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To Elena



PREFACE

The Mystery Behind My Failure

I’ve told this story before, but it’s worth retelling on the printed page, because it’s funny, revealing, and most important—it makes me look stupid.

It’s election night, 2016—and I’m at work. It was supposed to be an easy lift. Donald Trump would concede the election around 9 p.m., I’d be home by 9:30, drinking wine, and would be drunk by midnight. You know, the average Tuesday.

That would not be the case. I was asked to do a second episode of The Five at eleven. (Can’t remember the exact hour: It was a very foggy time.)

Around 4:30 or so I checked the New York Times election tracker, this neat little online gizmo that told us what chance Hillary had at winning. I think it was around 90 percent.

I checked that thing regularly, and it looked like things would only get worse for Trump.

When the first episode of The Five ended that day, I went to a nearby bar to eat and have one drink.

This bar had a doorman, a black immigrant who knew my face, but we had never met. As I made it past him, he asked me how the election looked. Quickly and robotically, I said, “Hillary’s got it in the bag.” I showed him the addictive little New York Times gizmo on my phone as proof.

To my surprise, his face changed. He appeared devastated. I am not exaggerating. The effect on him was physical.

“There is no hope for America,” he said.

I was shocked. I hadn’t expected that. It hit me that my own biases likely played a role in my reaction. I saw a person of color and assumed he’d be relieved by the news. I mean, how could an immigrant—a black one, no less—be this upset that Trump was going to lose?

I wasn’t even close. He went on an angry diatribe about how awful the Clintons were (all crooks), and that America was blowing its last chance to save itself, and the world. He seemed inconsolable.

I went inside and ordered some overpriced appetizers. And one wine. (And believe me, I wanted more than one, at that point.)

Then weird stuff started to happen. I checked the election tracker, and it moved. But not in the direction I was expecting. Not a lot, mind you, but the likelihood of Hillary’s victory was now around 80 percent (again my recollections are not exact, but I’m trying).

Then it dipped to the mid-70s. This couldn’t be.

I went outside to vape.

The doorman asked me if I’d heard anything more, and I showed him the tracker that was still around the 70s, but moving south, little by little. I told him Hillary still had the win in her pocket.

Just then a pair of British tourists, a man and a woman, happened toward us. They were in their midfifties, but dressed like kids at a water theme park—long, wide shorts to ensure no chafing, fanny packs and backpacks, and folded touristy brochures.

The election was such a momentous event that strangers were talking to each other, so these Brits came up to us and asked us both who was going to win.

I said, “Looks like Hillary.”

In a supreme gesture of virtue signaling, they jumped in the air, did a sloppy high five, and made audible whooping noises. Once they calmed down, they looked to the doorman as if expecting his approval at their glee. He only stared ahead with an expression as stony as those on Mount Rushmore. The couple seemed lost, then approached the menu on the bar’s window.

The British dude ran his eyes down the list and looked up at the doorman and asked, “How’s the food?”

Without missing a beat, he said, “Try Times Square,” and pointed them down the road.

Their virtue signal had been rejected, and they left, miffed and certainly confused.

Now, I could mock them, but really I had just made that same mistake an hour or so ago, with the same guy.

And days ago; weeks ago, months, even.

Frankly, I can’t remember how many times I dismissed benign, curious friends and strangers when they asked about Trump’s chances. Cab and livery drivers, medical personnel, bouncers all asked me about Trump’s chances, and I said, “none.” And I assumed they would be relieved.

They never were. Most would go silent, then pitch a follow-up question, to see if I really knew what I was talking about. I continued to dismiss them.

A restaurant owner I knew would constantly intone, “Don’t count him out,” as if he knew something I didn’t.

He did.

Some of these folks would go silent after hearing me, but one woman—an Eastern European immigrant performing a chest scan on me—proceeded to lecture me on how President Trump was the only chance America had. Again, I nodded, then ignored her.

Like the doorman.

I returned to the bar, and the election tracker had moved again. It was now maybe around 50 percent. The election could go either way. I felt unsettled. I hadn’t expected this.

I emailed two coworkers (you don’t know them).

Both told me the same thing: “This is normal, the rural areas who voted for Trump get counted early, but once they tabulate the city vote, Hillary will destroy him,” or something to that effect.

They were talking to me the way I had talked to the doorman.

And it certainly wasn’t looking like they were right. The tracker was now at 80 percent FOR Trump!!

Holy crap. This can’t be real. What the hell is happening???? I thought. If this is truly happening, we are in for a world of cognitive dissonance that might last four years.

I got up from the bar, and walked outside and handed my iPhone to the doorman. “Looks like I spoke too soon,” I said.

His countenance changed to relief. To joy. He then said he would pray for Mr. Trump.

I paid my bill, and headed to the office (after having only one wine).

By the time I was at HQ, those folks who had been so sure Hillary had it in the bag were in a daze. I include myself in this group.

I ran into an analyst who had told me Brexit was not a sign of the “silent voter,” a variable that I had thought could predict Trump’s win. Turns out he was wrong, and I was more wrong for believing him. (More on that later.)

So, what was I missing? And what was I missing on purpose?

What was the mystery behind my cluelessness? What had brought on my own failure to read the world correctly?

Well, I was primed to see the world incorrectly. My emotions tricked me—anger and glee, together.

First, my negative emotions clouded my judgment. I was angry at times (often incorrectly) at Trump’s quips. His jokes became my triggers. I’ll get into this later in the book, but I was damning Trump for some of the same things I do every day. Make jokes.

Second, there were online Trump fans (and bots) who harassed me and my friends for having criticized Trump. I also got regular grief on blogs where I would write—the comments sections became a teeming stew of invective. This made me more resolute in my anti-Trumpism.

Third, there were also Trump supporters I knew whom I couldn’t bear. The more they slathered Trump with accolades, the more critical of the candidate I became. This was emotional, to me, and it influenced how I framed the election battle.

Now to the delusional effects of my positive emotions: I noticed that other people from the other side of the political spectrum were grateful for my criticism. This influences you, trust me. It made me feel good. I was getting rewarded for once by my ideological adversaries.

I became a victim of something I regularly mocked: the “strange new respect” syndrome (this was coined by the American Spectator decades ago). This occurs when you gain fans among the people who previously hated you—it’s addictive: just a taste makes you want more because it’s novel, hence “strange.” To use a rough metaphor, your old political allies become your boring spouse, and the new fans are the alluring seducer.

So my view was emotionally tainted by strange new respect and a deep dislike for Trumpian online mobbery. This was no place for a person to make logical rational decisions, but there I was. And not alone.

Now (it’s June 2018). I realize that I cannot let this kind of pernicious influence happen again. I vow never to let emotion cloud my judgment, and instead I promise to listen to everyone. And be willing to be wrong, any, or all of the time. Including now!

I’ve learned to be more skeptical than ever. Because if the New York Times had an honest “Russia collusion” needle like that election tracker, it wouldn’t have been at 90 six months ago, and perhaps at 20 as I write this. Who knows where it could be as you hold this book in your hands.

But seriously, I could be dead wrong right now. And you’ll have to buy the next book for me to tell you that story.



INTRODUCTION

Now and Then, and All the Crap in Between

It’s a humbling experience to have written a book called How to be Right, and to then begin a new book by explaining how I got something wrong.

That something was, more precisely, the election of Donald Trump.

Granted, nearly every other living breathing human being got the 2016 election wrong. Hell, even Donald Trump himself wasn’t planning on winning, according to some sources. But I assumed Hillary had it wrapped up—as did Hillary herself, judging by her lethargic behavior. Instead of hitting the places that mattered, she chose to nosh with the most elite, out-of-touch person of them all, Gwyneth Paltrow—which is the equivalent of making out with fruit bats during a rabies outbreak.

But yes, I was wrong on the election.

But oddly right about it, too. How is that possible?

First, because I’m the one writing the book here. When you write a book—it’s absolutely amazing how right you can be, after the fact, about everything!

Note to young writers: The key to becoming a bestselling author is to never write something BEFORE something happens; always after. Good example: the Bible.

Second, I was exactly right on the issues that set the table for the most dramatic, surprising political story since Tracy Flick beat Paul Metzler by one vote at George Washington Carver High School in 1997. (Look it up.) For the past five to six years, on the hit television show The Five, I would deliver a monologue on the issue that I found most important on that particular day. In that monologue, I’d address why that issue was important, break it down, and offer, if not a solution, at least a new way to look at it—which is a solution in itself!

On rare occasions, I might have been wrong—but, like I said ten words ago—it was rare. Of course, hindsight is 20/20, a phrase I coined in the early 1970s.

My batting average was high, when you observe the repudiation of the previous eight years of governance before 2016. That repudiation was a reflection of the issues that I perceived as troubling during that period. I knew what was getting on the average American’s nerves (besides me), and it was stuff that the rest of the media ignored. That was mainly due to the fact that I know what gets on people’s nerves (for the most part, it’s me).

Donald Trump watched Fox News—so he had a firsthand look at the same stuff I was yakking about. I’m not saying he cribbed from me—I’m saying we were both on the same page on a lot of stuff. Not on all stuff—but on some of the big stuff.

Now, some of this introduction is going to feel a little like déjà vu, especially since Trump’s election may be the most revisited topic since the (alleged) moon landing.

But forgive me if we revisit it yet again.

Donald Trump’s election was made possible by the willing disregard for the basic but important concerns of Americans.

And the points that I hit home from that corner seat in studio D (and later, studio F) were all the kinds of things Trump understood completely—which some of the other candidates gave a passing glance, or didn’t hit hard enough. Stuff like terror, police, borders—these were issues that fell under the vision of “a return to law and order,” and it was that vision Trump embraced and espoused like a Fox News guest host in waiting (a cross between Lou Dobbs and a Creamsicle). It was that vision that made it easy for voters to overlook his numerous flaws. As long as he was big on the big stuff, you forgave him the small stuff.

It also helped that he never claimed to be a role model. In fact, I think at some point he actually said, “I’m not a role model.” Which gave him immunity when Playmates started appearing like Ghosts of Hotel Rooms Past, after he had already become president. Who cared at that point? He won. And he’s a cad. Call me when you have something that might shock me (Trump sleeping with a porn star is as shocking as Mike Pence not sleeping with a porn star). Little-known fact: In New York City, it’s actually against the law if a billionaire doesn’t sleep with a porn star.

Law and order: the explanation for Trump’s win. I know, I know—he’s the “drain the swamp” guy! Well, not really. He was first and foremost the “aren’t our cops the greatest” guy, followed by the “let’s kill the terrorists and their families” guy, and of course, the very sloppy “send those rapists and murderers back” guy.

The biggest appeal of his candidacy—a return to appreciating law and order—played on three different levels.

• It delivered on the aspirations of a population who want a safer environment for their kids and their kids’ kids.

• It echoed the fear that the country was headed in a direction of divisiveness and soon lawlessness, then anarchy. Fear always works, especially if there’s a truth to it (and there still is).

• It delivered on a memory of the past—when you felt safer (even if you might not have been). And as a bonus, all the cops and soldiers voted for him—which is always a clue about something vital that the chattering chuckleheads on CNN are missing.

These concerns were all but ignored by, and often mocked by, the media, liberal politicians, and their enablers in entertainment and academia. And it was the marginalization of such concerns by these groups that made the concerns grow larger. They were driven by these things:

A previous (but at the time current) president’s weird aloofness over radical Islam (or was it aloof weirdness?—you be the judge, and get back to me).

The media’s obsessive condemnation of law enforcement—an incident of brutality was no longer portrayed as a bug in the system, but as the system itself.

An academic elite and coddled, shrill activists perpetuating the “oppressor vs. oppressed” bunk at every opportunity.

An entertainment industry that harassed its dwindling audience by portraying anyone who wasn’t a liberal as a bigot.

Inside this ideological bubble (which Trump helped burst), the media trampled around—happily unaware that its ideas were wearing out their welcome, like a hospital visit from Joy Behar. No one was buying their bullshit anymore—it just needed a loud voice to say so. I was saying it every day on The Five—but I wasn’t running for president (that’s for 2024, folks . . . and not the U.S. I’m thinking seriously about Vanuatu. Those folks really get me).

In nearly every instance, our country is at fault for everything bad that actually happens to our country. For example, when our cops got shot in Dallas, the media did its due genuflection, but always steered the story back to an intolerant police state that contributed to the shooting. Sure, illegal immigration is bad—but that’s our fault for demanding a border and being so mean to Dreamers. North Korea says it wants to blow us to bits? Well, that’s our fault for calling their leader a silly (but highly sticky) name.

This is a pattern—open your eyes and you’ll see it: Instead of calling out all forms of evil (from terrorists to violent felons), we use our past sins to absolve them of everything wrong they have done.

Over time this malignant idea expanded and bloated (like Harvey Weinstein in his Caverject period), casting a shadow over our country—just waiting for someone to come along and pop it. Like it or not, the guy with the pin was Trump.

The pin was a vision based on common observations about the world that rational people could all agree with:

• That law enforcement was getting a bad rap, and without them we’d be nowhere.

• That Islamic terror is an actual thing, and if you can’t name it, you’re sunk.

• That our military is overworked and undervalued and requires our very best care.

• That a porous border reflects a shrinking appreciation of the definition of American citizenry.

• That the Clintons should just go away. They’d become that piss-stained old frat buddy who just won’t stop doing shots, even into his depressing thirties. Believe me, I know these people. Actually, I’ve worked with these people. Hillary is the patch of stale carpeting in the basement that absorbed all the spills around it, and yet it never actually gets dumped—it just gets moved around to another part of the room. She is the worst hire you ever made, and one you cannot fire because she’s a friend of the family. She’s the Democratic Party’s ex—the ex who won’t let you move on, because she has nowhere to move on to, either.

Now when average citizens (I count myself as three-fourths of one) hear this, they like what they hear.

I presented these topics daily. Because I liked hearing myself say it, too! But there weren’t a lot of people voicing this stuff—just me, and a few others who were slightly taller than me, if not as charming. I can count them on a three-fingered hand. Then came Trump, who took the topics of a cable news show and made them into a visionary plank that carried him to the White House.

Now when leftists and the media (one and the same usually, but they’ll deny it) saw this powerful message coming at them, their instinct was to place it in historical context. “Yep, we’ve seen this before!” they would scream, pointing to past racists who ran on similar concepts (studiously avoiding all the racist Democrats, naturally). They fashioned a filter of intolerance—claiming that everything Trump said was a “dog whistle,” a secret noise that only bigots could hear, and nodding at each other in glee. But the irony is that the only ones who heard these dog whistles were leftists and Trump critics. They could identify the racism, alerted by the secret whistles. Which raises the question: How aren’t you the racist, if you hear the whistle and we can’t? Why is it that only the antiracists who accuse people of being racist can hear the racist clarion call?

(Interestingly, I can hear A-ha’s “Take on Me” when no one else can—but what does that prove? That I am mentally ill.)

Trump critics weren’t just on the left, of course—there were many on the right, precisely because we had so many candidates in the running. I counted myself as one of those critics. Although I knew Trump and liked him, he was not my first, second, or third choice because I foolishly thought he had no chance. A man who took too many verbal risks would end up falling flat on his face, sooner or later—and it would just take too much effort trying to explain to everyone that he was just kidding. I didn’t want that role—I wanted a president who explained my aspirations, not the reverse. I liked Rubio—he seems pretty sharp and articulate, and wouldn’t mess up in major ways. Though the Clinton camp expected Jeb would be their opponent, they seemed to think Rubio was their biggest challenge. He scared them the most (I believe it was the dreamy eyes and that he also owned a boat), so that was going to be my guy. I was wrong. But more than wrong, I was also a hypocrite.

Trump was a challenge to people like me who required the “liberal vs. conservative” construct to see life clearly, and to also benefit our lives, and careers. I identify as a conservative libertarian (or a conservatarian, if you wish an exact label)—which was nearly impossible to square with Trump’s positions on trade and immigration. I’m for free trade and believe healthy immigration is good for a growing economy. But what I noticed was that Trump wasn’t so much setting policy as he was setting the table for policy. He was taking strong, extreme positions, so down the line, more moderate positions could be negotiated and embraced.

I also noticed that his positions weren’t jarring just the right, but also the left. They were looking at what Trump was saying and liked what they saw. I met a (mercifully) few Sanders supporters who favored Trump over Hillary (probably on the stands I liked least about Trump).

It slowly dawned on me that it was no longer about left or right, but about who could win. Still, I assumed anyone could do better, but looking back, I’m not so sure.

The bull (Trump) in the china shop (traditional ideological boundaries) made it impossible for anyone to get solid footing anymore. It was his overarching message that reached Americans beyond any ideology. No one cared about the litmus test anymore. We were all slipping around, grasping at straws, as the ground sank beneath us. The upside: We survived, Kathy Griffin didn’t. This election broke people, but it also broke the lightweights who placed more emphasis on emotionalism than on fact. You saw them wilt, scream, and implode all around. At certain times, I was definitely one of them.

Trump was a strange orange meteor that hit Earth and only took out those who couldn’t take a joke.

How weird is it that so many of his victims were comedians!

This brings me to my Sherlock Holmes Infuriation Trump Theory (or SHITT). You remember Sherlock and his work wife, Dr. Watson? Whenever they came across a startling event, Dr. Watson was always expressing anger, glee, passion, or frustration. He was an emotional mess. Then Sherlock waltzed in and crapped all over Watson, with pure rational analysis. Watson would say, “Sherlock, I’m in love with the most perfect woman alive! I think I shall propose!” And Sherlock would respond, “My dear Watson, that lass you are smitten with is no woman at all, but a store mannequin in the front window of Aunt Elena’s bridal shop. She is nothing but a collection of woven straw and plaster.”

Watson would say, “My God, Sherlock, how did I miss this?”

And Sherlock would respond, “It is what you wanted to see, my dear, perverted Watson. It’s what we call, in scientific circles, confirmation bias.”

A lot of good books have been written about the rational gifts of Sherlock. He’s the slow-thinking tabulator of reason, and Watson is the emotive chap who feels stupid after Sherlock smacks him harshly with facts.

So what’s my theory? Oh yeah.

My theory: Our media, when it comes to Trump, are all Dr. Watsons. There isn’t a Sherlock among them. All reactionary, impulsive, emotional, and rash. Whenever he does anything, they react with shock and surprise—as if they’ve never experienced someone who likes to screw with you.

Except for me. I’m a Holmes. At least, now I am. If you remember me during the primaries I was very much a Watson—repeatedly saying, “Oh my God, I can’t believe Trump said that! Holy crap, did he really do that??? Jesus, I can’t believe he ate that!”

I wasn’t the only one. But every day I was “Dr. Watsoning” everything (I’m sure a few of you were doing the same thing, too). During the debates, I used to yell at the TV, “He’s our only choice for president!” Then on TV I’d scream, “He can’t be our only choice for president!” I was a total mess.

But then, I stopped. I pulled a Rachel Dolezal and changed my identity from a Watson to a Holmes. So how did I move from the emotional to the rational?

First, I cut Trump a break. I stepped back, rationally, and assessed, slowly, the entire context of his life.

First, he’s a billionaire, and a seventy-year-old man. Meaning, he doesn’t give a rat’s ass anymore about anything other than what matters. He’s lived a wild life already—so he doesn’t care who his casual comments offend. When he makes a joke it’s like when a baby farts. It’s nothing personal, the baby’s forgotten it, while everyone is choking out in the room.

But the baby doesn’t care.

I also had to admit that he’s never been in public office, so he doesn’t know how to be that particular kind of phony. I mean the phony that we all accept—which I call the “mandatory fake.” The mandatory fake is the married news anchor who condemns unseemly sexual behavior while banging Dalmatians in a nearby hotel.

Being an old rich uncle who’s never been in politics, Trump has no familiarity with mandatory fake. There is, however, a different kind of fakery in Trump’s world of real estate fibbery. But such lies—salesman’s lies—are deliberately obvious by their excess.

You know a salesman is lying when he tells you the car you’re buying from him was only driven by a little old lady once a week to church, which is great because she lives in the attic above the church! A salesman’s lie is done with a wink and an exaggeration (“This is the biggest crowd ever!”). A politician’s lie is a promise that could very well be true, but never is (“Read my lips, no new taxes”). You see the difference? Trump’s lies are common and do not insult us, because he assumes we’re all in on the joke. Politicians are daring you to go against your own innate skepticism (which is always a mistake). Am I “Trump-splaining”? Yes, I am. For now that he’s our president and up against so much, it’s no longer fealty to do so. It’s actually fairness.

Anyway, as a Holmes, I’ve since reevaluated some positions that I’ve taken for granted. I’ve looked at the research on illegal immigration and its effects on unemployment. I’ve also looked harder at crime numbers, legal vs. illegal offenders. I’ve pretty much stuck to my original precepts, but I realize that ideology ultimately helps no one in that debate.

What helps is an ability to talk about all things, an ability to be flexible, to adhere to a greater vision that is centered on security—security from criminals, terrorism, suffering in general.

That vision won.

Pot, Kettle, Black

Yes, I was a hypocrite—and I will point this out in many parts of the book, later on. My hypocrisy lies in the assumption that as a TV host I can make silly jokes and petty asides in speeches, insult the looks of adversaries, and in general stir up shit—but a presidential candidate cannot!

This is inherently wrong, I realized, after some thorough self-examination. I asked myself a simple question: If I had run for president myself, would I have changed the way I express myself? Would I have stopped making jokes and delivering insults? Of course not. I would have done pretty much the same thing as Trump. I would have said outlandish things—joking, of course—which the media then would recast as something said in all seriousness, as immoral, as the product of an evil mind. (Mind you, this is something I noticed among many talking heads: After Trump ran, they all wondered if they should have, too. One such host even said to me with a hint of hurt in his voice, “I should have run. Why didn’t I?” Sorry, Lou Dobbs. You would’ve been a fine president.)

Now there are some things I would not have done—such as mock a reporter’s disability. But as it turns out, Donald Trump didn’t do that either—it only looked that way. I assumed initially that Trump was a heartless prick, but then I saw a segment by the great John Stossel on his FBN show. Stossel—no fan of Trump by any stretch—showed other examples of Trump using the same body language when mocking a critic or competitor (one of them being Ted Cruz, who has no visible disability). The conclusion: Trump was mocking a reporter, but not the reporter’s disability. And yeah, it was juvenile, but was it hopelessly cruel, as we the media had originally thought? No. It just goes to show you that Trump can be a dick to everyone: He’s blind to race, creed, or disability. In a weird way, he might be the most egalitarian politician around, because he’ll tease a three-legged dog, if given the chance. Because he doesn’t see the three-legged dog.

He just sees a dog.

As you can see, it takes a lot to defend Trump. And it raises the question: Given the mountain to climb, why should you? That’s a lot of work. And that was my point about Trump. It takes a lot of sweat to explain the guy—so he makes it hard on you. And the rewards might not be commensurate to the effort put into it. I mean, he could lose!!! Defending Trump is, in many ways, a long drive for a short day at the beach. And during that drive, people are pelting you with hot coals.

Having to parse exactly how your guy was using a gesture to mock the meltdown of an adversary is a big burden. And with Trump, a swamp-draining bare-knuckled bowl of sherbet with a colorful past, such burdens are an everyday thing. When you’re in a situation where you have to say, “No, he was just imitating a convulsion, not a disabled reporter,” you’re losing.

And yet, he still won.

I remember complaining to Ric Grenell—a top Republican analyst at the time, now he’s ambassador to Germany—speaking about having to always assess and defend a candidate’s flubs. His response was simply: “Go ahead, then, Gutfeld, you run. If you’re the better candidate, then do it. Fact is, everyone needs explaining. Everyone.”

It struck me: He’s probably right. Even if I ran—perfect little me—my supporters would have to explain a lot of crap about me, too.

But Trump was tops on the big picture, so the other stuff was forgiven. It’s like Paul McCartney. He wrote “Yesterday” and “Hey Jude.” So who can hold “The Girl Is Mine” against him? Or that his hair is now actually more orange than Donald’s?

One such thing I really couldn’t forgive—until I recalibrated the context—was Trump’s joke about John McCain’s military service. If you remember, he joked that McCain, a POW for many years, wasn’t a war hero—because heroes don’t get caught. It was an absurd, idiotic comment—if you’re taking it seriously. But as a joke, well, it’s pretty funny in a “not supposed to be funny” sort of way. Larry David made a career out of this (check out the episodes when he refuses to say “Thank you for your service” to a veteran, or “Namaste” after yoga class).

I realized that most of Trump’s performances are performances. He’s like a rock band doing the classics. “Build the wall” is his “Free Bird,” and “Lock her up” is his “Stairway to Heaven”—and they are fashioned less for debates and press conferences, and more for Friars Club roasts. So my view of these comments changed. I imagined Trump making that joke at a roast for John McCain. Shocking, blunt, and absurd—maybe even McCain would have laughed. Trump’s jokes operate on the absurdity of their, well, absurdity!

However, I probably wouldn’t have made that joke. (And it turns out that Chris Rock made the same joke years before!) Because I don’t want to take the heat. And as for Trump—is there any heat that he can’t take? He can’t be fired.

But I would also have judged the venue and the crowd. Which Trump seems to have little time for. But then again, I wonder—have I ever done worse? And I think maybe in speeches I have made jokes about people that were crude and sometimes cruel. I once told Dana Perino that I would eat her dog Jasper. It gets no crueler than that.

So, by making this observation, am I lowering the bar for becoming president? No, I am removing the bar altogether.

Trump is able to get 60-plus-million people to overlook his unseemly comments, his taunts and impulsiveness, because he was exactly right on the big picture. Sure, he colored outside the circle at times, but at least he picked the right circle.

Whenever I’m confused over my feelings about Trump, I think of two people: my mom, who died four years ago, and Andrew Breitbart, who died six years ago.

They’re the only people I can reliably hear in my head, without having them present. I know for a fact that . . .

Both of them would KNOW exactly what Trump is. He’s a mercurial, brawling bastard.

But after all their complaints, they would find him absolutely hilarious. If both were alive today, we’d be on the phone every afternoon recounting the day’s events amid heaving bouts of laughter.

If Trump is making my mom laugh right now, and making Andrew smile, then frankly he’s okay with me. Their memories have reminded me how to take Donald Trump: with a grain of glorious, hilarious salt.

Where Are We Now?

The funny thing is, for a while I thought Trump was going to win. Then I made the terrible error of talking to an “expert,” an analyst. My gut told me that the success of Brexit predicted a Trump victory. I told this to a polling “expert” (again, I misuse quotes) who said, condescendingly, “Greg, referendums are not elections.” Well, pumpkinhead, thanks for clearing that up. When I then asked, roughly, “Aren’t they similar in that polls may not reveal a voter’s intentions, if their vote is roundly criticized by the media? And since they remained quiet about their true voting choice, the other side saw no need to show up.” The analyst said, and I quote, “Shut up already about Brexit!” And you know what? I did shut up.

My personal response to Trump—at home, among friends, watching debates—was “This was the man.” But at work, it became “He has no chance.”

And it was because I foolishly let an expert tell me my gut was wrong. I regret that foolishness to this day.

But now let’s jump ahead. . . .

It’s May 2018, and cable channels are gorging on Stormy Daniels, Mueller, and collusion. Meanwhile, what’s missing from the news feed? ISIS videos. Remember those? They scarred our retinas weekly. They are gone (for now). Remember the North Korean nuclear holocaust? Just months ago, we were going to die! C’mon, remember the false alarm in Hawaii! GONE. So, what were previously considered existential concerns have vanished under Trump. And the media response? Porn and Russia.

They’ve turned a distraction into a disaster, because they had no other options in reporting on Trump. They were simply unprepared to report on a successful presidency. It was not in their bitter, infantile tool kit. What was in that bag of junk: rumors, gossip, porn stars, collusion. Their careers are now predicated on squalid distractions that serve only to undermine a president.

And it’s a president in the midst of a good—no, great—run. It’s my warning to Dems and the media: If your goal is impeachment, history and the public will not be kind to you. Both will view your actions as an emotionally driven exercise done to unseat a president as he solves a major world crisis. My gut tells me: The more desperate they get, the better Trump does.

It’s crazy and absurd that as major, earth-changing events are occurring with a major existential nuclear threat—North Korea—networks are devoting a majority of airtime to a tryst with a porn star that happened years ago. (This obsession from a group of enlightened individuals who never thought sex was a big deal when their guy did it.) They overlook the possibility that if you asked the world if you’d be okay with a cad if he solves world peace, the world would say “Cool.” And that only someone as “out of the box” as Trump could have opened the door for this majestic development. It’s still too soon to tell where this is going, but give the guy some credit—please—for something no one else has done.

So What the Hell Is This Book For?

Since I started my steady, profoundly bizarre TV career at FNC eleven years ago, the only real thing that people know me for, besides my delightful blue eyes, is my prickly, persuasive monologues. Wherever I go—shopping, commuting, windsurfing nude—I am hit repeatedly by the same question: What’s Kimberly Guilfoyle’s address—and where can I read your monologues? I’ve tried to find them myself, and frankly the world is too vast, confusing, and chaotic for even me to look up my most awesome crap. Also, I’m no good with technology. These kids and their computers! I tell the cops: The video with the donkey came with the phone when I bought it!

So that’s where the idea of this book came from: loads of people telling me to do this damn book.

How can I track down all these monologues? After all, I’m a busy guy with lots of hobbies (basically I sit home in a bathtub and read Dilbert). Then I came up with an answer! Hire someone to do it for me! One of these millennial thingies everyone is talking about. Then when “Sean” finds all my monologues, I’ll go through them and pick my favorites!

But this book will be more than your usual run-of-the-mill anthology. Because unlike most anthologies, for this one I’ve found the original work and feverishly improved on it. I’ve updated, edited, and updated some more. The monologues are still there, but now they’re steroidal. (Note: I didn’t change any monologue to make a wrong prediction appear correct in retrospect—that would be an immoral act, and I don’t need more of those in my life. But I did cut out any stuff that appeared garbled in transcription.)

My monologues are designed to do one thing: tackle one subject clearly and concisely. Whereas most essays take their time, mine cut in line and grab you by the scruff and say, “You must hear this now!”

Like me, they are short, straight, and usually done in under eighty-five seconds.

They don’t mess about. They tackle a subject—whether it be Trump, Obama, drugs, guns, crime, race, terrorism, feminism, progressivism, or pandas—in under a few hundred words, and they do it in a way that makes sense of the world, so you don’t have to.

My goal is to do the thoughtful thinking early in the morning, and deliver it to you like a philosophical Domino’s—so you can get on to other important things (like buying my books or sending me pastries shaped like a unicorn’s head).

When I write monologues, my goal is to make politics bite-size and delicious. I think of Mitch McConnell and Nancy Pelosi as Milk Duds. And Steve Bannon is a Circus Peanut left out in the sun on a minivan dashboard.

It’s not enough to complain about how bad something is, you’ve got to make it fun, smart, and persuasive. One thing I’ve learned in my tumultuous life: The left is great at selling bad ideas; the right is awful at selling good ideas. My monologues are an attempt to help the right have a fighting chance in the battlefield of ideas. (Yes, that’s a bit Napoleonic—but heightwise, I am sort of qualified, no?)

My goal in these monologues is to be funny and clear—not angry and bitter. Mad, after all, is short for “madness.” So I look for ways to deal with a topic that I might try to articulate at a bar, to a friend (were I to have one). I want it to be memorable—and the only way to do that, in my mind, is to make it relatable.

Hence, this awesome book.

If you’re a regular viewer of The Five and The Greg Gutfeld Show, these should sound wonderfully familiar. However, they should also sound amazingly new, for I’ve drenched the monologues in additional material and personal afterthoughts—marinating them in my toasty brain pan and augmenting the original material with stuff I wish I had said, or explanatory material that’s necessary now that the monologues are without all those lovely accompanying television visuals. It’s like discovering your favorite album remixed by someone who might be on mushrooms.

On The Five, I took aim at progressive politics, as well as the members of the left-wing media, academia, and entertainment industry who push such inane politics. My recurring themes?

• Obama catered to the antipolice sentiment.

• The Democrats champion bureaucracy over the individual—a bureaucracy could therefore be well armed and protected; not so much the individual.

• The Dems, including Hillary, championed the group over the individual—identity over the kind of rugged individualism that made us ALL Americans.

• Obama championed issues du jour of his fellow liberals (such as climate change) while belittling the fear of terror (he might tell you that you’re more likely to get struck by lightning—leaving out the fact that lightning does not plan night and day to kill you—the way al Qaeda, ISIS, and tequila do).

So after many requests, I finally decided to gather up the best monologues and put them together in this fat, glorious book. However, I realized this job isn’t as easy as I expected it to be. In fact, it was brutally hard. First, out of a thousand-plus monologues, I had to pick the very best two hundred—which is like choosing your favorite two hundred children from a thousand (I imagine this is how Genghis Khan and Kirk Douglas must have felt).

But beyond even that, I was faced with some scary propositions!

What if the monologues didn’t hold up over time? What if times have changed so abruptly and monumentally that today makes a fool of yesterday’s perspective? (Right now I am deleting all the monologues on what a great president Martin O’Malley would be.)

What if people I harshly criticize are now dead? Would it be fair or right to include those?

Well, yes and no.

See, I needed a solution that went beyond packaging these monologues willy-nilly (an underused word, if you ask me). I needed to point out where my monologues proved prescient or idiotic. (So far that ratio is about 75/25.)

So, I’m not going to make it easy on myself. In fact, this kind of book is actually way harder than simply writing a fresh book about the current political landscape. Instead, I’m reading a book and writing one at the same time—marking my words as an editor might. I am you, trying to make sense of me—a job I wouldn’t wish on anyone.

So, that’s the book. I’ve broken down the topics into their own chapters and put the monologues in chronological order. I’m trying to make it as easy as possible to follow, even as I make it as confusing as possible to read.

But in doing so, I’ve stumbled back into a realization I made during the 2016 election season. And it’s one that should be a topic for my next book—that the confusion, anger, and disbelief from the last five years are the result of the death of ideology. The conservative vs. liberal paradigm crumbled—seemingly on both sides. Trump’s entrance helped create this dissolution. His past of floating above both political parties—switching allegiances, playing off the expectations and greed of both sides—led to a present candidate who had little time for the old game of ideology. He just wanted to win. He’s the guy who didn’t get the memo. There was no right, left, Republican or Democrat. You could be anything, at any time, as long as you were persuasive, brutal, and funny. Only a creature like this could be so audacious to think he could destroy ISIS and solve North Korea. No typical politician could be this crazy . . . and this savvy. Or so willing to try anything.

So, in short, this is not your grandmother’s anthology. Hell, it’s not even your step-great-uncle-who-sells-meth-under-a-bridge anthology.

This is the first anthology in which the writer picks apart his own work, and admits when it works and when it sucks.

But this was a weird process. The transcriptions culled for these monologues were sometimes muddled. At some point, I couldn’t make heads or tails of the things I was purported to have said. There’s a section where the transcript claims I say, near the end of a monologue, that “it sucks balls.” If I truly said that, I would have been sent home for a month without pay (now, it could be that I was, and I don’t remember!). So forgive me, I used a little artistic license when cobbling these “Gregalogues” together. Sometimes it’s impossible to get anything word for word. I either smoothed something over that seemed confusing or eliminated some car crash of words that made my head hurt every time I tried to type it out on these pages.

So, with that, I say good luck and enjoy!



CHAPTER ONE


IDENTITY POLITICS

If there’s one issue that sank the Democratic Party, it was identity politics. It permeated everything they did—the idea that the person matters less than the group. Even as I write this now, identity politics is still spreading its venom all over the world. Wherever there is fun, identity politics shows up to ruin it. It’s an antifun fire hose. It’s cancer of the funny bone.

Consider how identity politics destroyed all the traditional fun to be had at an NFL game.

Colin Kaepernick taking a knee during the National Anthem may be textbook identity politics—driven by a desire to achieve a temporary sugar rush of progressive respect from the virtue-signaling vultures in the media. By injecting identity politics into what normally would be a Sunday afternoon three-hour scoop of fun, he poisoned the entire sport with a divisive toxin one normally experiences on noisy campus quads. And that led to a massive backlash that Trump capitalized on. If Colin really was pissed about the cops (especially those who protect him daily), he could have just picketed a police station. But that never would have gotten him prime real estate on the cover of GQ. I’ll paraphrase what I said on The Five—turning on football to find a political statement would be like turning on The Five and finding us playing badminton.

Identity politics didn’t infect only sports. Look at what it did to the entertainment industry. You can’t watch award shows without being lectured by Hollywood on gender and race. Meanwhile, as they lecture you, they turn a blind eye to assorted sex pests in their midst—or standing at the lectern with them. Yes, the #MeToo movement has finally made them look inward, to a degree, but only because they were finally forced to. And imagine this irony: If Hillary had become president, do you think we would have heard about her greatest supporter, Harvey Weinstein? Fact is, the only reason Hollywood started publicly paying penance for its perversion is because finally the spotlight was on it. You become noble once the options for alternatives disappear.

Look at any college campus: Identity politics has irreparably damaged academia. If you’re not part of the aggrieved group of the month, chances are you’re going to be made uncomfortable at least three times a day. If you do not apologize for being born who you are, God help you.

If you’re invited to speak at a college, and you’re not a vetted social justice warrior, good luck getting a word in edgewise, as mobs of misery merchants will chant for your silence, likely on their mommy and daddy’s (and the taxpayer’s) dime. Worse, they will advocate violence in order to silence. Speeches by Ben Shapiro (a fairly polite kid, if you ask me) now require hundreds of thousands of dollars’ worth of security to maintain his safety.

College used to be an education soaked in beer; now it’s indoctrination drenched in fear. The cult is identity politics, and it’s bloomed into a full-time religion, complete with sins, indulgences, high priestesses, and punishments.

No one is safe from identity politics—including those who push it themselves. See the Democratic Party as it devours its own. Meanwhile, Hillary ran on identity and little else.

Hence, she lost. She treated everyone else the way she treated the help, and depended on her chromosomal makeup to carry the day. It didn’t. Now her party reviles her. They detest her. She rigged the damn thing, then she lost. As I used to say when I played Monopoly in juvenile detention (up until 2015, actually), if you’re going to cheat, you better win. She couldn’t even do that. What a ferocious loser. She screwed her party the way her husband screwed the intern—without a local path of egress. And now her party is devouring her, like an idiot cannibal gnawing on his own gangrenous foot.

Identity politics, like water, flows in the path of least resistance. Which is why, if you don’t fight back, you’ll likely drown.


Note to Readers: This is where the Monologues start. Forgive me if I interrupt here and there. I get as bored as you do.



January 13, 2014

In a new essay, Hillary Clinton claims that America doesn’t do enough for women. Translation, America doesn’t do enough for Hillary. And you can fix that by electing her. It’s a smart but predictable move.


I take back that “smart” part.



In 2007, she was the most qualified Democrat for president, and she got tossed aside for a little-known grad student with a résumé thinner than Kate Moss’s septum.


In the spirit of equality, I would like to replace that metaphor with “Brian Stelter’s hair.”



So, why was she dumped like an aging first wife for a younger model?

Well, in the highly competitive world of identity politics, black trumps female. Voting for Obama became historical instead of hysterical.


Maybe Hillary should’ve claimed to be part Cherokee, too? The car, not the nation.



So, Hillary realizes for her to win now, what was once about color must now be about chromosomes. A vote for her is a vote for all women. And even better, criticism of Hillary will now be viewed as sexist, the way criticism of Obama was seen as racist.

But if she claims America doesn’t help women, then what country does?


Holy crap—did I call this one or what? Let’s review this. I stated that:

• Hillary would run primarily—or rather, only, as a woman.

• If you denied her the right to be president, you denied her this on the basis of gender.

• Therefore she really didn’t have to try to win your vote. Instead you had to win immunity against accusations of sexism by voting for her.

• That’s how you got Trump! Sure, a lot of women voted for Hillary, but a lot of women voted for Trump, too—women who had previously voted for Obama—and in places that mattered more.



October 28, 2014

Right now, America is a barroom brawl, populated by exhausted drunks, tearing each other to pieces. Why are they fighting? All we know is the bar is trashed and it’s time to stop, shake hands, and clean the damn place up. That’s the endpoint of identity politics, an emotionally charged, bitterly driven ideology that operates solely on anger and retribution. For if one identity must be pursued, another must be accused. But what has this pernicious behavior brought?

A torn, distracted, angry country. We are that ruined bar, with our enemies outside laughing at our internal turmoil. Strange that it’s Bill Clinton echoing this sentiment, at the human rights campaign dinner on Saturday. Behold his majesty. . . . “I believe in ways large and small, peaceful and sometimes violent, that the biggest threat to our future children and grandchildren is the poison of identity politics that preaches that our differences are far more important than our common humanity.”


He really said this! If Hillary hadn’t hated him already . . .



That is amazing—and from a member of the party that mastered identity warfare. This is their sport.

I suppose the good news is that in a world besieged by division, even some liberals are tapped out. Perhaps they realize that obsession with race and gender has made this country more obsessed with race and gender.

Identity, once reflected by achievement, has now assumed cultish malice.

The result: misconduct, masked as empowerment.

Now, perhaps Bill is saying all this stuff for the benefit of Hillary.


Meaning, he gets to be the bad cop, the sober adult in the face of juvenile rantings of identity finger-pointing that Hillary indulges, but really doesn’t mean.



It’s clever that he’s condemning a practice still extolled by Sharpton, Holder, and Jarrett, all White House darlings. But I don’t care, I’m so desperate for a new patriotism, a happier union based on the American idea, that I don’t care who’s with me, even Bill.

Although I’m not touching the cigars.


Yes, a cheap joke at Bill’s expense—but I’m allowed this, since I spent the previous paragraphs praising him. And also, if the Clintons won’t go away, Bill’s “indiscretions” remain fair game. By the way, “Indiscretions” should be the name of his boat, if he ever chooses to have one. And he should. Something about the idea of having Bill adrift in international waters surrounded by jaded supermodels puts me at ease.



October 29, 2014

In the Washington Post, a dad explains why he isn’t paying for his kids’ college. He says it’s better to teach them the value of work, which then teaches them about money while also pointing them toward professions that they might like. It makes sense: College doesn’t corner the market in education.
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