s right, eat the page. And you may not ball it up and throw it over your shoulder. I need to see you eat it. I recommend you Facebook Live the contract agreement. I have every Facebook Live feed on my personal computer and I am always keeping an eye out for Acceptable Use Policy followers. Or, invite me to your house. I am a very courteous houseguest and will bring pastries. Either way, you shall not continue on with the book without eating the Acceptable Use Policy.


Second, turn to the page titled Privacy Policy. Read over that page, preferably at home, alone in the dark during a thunderstorm, and when you get to the part at the end in all capital letters that says, “HE’S RIGHT BEHIND YOU,” don’t be alarmed. I am merely collecting your data.


Remember, if at any point you get lost or stuck while reading this book, visit the FAQs page to help find an answer. Still need help after that? Open up a customer assistance ticket and one of our Welcome to the Future representatives will get back to you within twenty-four to forty-eight business hours.


Thank you. Let’s be friends!
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“THE KEY TO SUCCESS IS TO ASK YOURSELF ‘WHAT’S THE MOST LUDICROUS, MOST ASININE, MOST FUTILE THING I COULD POSSIBLY DO?’ THEN MAKE IT HAPPEN.”
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BLUETOOTH-ENABLED DEATH RAY





 


REMOTE DETONATORS: MEET ELON MUSK’S INDISPENSABLE INDIAN TECH SUPPORT HENCHMEN
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JIVAN


Lighting Engineer


Turns on and off Musk’s lights as he enters and leaves a room in his home






[image: image]







PRISHA


Nutrient Coordinator


Plans secret-lair catering
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BHUVAN


Virtual Achievement Moderator


Updates Elon’s Wikipedia page hourly with latest accomplishments
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PRATEEK


Comedy Writer


Writes jokes so Musk can tweet premium content
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MAHESH


Affirmation Specialist


Calls Musk every morning to recite positive affirmations
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SMITA


Justice Warrior


Trolls Reddit users who hate on Musk
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ELON 2.0


Body Double


Stays in peak physical condition should Musk need him to step in
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KIRAN


WoW Gold Farmer


Logs into Musk’s World of Warcraft account to farm gold when he’s not online
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UDBHAV


Undercover Flat-Earther


Gets the inside scoop on Flat-Earth beliefs so Elon can nail his “Why Earth Is Round” presentation
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ELON 3.0


Body Double’s Body Double


In case first body double is insubordinate
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AARI


Editor in Chief


Lead editor of Musk’s Onion-inspired publication, The Artichoke
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NARENDRA MODI


Prime Minister


Able to sort things out in case pesky Indian laws get in Musk’s way
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KAREENA


Relationship Counselor


Lets Elon vent about girl troubles. Never actually says anything. Just listens.















SPACE: WHAT OTHER BULLSHIT CAN WE PUT UP THERE?



BY ELON MUSK
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I’m very happy with the success of SpaceX. We’ve proven again and again that we are the best in the world at putting bullshit into space. Can you believe I put a fucking car into space? Totally bonkers.


The first piece of bullshit I thought of shooting into space was a blue whale. Boy, wouldn’t that be a surprise? What I wouldn’t do to see the looks on all your slack-jawed gobs as I launch the largest earthbound mammal into geosynchronous orbit. But it turns out those suckers clock in at over three hundred thousand pounds and my destroyer-rocket won’t be ready for a few more years.


I thought about some other motor vehicles like motorcycles, RVs, Segways (Dean Kamen is a hack!), a UPS truck, or one of those crazy bullshit recumbent bicycles. Good stuff. But anybody could launch some derivative bullshit into space. When it comes to launching bullshit into space, only my ideas will win the day.


Recently, I realized it’s going to take serious effort to give humanity the space full of bullshit it deserves. Accordingly, I’ve convened my top brain-guys to keep a steady pipeline of bullshit flowing space-ward. I have this cadre of Caltech dweebs thinking round the clock of some other bullshit to strap on the back of a Falcon Heavy rocket and blast through the stratosphere.


I’ll address the five-hundred-pound pile of elephant shit in the room. Yes, I would absolutely love to shoot David Bowie’s corpse into space, but his estate isn’t currently open to the idea. We’re talking, so that’s a positive sign.


In the first few months alone, we’ve made some fascinating discoveries. It turns out the field of bullshit-orbital-launch operations has been stagnant for decades. It’s hard to believe that Burt Reynolds has been around this long and not a single person has tried launching him into space like the bullshit that he is.


This project needs my direct attention if we’re going to do it right. It’s embarrassing how much low-hanging fruit there is when it comes to putting bullshit into space. I’m talking 4-in-1 Sylvester Stallone DVD collections, ab rollers, and every single piece of baseball memorabilia. How about some god-damned Raisin Bran? Or how about one of those bullshit bird clocks that plays different bird sounds on the hour? Let’s get that bullshit into space.


I’d like to see someone guess what the next hunk of bullshit I put in space will be. If you’re done guessing, check out this bullshit: nobody is putting art into space. And not just any art. Somebody call the Louvre, because we’re putting Mona Lisa on the moon! It’s not really doing us any good down here anyway, might as well blast it off this rock.




“LET’S GET THAT BULLSHIT INTO SPACE.”





Ever since I was a little boy in South Africa I dreamt of launching bullshit into space. I remember the first time I laid eyes on a Farrah Fawcett poster. I knew that one day I had to send it into the heavens alongside a VHS of Mighty Aphrodite. They didn’t make it to space. Just exploded in the lower stratosphere. But it spawned my lifelong fascination with launching bullshit into space.


Those little paper umbrellas in tiki drinks? Bullshit, off they go. And it might take a few launches, but if we put our minds to it we could launch every last piece of paper, tax collector, and every stick of furniture from the Department of Veterans Affairs into space.


We used to send bullshit to space because it was hard. Mankind used to dream. Fifty years ago the entire Earth stopped and watched on television as Neil Armstrong and the other Apollo astronauts put bullshit on the moon. American flags, dune buggies, Stanley Kubrick’s lucky camera tripod, etc. We used to say there would be bullshit on Mars by the year 2000. And then 2020, and now few have the courage to suggest we’ll put bullshit on the red planet in their lifetime.


What about an ant farm? Those little idiots wouldn’t know what hit ‘em. They can float out there in space with the sea-monkeys, because why the heck not? And what about North Dakota? Bullshit. Why do we need two Dakotas? Boom! Straight into space! We can make it a contest. The loser Dakota goes right up there.


I’m willing to expend enormous amounts of my personal fortune to make this happen. I don’t mean my personal finances, of course. I’m talking about something far more valuable than billions of dollars. I’m talking about my reputation. I’m staking my reputation on bullshit. I’d rather go down in history as the man who tried and failed to stage a Renaissance fair on Jupiter than to have left any bullshit on the table.


HUMAN WIFE vs. ROBOT WIFE
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Monogamous


Autonomous


Soft and feminine


Soft & Feminine Booster Pack™ available


Vulnerable to disease and cancers


Vulnerable to Russian hackers


Asks “Does this make me look fat?”


Designed to be desired shape


Compassionate and committed


May commit murder


Can’t imagine life without her


Can just throw her away and buy a new one


Wants to have kids some day


Wants to surgically harvest your stem cells to create terrifying cyborg children


Will let you know if she thinks your outfit looks bad


Has no concept of style, so unfortunately you’re on your own with this one


Allows sex three times per week


Allowed sex one time and it electrocuted your penis


Remembers everything


Remembers everything


Worried about new wrinkle on face


Has no face


Wonders why we don’t go out anymore


Wonders if free will exists or if it’s all just ones and zeroes


They say you can’t bullshit a bullshitter. I totally agree with that. But man oh man, would it be sweet to put a bullshitter in a pod and send him into an asteroid field.


Bullshit comes in all shapes and sizes. Efficiently packing all kinds of bullshit into an orbital capsule is a challenge. Some bullshit isn’t suited to the size and shape of our current rockets. We’re working on updated designs to carry all kinds of bullshit. In the meantime we’re carrying out extensive weight and balance calculations necessary to allow for maybe just catapulting bullshit into the ocean.


I’ve got half a mind to load up a rocket with all the “great works” of philosophy. Plato’s Republic, Kant’s Critique of Pure Reason, the Tao Te Ching, Hobbes’ Leviathan, Henry David Thoreau’s Walden. Bullshit. Foucault, Nietzsche, Heidegger, Sartre, Derrida. Bullshitters, all.


Let’s put the Florida Panthers in space. Why is there an NHL franchise in Miami? Hell, I’m just bullshitting here, but that actually sounds like a good idea. I bet it’d increase ticket sales. But the rinks would use nitrogen instead of ice, of course. Hell, move the entire NHL to another planet.


Oh man alive. I can’t wait for you to see all the bullshit I’m gonna put into space. If I have to be honest with you guys the number-one bullshit thing I’d love to send into space is all the crap that belongs to my five kids. If you think you’ve seen bullshit just because you watched 1999’s Mod Squad in theaters, wait till you get a load of all the bullshit my five kids have accumulated. It’s all over my house and totally befouls the sleek, contemporary decor. I’m talking toys, game controllers, skateboards, hats, sweatshirts—everything. There’s nothing I’d love more than to send all my boys’ bullshit into space right along with their idol LeBron James.


Do you have any bullshit? DM me on Twitter.
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