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THIS BOOK IS DEDICATED with all my heart and soul to every brave American warrior of the U.S. Armed Forces who served and sacrificed, so “we the people” can live in what I hope is this perpetual experiment in self-government as free and sovereign beings. I dedicate this effort also to my dad, Warren Henry Nugent—one of these warriors, who taught me discipline, a hard-core work ethic, and accountability; and to my uncle John Nugent, who along with Dad introduced me to the ultimate discipline that is firearm fun: handling, responsibility, and appreciation. Also to all the dedicated warrior activists on the not-so-mean streets of this great country in the National Rifle Association, Gun Owners of America, Brass Roots, Jews for the Preservation of Firearms Ownership, and all the prohunting and pro-Second Amendment organizations across the land—especially the Ted Nugent United Sportsmen of America members who fervently fight for the basic self-evident truths and our sacred right to keep and bear arms for defense of self, family, home, and country. And to all the courageous men and women of law enforcement who commit their lives to serve and protect with the very arms that “we the people” must use to defend ourselves. And finally, this tome, like everything I do in my wonderful, adventurous,  blessed life, is dedicated to my mother Marion Dorothy Nugent; brothers Jeff and John, sister Kathy, and their families; and my awe-inspiring Tribe Nuge: soulmate and wife Shemane, sons and best hunting buddies Toby and Rocco, and wonderful daughters Sasha and Starr and her family. Godbless the Tribe, Godbless America. And Godbless the attitude. [image: 002]
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The Thin Blue Line, One Ass to Risk





“Every moving thing that liveth shall be meat for you.”

GENESIS 9:3
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“Now therefore take, I pray thee, thy weapons, thy quiver and thy bow, and go out and take me some venison.”

GENESIS 27:3





Your life starts at Point A and ends at Point B.

Kick maximum ass!





[A NOTE ON STYLE]


SOME FOLKS MIGHT REMEMBER that George Bernard Shaw—a sandal-wearing socialist vegetarian—tried to reform the spelling of the English language. Big deal. Big musty flop. This book—by the hard-drivin’, hard-lovin’, full-throbbin’, high-octane, deerslayin’, allthings-scarin’, ballistic guitarboy—Nugetizes it. Get ready to rock, doc. [image: 005]






[FOREWORD]


IN MANY RESPECTS, Ted Nugent is a modern anachronism. As you will soon read, he believes in things and acts in ways that are of a distant past to most Americans. Make no mistake, he is not a little independent—he is a very independent person. He does things Ted’s way. He thrives on intellect, self-reliance, passion, and common sense logic. He has no tolerance for people who wish to trample on or diminish his family’s peaceable lifestyle.

At risk to his professional career, Ted Nugent has vociferously promoted hunting and the right to defend ourselves and our loved ones. Those of us who closely follow the hunting/shooting sports have long realized he is the only celebrity who consistently carries our message to our fellow nonhunting/nongun owning Americans. The amount of pro-hunting/Second Amendment press  he has generated is staggering and unprecedented in the history of the shooting sports. Over the last ten years he has averaged at least one radio/TV/newspaper interview each day! Make a move or open your mouth to limit hunters’ or gun owners’ rights and you will have to deal with him. Tread on Ted at your own peril.

It would be a vast understatement to simply say that Ted Nugent enjoys guns. He cherishes them all—from BB guns to machine guns. In well-trained hands, he believes the shooting sports can provide a lifetime of enjoyment. Whether it is simply plinking with a .22 rifle or long-range handgun target shooting, Ted Nugent relishes his shooting time with his family and friends. While he is a phenomenal shot with a bow and arrow, he is even a better shot with a handgun. Gun control to Ted is putting the second bullet in the hole the first bullet made. He ardently believes that if you really want to improve a kid’s hand-eye coordination, shelve the video games and put a .410 shotgun or bow and arrow in his or her hands. According to Ted, you won’t find one kid in a gang with a hunter safety certificate in his back pocket.

While he clearly is astounded over how some people believe animals have rights and that America would be better off if all guns were banned, Ted Nugent is more perplexed over the lack of response from hunters and gun owners. He has often said that apathy within hunting’s ranks is a cancer far worse than anything the  antihunters or antigun advocates could ever hope to accomplish. He will tell you that if your elected officials don’t know your name, you aren’t doing enough. If you are a gun owner and aren’t a member of the National Rifle Association you might as well be a card-carrying member of Handgun Control, Inc. If you hunt and don’t belong to a state hunting organization and a national organization like Ted Nugent United Sportsmen of America, you are no better than antihunters.

He genuinely enjoys speaking to folks. I have seen him stop in airport terminals, grocery stores, his sons’ athletic events, restaurants, etc., to talk with fellow hunters, music fans, parents, cops, and people from all walks of life. Don’t expect just a quick “hello” and an autograph if he has the time. My advice if you meet Ted: pack a lunch and be prepared for some of the most engaging, entertaining conversation you have ever had. If you have your children with you, Uncle Ted always has some encouraging words for them such as socking anybody in the nose who offers them drugs or alcohol.

You should know Ted Nugent is not without his critics in the shooting sports. Some believe his message is too blunt. Others don’t like that he talks about “the kill” in hunting. Still others don’t like that he intersperses wit and humor into his interviews. To define his critics he often uses this analogy: A young child is being swept away in a raging river, and Ted dives in at his own  peril and rescues the child from drowning. Coughing up water and nearly drowned himself, he crawls up the bank of the river with the child safely in his grasp and gives the child to the parents who then throw the child back into the river because they didn’t like the way Ted swam as he rescued their child.

Seriousness aside, Ted Nugent is blessed with a tremendous sense of humor. If laughs aren’t on the agenda, don’t invite Ted. Throughout this book you will see that sense of humor shine through. Of the hundreds of phone calls we have shared, dozens of hunts, and time spent at his concerts, I cannot think of one of these instances where we didn’t share a hearty laugh. I recall once when Saturday Night Live did a parody of his hunting lifestyle, many of his hunting friends were upset. Conversely, he found the skit wildly hysterical. Rarely will you see him without a huge grin on his face.

Indeed, there are only four things in life to be fearful of: a coiled rattlesnake, a grizzly sow with cubs, a charging cape buffalo, and Ted Nugent in the left lane in a rent-a-car.

Enjoy the book. Welcome to Full Bluntal Nugety.

 




—WARD PARKER 
National Director’s Chairman 
Ted Nugent United Sportsmen of America 
Summer 2000





PART I

COCKED, LOCKED, AND READY TO ROCK, DOC

A strong body makes the mind strong. As to the species of exercises, I advise the gun. While this gives moderate exercise to the body, it gives boldness, enterprise and independence to the mind. Games played with the ball, and others of that nature, are too violent for the body and stamp no character on the mind. Let your gun, therefore, be the constant companion of your walks.

THOMAS JEFFERSON


 


Firearms stand next in importance to the Constitution itself. They are the American people’s liberty teeth and keystone under independence…. From the hour the pilgrims landed, to the present day events, occurrences and tendencies prove that to insure peace, security and happiness, the rifle and pistol are equally indispensable…. The very atmosphere of firearms everywhere restrains evil interference—they deserve a place of honor with all that’s good.

GEORGE WASHINGTON


 


Had America continued with the quality control of disciplined gun safety education as did our forefathers up through the 1960s, coupled with commonsense law enforcement and a justice system that recognizes something resembling justice, we would not have to be scrambling for such apparent damage control now.

TED NUGENT


 


When in doubt, whip it out.

NUGE
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[CHAPTER 1]

I’M JUST A GUITAR PLAYER, BUT...


SCREECHING TIRES SCREAMED in my right ear as burning rubber erupted just outside my open taxicab window, and I instinctively recoiled and spun to see the cause. The green Chevy shortbed pickup truck’s off-road suspension rocked and rolled as it stopped and angled sharply across the congested rush hour traffic lanes of Collins Avenue. Stinking, rubbery, blue smoke billowed from the extended wheel wells of the still bucking half-ton. Immediately, two shirtless, muscled men catapulted from the cab, leaping up and over the tool-filled bed, yelling outrage at the occupant of the small, silver Japanese car they had just cut off. A tall, young, dark-haired Cuban-looking man unfolded his lanky frame from the cornered vehicle, and my eyes zeroed in on the black fanny pouch he wore slightly off center at his waist.


Only a coward would want fewer good guys with guns on the streets in today’s world. Only a fool would support—much less design—such a policy of helplessness.



Just moments before, easing into a wonderful night with my lovely wife Shemane, I had been in standard “Condition Yellow.” That is a state of relaxed awareness, a condition one trains to maintain so as to be not just cognizant of one’s surroundings, but ultimately prepared for the unexpected. Now, I was jolted instantly past phase two of my training, Condition Orange, and headfirst into full-blown Condition Red. Knowing of the recent dramatic increase in concealed weapon permits issued here in South Florida, I instantly thought “GUN!” My tactical law enforcement training kicked in.

Powerful, soul-driving instincts came alive and, with my left hand, I swung open the left, curbside door, shoving my precious wife to cover behind the only bullet-stopping shield available—the rear wheel of our gridlocked cab. At once my right hand flipped open my cell phone and I punched #1, speed dialing 911. I yelled intensely to the taxi driver to get down as the dispatch operator came on. My eyes clicked to eagle mode and peered intently at the escalating clash as the two muscular attackers bowled over their target with violent force.  Slammed to the concrete and already bloody, the overwhelmed young man somehow thrust both hands into his belt pouch as fist after fist nailed his head and upper torso with machine gun–like repetition. I figured, “This is it, here comes the gun.” But instead of producing just a gun, he flailingly yanked both a gun and a police badge at once. Knowing all too well the statistics of cops being slain with their own guns (one in six), my fear and awareness intensified and went into overdrive, proportionate to the escalating confrontation before me.

Clueless, sheep-like citizens were now gathering around the bloody fisticuffs, gawking as if it were a cockfight. Meanwhile, a stainless .357 magnum was wildly whipping about, as the off-duty Dade County policeman was struggling to control his revolver and fighting for his life. Bloody fists were flying like mad dog, muscle-driven pile-drivers—the skinny cop was bloody, his shirt pulled up over his head, and he was being thrown about the pavement like a rag doll by the powerful duo.

Maybe two or three seconds had transpired thus far when I responded to the 911 operator, overemphasizing my diction and resolve to deliver the urgency and clear details of my potentially lifesaving message: “A PLAINCLOTHES POLICE OFFICER IS BEING ASSAULTED BY TWO SHIRTLESS CAUCASIAN MEN ON THE EAST CURBSIDE OF NORTHBOUND  COLLINS AVENUE AT THE ROYAL HOTEL DRIVEWAY. THEY ARE FIGHTING FOR THE POLICEMAN’S GUN. MY NAME IS TED NUGENT, AND I AM A SPECIAL DEPUTY FROM GENESSEE COUNTY, MICHIGAN. I AM SIX FOOT TWO, CAUCASIAN, WEARING SHORTS, A YELLOW SLEEVELESS SHIRT, I HAVE A LONG PONYTAIL, I AM ARMED AND GOING IN TO HELP THE OFFICER. SEND POLICE AND AN AMBULANCE IMMEDIATELY.”

In nonstop motion I flipped my Motorola cell phone shut, instructed Shemane to stay behind the wheel beside the cab, pocketed my phone, made sure my Glock Model 20, 10mm handgun was clear and forward on my right hip for optimum access, whipped open my sheriff’s badge in my left hand, and charged forcefully into the melee like a mother grizzly sow protecting her cubs. I could taste rage, fear, blood, and terror. I was 190 pounds of broiling adrenaline. All systems, 100 PERCENT, DUMP NOW! Full Bluntal Nugety. The MotorCity Madman in his prime. Somewhere inside me a prayer gushed forth.

My vision was a laser beam, and I distinctly saw only the three players in a tunnel surrounded by haze; my eyes riveted on the spinning silver handgun. My mindset was ridiculously clear. If the two assailants got  control of the cop’s gun, I would be ready and obligated to use my law enforcement training in the use of deadly force to neutralize the threat and save the officer’s life and other innocent lives. So with flamethrowing eyeballs wider and wilder than my Cat Scratch Fever album cover photo, crazy-ass rock ’n’ roll hair flying, and my loudest, most insane Double Live Gonzo spit enhanced screams, I yelled at the top of my petrified lungs, “STOP, POLICE! GET THE FUCK BACK, POLICE!!!,” nearly shoving my badge clean through the face of the closest guy. To my utter astonishment and relief, both perpetrators actually ceased their aggression, let go of the cop, put up their hands, and backed away from their fallen, bloody victim.


Criminals celebrate when politicians clear the path for their destructive ways.



At that moment a covey of uniformed officers converged on the scene from all directions, both on foot and in patrol cars, like angry killer bees and immediately and conclusively took control. Luckily, my gold sheriff deputy shield identified me readily as a good guy, for the responding officers had guns drawn, pointing at all of our faces, eyes afire, thus escalating my fear a few more notches into the stratosphere. I was beyond uncool. At any moment I would surely turn into a puddle of foaming piss and hair. All responding officers were wildly   aggressive with the two perps, slamming them violently onto the hoods of the patrol cars, three on one. They handcuffed them and shoved them into the police cars. A virtual whitewater rapids of adrenaline still ran amok.

I stuck around just long enough to give a long, hyperventilated, and detailed statement to one of the officers. Then Shemane and I celebrated our tenth anniversary as calmly and enjoyably as could be expected after such an intense adrenaline-infested experience. My head verily spun with the possibilities that might have been. Certainly, if it were not for the gun in my belt, law enforcement training, instantaneous decision-making awareness, and attitude to do the right thing, there is no way in hell I would have ever gotten involved in such an outright deadly dangerous situation. But I did, I do, and I will. I could do it because I had the necessary tool for the job at hand. My primary instinct and drive to survive dictated all my actions. Without a means to defend—without the Glock loaded and ready with sixteen rounds of Cor-Bon ammo riding ever ready in my Galco holster—I would have been as helpless as the rest of the defenseless public standing by without a clue. To my mind, it is wholly irresponsible to go into the world incapable of preventing violence, injury, crime, and death. How feeble is the mindset to accept defenselessness. How unnatural. How cheap. How cowardly. How pathetic.

Only a coward would want fewer good guys with guns on the streets in today’s world. Only a fool would support—much less design—such a policy of helplessness. When President Bill Clinton lies about putting 100,000 new cops on the streets, but refuses to allow millions of dedicated, trained law enforcement and licensed citizen warriors to carry their guns legally across the country, the writing is on the wall. In Congress, House Resolution 218—Community Protection Act—would remedy this foolish situation, but Al Gore, Bill Clinton, Sarah Brady, Janet Reno, Charlie Schumer, Bill Bradley, Dianne Feinstein, and their antihuman ilk will have none of it thank you. Criminals celebrate when politicians clear the path for their destructive ways.

The options for me that day were blatantly obvious: (1) stand around like the other helpless souls and stare, (2) hide and whimper, (3) run, or (4) put a halt to the unacceptable situation, neutralize the violence, and save innocent lives. The only way possible is with a warrior attitude and a gun. Any questions? Dial 1-800-NUMBNUT. Next. [image: 007]






[CHAPTER 2]

WALKIN’ TALL


EVERY DAY SINCE I LEFT home after graduating from high school in 1967 at the tender age of eighteen, I have instinctively taken my independence seriously. As a matter of practice I have stuffed my pockets with simple yet specific urban survival gear: a clean handkerchief, a pocketknife, a wad of thin guitar picks, my wallet with some cash and ID, and a handful of ammo. The attitude came naturally, too. Snugged into my belt in the small of my back went a silver 2-inch roundbutt Smith & Wesson Model 19, .357 magnum revolver. I wouldn’t have it any other way. I didn’t give it a ton of thought. It just seemed like the right thing to do. Be prepared. The alternative would be to flounder like a weenie. I’d rather stand up next to the mountain and chop it down with the edge of my hand.


Drugs and alcohol destroy one’s level of awareness sure as hell. This is not an opinion. It is a self-evident truth I thought I would pass along for the benefit of those not paying attention.



Surrounded by stoned hippies preaching peace and love like so many lost souls, I stood tall, different, cocked, locked, and ready to rock. For the life of me I could not imagine the intellectual bankruptcy that would allow anyone to intentionally pursue a reduced level of awareness, much less accept total defenselessness. I lived in the shadows of Detroit City, for God’s sake. What kind of spineless dolt would dare venture forth virtually incapable of wiping his or her nose or surviving the vicious predator mentality of the paroled masses on the planet of the apes? Not I, sayeth the guitarboy. Want my car? Come and get it, Cornelius.

And the pressure was intense.


I was always different. Nobody understood. I didn’t play Follow the Leader, cuz I was always in the woods. They hadn’t invented peer pressure yet, it seemed I stood alone. But my daddy had a vision—love, family, and a home. Punks used to laugh at me, they said, how can ya rock  and not get high? So I just stood my ground, and I watched those assholes fall and die.



That’s a lyric from my huntsong, “I Just Wanna Go Huntin’,” and it’s accurate. Though I was certainly blessed and deeply appreciative to connect with many dedicated virtuoso musicians early on, beyond our musical relationship nothing else about our lifestyles or ideologies related in any way, shape, or form. I could not have been more different. Makes me think of a song title, “You Talk Sunshine, I Shit Napalm.” Of course, it would have to be a lovesong. I not only turned down dope from my fellow musicians and friends, I actually was defiant enough to refuse the lube of trendy chemicals from the adventurous silken hands of dynamo-humbabes. En masse. On the eternal prowl. Looking for guitarlove. I craved getting laid beyond the best of’em, but not if it meant destroying my level of awareness or compromising my senses and drooling. Not only that, but all the hippie chicks had crabs. I was looking for the special ones. You know, those that put value on personal hygiene. I don’t need no fancy types; I needs the ones that’s clean, hey baby.

If I remember correctly—and being free of poisons for fifty-two years, I do—it was around ’59 that I invented the middle finger. Not just any middle finger, mind you,  but a specialized SWAT, throbbing, bulbous, gutridden, dirty-nailed middle digit of intense defiance. Unlike the hipsters with their vacuous “rebel without a cause” bullshit, I had a major cause called quality of independent life. I was Rosa Parks with a loud guitar. And the lovely silver gun hidden in my belt during the outlando drug-infested hippie years went undetected and unexposed. I saved my total uninhibitedness for guitartime. America can thank its lucky stars that I didn’t get stoned. I would have shot everybody. Might not have been a bad idea. Of course, I didn’t have to, because plenty of them killed themselves in the name of hip. Hey, I got a good idea, let’s go to a jam session tonight and celebrate the spirited, creative overjuiceflow of Jimi Hendrix, Keith Moon, Mike Bloomfield, Brian Jones, Phil Lynott, Dennis Wilson, Bon Scott, John Belushi, Janis Joplin, Jim Morrison, Jerry Garcia, and a stupifyingly long list of the hippest idiots that ever lived. And died. Would if we could, but Jimi got high and Jimi’s dead, I went huntin’ and I’m still Ted. And I was the fool, right? They all laughed at me because I wouldn’t indulge in their feeble drug and booze games. The one time Jimi saw my gun, he thought I was way out there. Now they ain’t got no life nowhere. ’Scuse me whilst I kiss the sky.

And the peacenicks wouldn’t just offer me drugs, they would get nasty and belligerent—often violent.  They were dumbfounded that the energized, out of control wildman with the unleashed, mastadon-mating, roaring, feedback guitar would actually say no to the groovy drug of the week. But I did more than just say no. Oh yeah, I did. I busted more hippies’ noses than all the narcboys in the free world. There were times I would have to punch my way out of a room because these imbeciles would get physical and try to force joints and cocaine and shit into my face.

Like one night down in Huntsville, Alabama, around ’69, some typically dirty, smelly, booger-ridden hippie goofball in a mustard-stained Grateful Dead, nasty-ass, roadkill-smelling-like-hell ragshirt really got pushy with his vial of coke. He was absolutely incredulous that his hero, The MotorCity Madman, would actually turn down his blow. This jerk couldn’t comprehend my declining on sheer principle. To him, that was just inconceivable. He thought I was turning down his personal peace offering, and he got deeply offended and noisy, his fragile, tofu-driven senses being crushed, dontchya know. Of course, the middle finger within Young Ted went ballistic when he started pushing and shoving. And remember, when I use the word ballistic, I take the lovely term to heart. I merely pretended to acquiesce, took his shit, and lured him into the nearest bathroom where I proceeded to flush his sacred poison  down the toilet. He went mentally berserk, what can best be described as an accidental or negligent pineal discharge, and lunged for me and his precious escape drugs. At which point, I slammed his face into the bowl along with the coke, then dragged him out into the backstage hallway where I threw him at the feet of some young security officer, who I hope had his nightstick way with the turd. I never asked. If only we had vidcams then. You’d want a copy.

But I also never pulled my gun. It would have been total overkill—which has a nice ring to it, but I wouldn’t dare. I value my freedom deeply. And there are empirical laws of the jungle. The truism of tooth, fang, and claw has a certain, unmovable, immemorial honor that must be upheld. One who carries a gun can never get into a pissing match with the fleebs. A gunboy must remain above that pit of pettiness. Feelings be damned; it’s lives we wish to save.

This hippie dippie drugnut nonsense went undeterred everywhere I toured throughout the ’60s, ’70s, and well into the ’80s. Hell, even into the ’90s for God’s sake. Astonishingly enough, I am aware that it still goes on today, though the participating pukes avoid me, America’s #1 narc rocker, like the plague. It saddens me immensely, not just that the vast majority of musicians and entertainers who receive the majority of media coverage  are viciously antigun and antihunting, but more so that the typical anti is more than willing to tolerate or indulge in—and therefore encourage—the insanity of drugs. I would like to repeat an important announcement I have been screaming nonstop for thirty years—the drug experiment is over, and Victoria has no secrets!  See that mudhole over yonder, kids? See all the crippled folk drooling in their wheelchairs? See the tubes attached? They failed to check the water’s depth a long time ago, and all these paralyzed people dove in anyway. They all broke their necks, cantchya see? Read that huge neon sign over there. It says: THE WATER’S NOT DEEP ENOUGH! IF YOU DIVE IN LIKE THEY DID, YOU WILL BE PARALYZED TOO! Which part don’t they get?

Drugs and alcohol destroy one’s level of awareness sure as hell. This is not an opinion. It is a self-evident truth I thought I would pass along for the benefit of those not paying attention. And I beseech each and every one out there who gives a good goddamn about quality of life to spread this good word far and wide. Intolerance would be a step in the right direction. Please. Good Lord!

To see monstrously talented bands like the Red Hot Chili Peppers, in the 1990s for God’s sake, destroy themselves with drugs and even heroin is mind-boggling  to say the least. Thank God they’ve survived and cleaned up. Most of these mind-altered bands would leap at the chance to help with an antigun benefit, but wallow in denial that drug and alcohol abuse slaughter a thousand times as many innocent lives as all gunplay combined. Go figure.

And don’t believe for a minute the wild-ass lies of their stoned leaders like Jann Wenner of “Rolling Stoned” magazine. As head honcho of Cease Fire, this goofball blatantly manipulates and controls the words and pages of his powerful publications under the bulletproof umbrella of the First Amendment while he laughs out loud wiping his ass with the Second. Though oft repeated in rags like his, a handgun IS NOT forty-seven times more likely to kill a family member, unless of course, you and the whole tribe are in the crack runnin’ trade and/or on parole as a lifestyle. That ramrod figure is as false as Jann’s wedding vows. After he left his wife and children to go off into the sunset, ass in hand, with his new boyfriend, he turned up his antigun heat by increasing his hateful editorials and free magazine ad space with outrageous twisted lies about guns and gun owners.

Meanwhile, the government’s own statistics prove overwhelmingly that since the various Clinton gunbans, the resulting huge and unprecedented increase in  gun ownership and concealed weapons permits nationwide has America experiencing the lowest violent crime rate, including gun crimes, in more than forty years. John Lott, Jr., senior research scholar at Yale Law School, and David Mustard, economist at the University of Georgia, concluded with their eighteen-year scientific study and Lott’s book More Guns, Less Crime that, indeed, more guns, less crime is truly common sense. Those who wish to disarm America hate to admit it, but the FBI, Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco, and Firearms (BATF), National Shooting Sports Foundation, Center for Disease Control, and all national crime studies substantiate this conclusion. And how tough is it to grasp that when the law disarms good guys, bad guys rejoice? Why haven’t Sam Donaldson, Tom Brokaw, Dan Rather, et. al. mentioned that recently? Statistically, for every round fired in the commission of a crime, literally trillions are fired legally, safely, and properly. That’s a trillion to one! [image: 008]






[CHAPTER 3]

THE LYING MEDIA


I’VE KNOWN IT FOREVER, and Jesse Ventura figured it out pretty quick. The vast majority of America’s free press does not report news, they make it up. Anyone who dismisses the claims of a conspiracy is either a paid employee of the media or a deaf, dumb, and blind fool. Especially dumb. Though the examples are too numerous to list, one of my favorites is the number of times I have watched a network newscast on crime. I cannot count the instances I have witnessed where a violent assault or murder was being “reported,” and though the crime was already determined to have been committed with a pipe, bat, knife, club, or hatchet, there was that ever present graphic of a handgun shown in maximum size on the TV screen right next to the ohso-compassionate anchorhead’s face. The power of repetitious imagery is the ultimate propaganda. They know it and continue it intentionally.


The vast majority of America’s free press does not report news, they make it up.



There was the time around 1996 when an overly creative pop music critic of a Texas newspaper wrote his review of my sold-out concert at the Starplex Amphitheater. Being forty-seven years clean and sober at the time, my observations from the stage that night, like every night, are the most accurate to be had, bias be damned. I feed and thrive on these eagle-eye, face-to-face observations in order to custom tune my set and performance to suck maximum positive exuberance from the workin’ hard, playin’ hard supporters in attendance over all these years and deliver to them the absolute best rockout I possibly can for their hard-earned money. I take this longrunning relationship very, very seriously.

This particular concert was an undeniable musical escapade for my band. We went where no whites have gone before on a musical, emotional, sonic bombast, cerebral, intestinal, sexual, sensual, predator, primal scream, soul of man, and spiritual level. It was nothing short of a damn middle finger lovefest. Michael Cartellone on drums and Michael Lutz on the bass guitar were sensational, inspired. These guys work themselves into a lather, they put so much heart and soul into their performances.  They are the gruesome twosome of high velocity rhythm and blues. Absolute monster virtuosos.

This evening we were as tight on as our heroes James Brown and his Famous Flames. We are always intensely motivated to kill ourselves for every audience every night out of sheer pride in musicianship and the musical escapade we create. We give it all we got. I invented and perfected Hi-Energy rock ’n’ roll. The outrageous energy, tightness, cohesiveness, passion, outright piss and vinegar we produced this night was truly special. After all, we were in the land of Stevie Ray Vaughn, ZZ Top, and the powerful history of guitar slingers par excellence on which Texas had been spoiled. My enthusiasm was at a frightening high. The crowd was on its feet the entire ninety minutes, and the unanimous dancing, cheering, roaring, smiling response throughout the set was undeniable. Unless of course you were a renowned ultra-liberal, gun-hating, NRA-bashing, hunting-despising, Nugent-slamming, stoned trendgeek of a pop music critic, that is.

Now, mind you, if you are antigun and antihunter in your politics, there is plenty about Uncle Ted to criticize, even hate, without looking too hard. There should be no reason to lie. But I have always brought out the best in people, especially frustrated Grateful Dead fans like that ol’ pop critic. They cannot stand that I have  been selling out concerts in Texas for more than thirtythree years, still holding many attendance records there with guaranteed standing ovations every night, making all my own decisions, being my own boss, and celebrating Full Bluntal Nugety with relentless aplomb. So in his tortured frustration he resorted to lying. He claimed ol’ Nuge was “plodding” and “lifeless.” Well, there ya have it, kids. Accurate, honest, descriptive words if there were any to describe what it is I do with my guitar. He referenced specifically the “lifeless” version of my lovesong, “DOG EAT DOG” from the alleged “plodding” performance that night. The beauty of his wonderful writing style is that on that particular night, “DOG EAT DOG” was in fact NOT performed at all. Not a good version or a bad version. No version. It was not on the setlist. Hello? He also went into a vicious diatribe in his pop critic column on how I “ranted all night about the NRA and guns in general.” But I didn’t mention the word “guns” even once that night, as any tape recording of the show proves. Meanwhile, this inept, dishonest, unprofessional “journalist” continues to have unobstructed delivery of his misinformation to the public. Truth? He don’t care’bout no stinkin’ truth. The boy got agenda.

CBS got agenda, too, as it proved when it produced a deliberate fraud on one of its twisted gun specials. In this particular episode of CBS’s 48 Hours, they  cleverly edited footage of a standard, legal semi-automatic rifle, supposedly being converted to full auto within nine short minutes. Much to their journalistic suicide, the machine gun they showed on TV at the end of the so called “conversion” was a completely different arm altogether. An expert from the BATF later said that the claimed conversion was virtually impossible.
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