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To everyone out there who shares the risk today, and who will share the risk tomorrow










HOW I GOT AWAY WITH FLIPPING THE ENTERTAINMENT WORLD UPSIDE DOWN


We are living in the age of the flip: where everything you assumed to be pretty much stable has been turned on its head, and for the better (mostly). This flip has occurred in nearly every area of life—from art to politics, from cities to humor; from drug policy to your very own perceptions of the universe. This book is, in part, about this phenomenon, but focusing mainly on one precious flip: the reversal of the late-night comedy landscape, performed by yours truly (with immeasurable help from others).










FOREWORD


In the past, the assumption was that the Right was always serious, and rarely funny—as stiff as your dad trying to dance to Earth, Wind & Fire at a wedding, or as unmovable as an abandoned hiker on Mount Everest. In short—as dead as Dan Rather (he’s dead, right?).


And of course, it was the Left that took chances and risks with language and ideas—making them perfect comedians. That was true, for a while—when the Left could take a joke way back when. But now, if Richard Pryor or George Carlin were alive, they would run screaming from campuses, chased by a crowd of nonbinary Oberlin students. They would be hanging out with the Babylon Bee before they’d give Colbert or Kimmel the time of day.


We now are the funny people, and everyone else are in a state of anxious denial. Shockingly, this development has been terrible for those other guys at late night.


But awesome for their therapists.


“So (Seth, Jimmy, Stephen, Jimmy) are you still having recurring nightmares about Greg Gutfeld? Any more thoughts of jumping off the chocolate M&M in Times Square when you think about the path you chose for your career? Do you still feel personally responsible for getting Trump elected? Don’t answer that, our time is up for today… Oh yeah, that’ll be $800.”










PREFACE ONE The Letter Informing Me That I Might Be Dying



It’s roughly 1984, I’m twenty years old, and I’m coming home from the University of California, Berkeley, to see my mom in sunny San Mateo. For my entire life of living there, we had a mailbox on the left side of the garage door of our small house, where if you felt above the slot, you’d find the cheaply installed button to open the garage. I had my bags over one shoulder, and slipped my fingers in and up, and the door rose up.


I’d done this thousands of times in my life, once I had reached the height in order to do so (at age nineteen). Then when the door stopped at ceiling height, I would peer in to see if there was any mail. We lived in the suburbs, and by “we” I mean me and my mom, a widow. So most of the mail was coupon envelopes, laminated postcards from a local creepy handyman and lawn care specialist (his van never had implements I could plainly recognize as gardening tools), and maybe something that resembled a monthly calendar from the church.


But this time would be different.


There was one thing in that box that I would never forget.


A human finger.


Or more specifically, it was my finger, holding a letter from a major hospital, addressed to Mr. Gutfeld. Since I was the only Mr. Gutfeld left in my family, I took all of that mail now. Because, for better or worse, I was now Mr. Gutfeld. I paid some of the bills and answered a lot of the calls. My dad had recently died.


Of what?


Good question.


I killed him. With my bare hands. Oh, sure, he put up a struggle from his hospital bed, but three feet of gauze shoved down anybody’s throat will do the trick.


I kid. But since this is only page 2 of the book, why not give you a jolt, to keep you from putting it down. Honestly I’ve never written about this stuff before, so forgive me for the jokes.


I walked past my mom’s Japanese (I can’t remember the brand) mini station wagon. Typical of any car driven by a sixty-year-old woman, it was impeccable, not a scratch, with less mileage than what people put on their slippers.


And as always, in the front seat was a large orange cushion from one of the dining chairs that allowed my mom to see beyond the dashboard. Okay, I’m lying. It was for me! But she had hemorrhoids so we both benefited.


On a good day, she might crack four foot eleven. Luckily, God made me a foot taller than her.


My little mother was in the family room, a housecoated, white-haired hellion sitting in a cluttered but somewhat charming paneled front room with an L-shaped couch fit for her and a dog named “Gin,” and covered in dog hair—glass ring stains on end tables left from whatever dog-named-infused drink a widow sips. The ironing board was to the right of the oversize heaving box of a TV. Remember the Sony Trinitron? It weighed more than the shut-ins who watched it—as wide as it was deep. Thanks to technology everything gets smaller. Except the people.


Above the couch where my mom would sit to watch whatever one watched in 1983 (I believe it was Leave It to Beaver) was a strange painting of a solitary woman, sitting “Indian-style” (Sorry, I meant Elizabeth Warren–style), a gift from my mother’s best friend, who had died a decade or so earlier. It was not an attractive painting. I once tried to google the artist to see if we were sitting on a hidden treasure. But from what I gather, no.


It was a painting likely purchased at one of those art sales at roadside motels, when they unload the stuff they used to place above headboards to hide a fist-size hole where the drugs were stashed.


I once examined the painting in detail for any “please help me” S.O.S.’s etched in blood.


We hugged as always and patted each other on our backs—something I do with everyone now—like burping a baby. I pat them and I don’t know why, but I do this with everyone. My wife hates it when I do it, but I picked it up from my mom. Never one to analyze my behavior, I assume it’s because I never know where to put my hands in a hug—something that was never a problem slow-dancing to the final number at the prom. My mom made an excellent date. Why she had rubbers in her pocketbook is beyond me.


My little mother was built like a hydrant—so much so that if she went to the park in a yellow raincoat, she had to keep moving or dogs would pee on her.


Short, stocky, with a pair of tits that could double as a patio awning, she had a clown’s perm of white hair above her wrinkly face and big glasses, framing a face like a congenial French bulldog (her maiden name was Cauhape, which is French for “fuck off”). She’d been through a lot in the last twenty years, and it seemed like, with my father’s passing (which I had nothing to do with; I can’t stress that enough no matter what that guy on Dateline says), the worst was over.


She was always excited to see me, and me to see her—but it was hard to convey that, given that we were both neurotic and easy to set off. A convivial moment could turn dour if she brought up something I didn’t want to talk about—and likewise, I could do the same to her. I imagine this is how it is with lots of parents and adult kids. But we were especially combative. I once threw a roll of toilet paper at her, which we both reacted to with shocked hilarity.


It’s such a weird thing that the people you know too well, and who know you, too, can’t tolerate each other.


It’s part of life’s equation: It’s easy to be charming to people you casually know. But once you get to know someone, you realize that we’re all imperfect messes—puzzle pieces that can’t fit, even if in our heads we thought we could.


We are all amazingly appealing until we find out how horrible all of us are.


We moved to the kitchen, just off the room past the ironing board, and sat at the swiveled table among the avocado-colored appliances. The kitchen had been redone in the 1970s after my mom’s best friend had died. True, when someone kills themselves in your kitchen you gotta redo it, or the food never tastes the same, because of all the sadness—just kidding. She didn’t die in the kitchen, but a lot of recipes did.


My mom’s pal was a bedridden millionaire, who left my parents three hundred grand or so—which was a lot of money back in the day. I didn’t kill her, either.


When she died, my parents, who were low-middle or maybe even middle class, now had appealing choices in their lives. I could go to the all-boys private high school, unlike my older sisters, who were girls and couldn’t. Remember, this was the late seventies. Men couldn’t get pregnant yet and girls didn’t have penises.


They went to public school—Hillsdale High, home to no one famous except the sisters of Greg Gutfeld. Oh and Nick Vanos (RIP).


So they contemplated moving to a bigger house in tonier areas like Hillsborough, homes of people with swimming pools and mistresses who mysteriously drown in them.


We never moved, though—content to stay on a cul-de-sac on Heather Lane (a perfect street name, by the way, for someone who needs a porn name), in a San Mateo hood called Hillsdale, situated between Hillsdale High and Hillsdale Mall. (Hillsdale Mall was the perfect mall of the early 1970’s. Outdoor, serene, populated by extras from Mad Men.). My sisters went to Hillsdale High. I went to Serra, about one mile away. Unlike me, it was known for sports.


Serra was an all-boy sports powerhouse. I’d already been commuting there, by Schwinn, taking math classes there as an eighth grader before, and it was the first time I really experienced stupidity from above, and not below. Generally as a kid, the dumber kids were younger than you. But in high school, you realized that stupidity was not related to age at all. You could be bullied by a guy who appeared to be in his twenties, but was merely one year older. And God knows whatever was going on in his life that made him want to ruin yours. If anyone had a good life, and was still bullying someone—then that person should die a fiery horrible death. My guess is that person doesn’t exist. Also at this age, you discovered adults can be stupid, too.


Like most in that era, our kitchen had an avocado-shaded fridge, a stacked double oven, and the same nauseating green countertops. The kitchen was smaller than most walk-in closets rich New Yorkers have for their vibrators. I think about that kitchen the way you think about the water faucet in grade school. Jesus, we must have been tiny people to operate in these little spaces. But even in that tiny area, it was a dirty mess.


She opened the fridge to show me the sliced selection of deli meats she bought at Petrini’s market, as well as the beer. I grabbed two bottles and flipped off their caps, sat down, and pulled the letter out of the stack of crap I had just carried in.


I read it silently to myself, and was not prepared for what it turned out to be.


But it all made some final sense when I look back at the final years of my dad’s life.


It might not even be true. But I’m not a doctor, and certainly not a reliable narrator given I am writing this affected by the grape.


I read it aloud, and now, forgive me, but it’s not verbatim. But I’ll do my best to re-create it.




Dear Mr. Gutfeld, we are informing you that during your past surgery, the blood used in the transfusion had been drawn from a blood supply contaminated with HIV. We need you to come in and be tested for HIV at your earliest blah blah blah.





I didn’t add that “blah blah blah.” It was in the letter… just like that!


I kid, I don’t remember the rest, and you might not remember much about this era—but this sort of HIV contamination was a big problem back then. As AIDS raged across the country, bureaucrats were slow to stop the spread because they didn’t want to seem like they were targeting a specific group of people (the black Irish, obviously). To deal with the spread from blood banks, they would have to ban gays from giving blood. Good luck with that.


They eventually did, but not after some people got infected (I believe tennis great Arthur Ashe was one of them).


I know this sort of thing sounds terrible, doesn’t it! Awful. To get a letter that says my dad may have AIDS. Especially since he couldn’t have AIDS, as he was already dead.


It’s definitely not a joking matter. Not something to use for some afternoon prankery. Except for me and my mom, it was.


The letter wasn’t really for me, but for my dad. And he was dead. Maybe from AIDS, but perhaps also from other shit. Who really knows. I didn’t and I don’t ever claim to know for sure. But it made sense, the way he had declined so quickly in a year, after holding on for so long. (He had Cancer for fifteen years. Cancer was the name of our beagle. Just kidding again; I’ll stop.)


My mom had first told me he was sick when I was eight years old, in second grade. Now, up to then, I had had a good run. Had already learned to read. Was pretty good on the math time tables. Was cultivating spontaneous boners when time would allow. So this, in my opinion, was that first moment when life interrupted childhood.


Remember, childhood has almost no real nod to mortality. Your magical grandmother might have passed on—but she was such a strange mystical being you assumed she floated away on a laser beam. You have to remember this: that we all assume that everyone we knew looked “that” way all their lives. Your grandma was always a grandma. Your mom always a mom, at that age. So death was not an aging process, to our young minds. It was removal of sorts—in which a beloved was taken somewhere else.


I wonder how that changes now, when you have social media, mass shootings, and everything—including birth, aging, and death—is recorded. Do children understand mortality far earlier? I can’t begin to understand how that works. Humans, as is, are the only living creatures that know they will die. It’s likely cruel to introduce that reality even sooner than it needs to be. I think about my dog. If he has no concept of death, then what is his problem? Hunger? Pain? Isolation has to be weird when death isn’t on your list of fears.


In that same kitchen, she told me that “daddy isn’t well.” While she was peeling potatoes or something, over the sink—I remember her crying. It shows up in dreams. That scene. A lot happened in that kitchen. My mom was a terrible cook.


I was eighteen before I realized macaroni and cheese shouldn’t twitch.


As her vision got worse, so did her cooking. She’d be like, “Why doesn’t this turkey fit in the oven?” I’d be like, “Mom, that’s the bread box!”


She’d keep things well past their sell date. If something looked old, or curled up, or greenish—you’d just lop it off like it was a gangrene finger. We didn’t need everything to be 100 percent edible. We didn’t make the “perfect the enemy of the good,” especially when it came to a moss-covered liverwurst.


We would find things in our food that might be considered choking hazards, although that could describe most of her dishes. Things like a Band-Aid, clip-on earrings, or car keys. It got so bad I’d wave a metal detector over the meat loaf before I cut it.


That kitchen, by the way, was where I went through the worst drug trip of my life, while my parents made fun of me. The avocado theme didn’t help. But I smoked weed that may have been laced with angel dust (a common rumor at the time to scare people from getting high), and I ended up in the ER. The pot came from one of my sister’s boyfriends, a tennis instructor and low-level pot dealer. My guess is, it was just strong weed. But I learned to never smoke pot again, or play tennis. The last time I saw the tennis bro, he had handed me a large box of porn mags through my bedroom window since he was leaving town. He might have been he most corrupting influence in my life. Or Santa Claus.


As a kid, I didn’t understand my mom’s bad news about my dad at first, but later it started to make devastating sense. Turns out he had cancer first diagnosed when I was four years old. Thyroid cancer. They removed it, put him on meds, and he ended up doing fine. They would give him an expiration date (usually it was three to four years—stuff you’d only hear in soap operas—“Vic, you have two years, tops”), and he’d always surpass it. Until I was nineteen. He started really declining, fast. (My dad’s cancer, apparently, can be traced to the hundreds of X-rays he got as a child when he broke his back. Unlike me, he was an athlete and continued to run track in a back brace. My theory is, he was running only against other white guys so it was easy. At least that’s what I tell myself, as a non-fast runner.)


A lot of people can remember when they first were told about the “birds and the bees.”


I do. I had asked my mom where I came from—maybe I was six at the time. She gave me shockingly specific details. “You came from a hole between my legs.”


That was it. One thing about my mom, no matter what the subject, she never was one to beat around the bush.


But I also wonder, when did we find out about our own mortality? When does the concept of death—our death, not others’—come into view?


I believe it happened for me in that kitchen the day I got that AIDS letter. The thought that we were all gonna die, some sooner than others. The letter was addressed to me, not just to my dad.


Fact is—the letter made total sense, given everything I’d seen before. When I was home from high school, along with my mother, I would take care of cleaning my father’s bedsores and assorted wounds, which I figured derived from him being bedridden from cancers that riddled his body for years. I would “exercise” his legs by pushing them toward his chest until he would scream, and do other moves prescribed by a therapist.


I would remove the dressing, wash the wounds, and repeat. Believe me, I was no Florence Nightingale. Although if you saw me throw a football you might argue with that opinion.


It was my mother who did this round the clock—and I or my sisters would pick up the slack when she couldn’t deal with it. But in the last few years of my dad’s life, his condition had gotten dramatically worse. The weight loss accelerated, as well as these sores.


Side note: When my dad was bedridden, he hated my music so much he would climb out of the bed in total pain into a wheelchair and struggle across the living room to my bedroom to poke and prod the bedroom door with a crutch to plead with me to turn it down. At that time it was Sex Pistols, Dead Kennedys, Ramones, and Clash nonstop. And at a ridiculous volume. I remember him saying, “Greg, please stop—this is Nazi music!” Which wasn’t true. I had stopped listening to ABBA years ago. (I also remember, on a very important night of my life—prom—my dad fell out of his wheelchair and I yelled at him, in my cheap tux, for making me late for my date. My best friend, Mike Geitz, looked at me in horror, saying, “That’s your dad.” I cannot forget that moment.)


So anyway, this letter had either explained what my mother and I had seen up close, or it meant nothing—other than bad timing and the worst record keeping ever. My advice to hospitals: Don’t send letters to your dead patients. They seldom get read and it’s a waste of trees.


I’m pretty sure Dad was taken to that hospital after he croaked.


I read the letter to my mom, and she chuckled. We both knew what we were going to do.


Because like any adolescent growing up before star-69, I loved crank calls.


“Hello, [Redacted, or whatever] Hospital, can I help you?”


(That was the actual name of the hospital. “Redacted Hospital.”)


“Yes, I’m Mr. Gutfeld, and I’m responding to a letter you sent me.”


I gave my dad’s name, and they went to look up my information. I have no idea what they did at this point, because, I mean, did they have computers in 1983 or ’84?


“Just a moment, sir.”


They returned and asked me how I was doing, and I said, “Great, just a slight cough.”


The person disappeared and ended up coming back and saying that yes, I would need to come in and get tested for HIV, because of a contaminated blood transfusion during the removal of a tumor on my shoulder.


I responded with surprise. “Oh wow, that is not good news. So you need to have me come into the hospital?”


“As soon as it is convenient,” she said.


“Okay, well, I’d love to get there as soon as possible, but there is a problem.”


Here I paused for dramatic effect.


“I’ve been dead for a year!”


“You have?”


“Yes, can’t you hear it in my voice?


“Yes, it’s true. I’m dead. So I just wanted to call and let you know that yes, I am dead. In fact I believe my body was delivered to your hospital. You might have handled the cremation!”


Funny side story: I drove to Half Moon Bay to throw the ashes into the ocean, and due to the high winds, all of my dad’s ashes ended up all over me and in my mouth. Also, they really aren’t “ashes” at all. More like paint chips, soot, and gravel. I told this humorous story on dates to gain sympathy to amplify my odds for sexual congress.


There was more silence from the other end—but then my mom and I broke out laughing and I hung up. We laughed uncontrollably, like two thirteen-year-old boys.


I never followed up on that conversation.


Did I mention I had the coolest hard-drinking old lady in the world for a mom? If I haven’t, I probably didn’t need to: it’s obvious.










PREFACE 2 A Quiz



It’s a short one.


Very simple.


What are things you can laugh at?




	You can laugh at everything.


	You can’t laugh at certain things.


	Eggs.





What are the things you can’t laugh at?




	You can laugh at everything.


	You can’t laugh at certain things.


	Eggs.





There is a logic to this. It’s the difference between being human and being psychotic.


And the equation is opposite what you think.


It goes like this:


If you know something is really bad (a bunch of people died in a sinking ship, etc.), and in your head you come up with a joke, you’re okay. You’re fine.


But if you make the joke because that tragedy is not really tragic to you… then you’re psychotic.


Not knowing that something is bad, and making a joke about it, doesn’t excuse you from making the joke. It means you’re nuts. Completely.


But if you know something is truly awful (9/11, a mass shooting, Jesse Watters’s hair plugs, Joy Behar’s voice, Brian Kilmeade’s taste in neckties, pediatric cancer) and you have not only an urge to make a joke, but actually one to tell—you’re not just super healthy, you’re someone I definitely want to be around.


You see how this seems like a reversal of common decency. If someone makes a joke because they’re unaware of the subject matter’s horribleness, they should be excused. And the person who makes the joke knowing it’s a terrible tragedy is the bad guy. I don’t think so. It’s the opposite.


Joking about tragedy is not being sick. It’s being healthy. It’s how we cope with life, which is horrifying, each and every day of our existence. Think of it as a natural immunity against depression. Especially if you’re my neighbor. It’s the thesis of Kat Timpf’s first book, which I loom over like an inspirational godlike shadow.


Here’s a confession: during the last segment on The Five called “One More Thing,” I tend to think of the very worst things you could possibly think—whenever the “one more thing” by a fellow panelist turns out to be somber or sad or an even uplifting subject.


I know that it’s totally wrong to say it, but it’s screaming in my head, only because the sheer horribleness of my thoughts are my only way of dealing with it.


If a cohost talks about the death of an elderly icon, or a child going through some rough medical procedure, my head races with the worst things one could say about such topics. I’m talking about the very worst things that you can think of—but perhaps even worse, because this is my best and most exercised muscle. If I only used my pecs this much, I’d be on a spray bottle of Mr. Clean.


And you’ll never know what thoughts I’m thinking because I don’t say them.


If you consider that bad, you can go screw yourself. Because there’s a difference between thinking something and saying something. If you don’t agree, then you’re essentially advocating for thought-crime punishment, and you’re no longer invited to my funeral. Or my hot tub, which, by the way, will be present at my funeral. I’m gonna have the hearse pulling one with my closest friends in it. I think I got the idea from watching Pimp My Ride on MTV with a very wasted Bret Baier.


There is absolutely nothing better in life than being with someone, and upon hearing somber news, looking into each other’s eyes… and knowing that both are thinking of something truly awful. There are times with Kat Timpf and Tyrus where we will look at each other and know that we are contaminating this moment using the same shared, perverse, snake-ridden, rat-filled brain. We will stare deep into our eyes, until that moment passes and nod to each other. We never speak of what we think, but we share it. It’s the closest example of psychic communication on the planet. Except for the connection I have with the Central Park squirrels. (No matter what they tell me, I will not assassinate the park’s arborist.)


There are times when you might know, on The Five, that I am thinking a terrible thought.


Usually when I’m looking at Geraldo Rivera’s mustache. My dead giveaway is when I express a trite platitude that you know I would normally despise.


The platitude that I hate the most is “You go, girl,” which is expressed whenever some teenage girl shoots a basket with only one arm, from a wheelchair with her therapy chicken nearby.


How can that great achievement be wrong? It isn’t wrong at all—which makes me want to think of the very thing that violates that moment. I don’t like safe topics even if they’re truly wholesome.


So I always add “You go, girl,” but in my head I’m visualizing LeBron James swatting the ball away right off the top of the poor girl’s head.


Thinking bad thoughts is your right. It’s also a right to say them, too, although you might want to wait until you’re in good company or at least have a running start on bad company—or be filthy, fuck-you rich. It’s easy to think good thoughts, and it’s easy to think bad thoughts. But it’s good to think bad thoughts when you’re supposed to think good ones. Why? To test the boundaries, I guess.


A recurring concept in this book is the reversal of stereotypical stances and assumptions. The Right going to the left, the Left turning right. It’s one flip we’ve watched in real time: the Left, once the haven for free speech, is now a bounty hunter for the truly outspoken—tracking the violators, and destroying careers. Meaning it’s people like myself or Tyrus or Kat who are the new defenders. The Left is now the old fart pushing censorship, and the Right is the side championing the offensive. We’re like the General Pattons of objectionable. The Schwarzkopf of inappropriate! You get the idea. If you don’t, I’ll promise to do better in the next chapter.










The Comedy Flip


I’ve never had a job in my life where I get to tell strangers what I do for a living. But now I get to do this here, in this book.


It’s not a problem for me. I enjoy it. You guys know what I do and I know why you like it, and we don’t need to exchange pleasantries—we can just chat like old friends.


But I never get to talk about how this whole thing happened. I can tell you why it happened. But not how. So why not do that here!


That’s what this book is really about: the flip of an entire scene—one you might define as late-night comedy—and how it was fueled in part by me.


This late night show, Gutfeld!, has now turned the late night category on its head, and obviously it was an uphill battle—one I’ve fought for twenty years. It’s one of the flips among many that you see happening: suburban life is now cooler than cities; progressive feminists now protect men more so than women; criminals are now considered victims, while their victims are now their oppressors by way of their ancestry.


In comedy, since God knows when, we lived in an entertainment aquarium where the Left owned the space, and it was one that they wouldn’t share with others. They created their own little universe and you weren’t invited—which allowed them to pretend that they were the champions of risk. Except that for the most part they were as edgy as a soggy Nerf Ball. Left-wing comedians literally all looked alike. Except that Patton Oswalt looked like Andy Richter’s morning stool.


They saw themselves as daring, yet they couldn’t be in the same room with people who didn’t share their opinions. How is it daring when all the people who would be in charge of censoring you (the networks) agree with you? How is it daring when the media simply nods along to your shared worldview?


I realized this early on, and I decided to take the turf from them.


It took some time—years, in fact—but I did it.


Or rather we did.


And it went exactly as planned.


I am lying.





First—the Name and the Exclamation Point


So let’s work backward…


People ask me how Gutfeld! got its name.


Well, first of all, Maude was already taken. And they wouldn’t allow my second choice, which was FU Mr. Peterson. (Mr. Peterson was a guidance counselor who offered no guidance or counsel.)


But it does have a decent backstory, if you wanna hear it. And if you bought this book, it doesn’t matter if you don’t. I already have your money.


Right now as I write this, Gutfeld! is the number one show in late night, and it did so coming out of nowhere.


As Walter Kirn describes it, it’s like a sandlot player entering the major leagues and pitching a string of no-hitters against the old pros. Sure, my string of no-hitters is coming against guys who couldn’t make the Toledo Mud Hens, but a no-hitter is a no-hitter! (Which I think is a jai-alai reference.)


I love telling this story because it has a happy ending—one that keeps becoming happier every day. (I hope I don’t end up eating those words as I finally get nabbed for unsolved murders that I had tried to pin on Brian Kilmeade by dousing the victims with Aqua Velva.)


I remember when I offered my show name to the bosses.


I sent a sheet that simply said “GUTFELD!”


The response?


Silence.


Now, silence is not the opposite of communication.


It’s just a different kind of communication.


And it always is telling you something.


Yes, it sounds like a cliché—but anyone who’s been married knows that.


The only thing worse than being yelled at is not being yelled at at all.


It means you really blew it. There might be no going back.


I’d honestly just prefer to be hit over the head with a lamp, provided it’s not a lava lamp that pours melting molten rock all over my beautiful features. That’s what happened to Madonna.


Whether you’re in a fight with the wife, or in court, or in a jail cell or an office with human resources, talking is a sign that things can be resolved. Silence means it’s bad news all around.


In this case, the silence was telling me: “Greg, what the hell is with the exclamation point?”


Honestly, I didn’t think much of it—I had simply shortened the original title that I really wanted for the show. For a long time, I would fantasize that the title for this show that didn’t exist would be “THE WORLD SCREAMS GUTFELD!”


Because that’s how I felt about the show, or the need for it.


The world was screaming for it!!


“THE WORLD SCREAMS GUTFELD!”


Isn’t that great?


I still look at it and think it’s a better title than just Gutfeld!


But then again, it has my name in it.


It wouldn’t work if it was “THE WORLD SCREAMS DOOCY!”


But it reflected my feeling about the fear and trepidation that had turned comedy into a landscape of meek cowardice.


Every time you looked for something that stank of danger in the world of late night comedy, you would come up empty. There was a giant hole there—and I’m great at filling big holes.


Before, you had David Letterman, who was not just amazingly good, but also tremendously weird. But his weirdness came from his choices of staffers and guests. He had Chris Elliott, the very best lunatic on television. For my money, Elliott is and was the most engaging person on TV. When he was on, I couldn’t take my eyes off him, the same way I was with Liberace when I was ten.


Since then, there was nothing like that. Till now. This show is a direct descendant of Elliott’s comedy.


I could see this gap beckoning me in late-night entertainment—a giant black hole that invited me to dive right in—to plunder, hunker down, relax, stretch out, take a dump, and then take over.


I have no beef with the Jimmys (Kimmel, Fallon), and I could barely care about The Daily Show and Stephen Colbert and all the other stuff. To me they were just the restaurants in Times Square that fed the tourists. It’s the safe stuff that keeps people fat and full, and the providers gainfully employed.


You could get that anywhere, but I figure there were smart kids out there who would want to find something better. I knew I could be that dive bar everyone hears about, but can’t find at first—but once they find it, it’s the place they’d never want to leave. It’s the joint they’d want to join.


That’s how I operated in every job I had. Men’s Health. Stuff. Maxim. Huffington Post. Red Eye. Gutfeld! Panera Bread.


Make something unique that doesn’t exist and then simply see what happens. (It’s why I rarely cook.)


Usually good things do! And if they don’t—I’ll get fired in no time. Which has happened on a few occasions.


So again, I was going to create that thing—but it was gonna be weirder and more surprising and way better than anything before it.


In a world of cheesy Times Square restaurants, this was going to be the raucous dive bar filled with wild games and cheap drinks. It would gleefully offer to the consumer what they could not find anywhere else: entertainment that was lean and not loaded with fat and filler.


I actually drew the title of the show out more than a dozen times using my favorite writing instrument—the Sharpie.


Not enough has been said about the Sharpie.


I love Sharpies—they are the jolly fat people of writing utensils—a thick, wonderful expression of life that runs out of gas in a few hours. Once they dry up, I donate them to the homeless (I throw them out a car window).


My suggestion is, if you want to create something fun, always use Sharpies to sketch it out. That thick swath of black or red or blue triggers a sense of confidence that may not have existed in your brain before you wrote it down. But try to use it on paper, not interns. HR has gotten so unreasonable!


I really do believe that when I gave up the ballpoint pen for the Sharpie, my life changed. In fact, you can tell just by looking at the mess of papers that sit in front of me on The Five. You can actually see the madman scribbles—mainly because I write large enough so anyone can see my notes from the recliner at home. Or the International Space Station.


I do this so I can not-so-secretly pull a side glance downward to grab a thought that might have escaped me when my mind goes blank. Fact is, my eyesight is terrible. So bad that I have conversations with short blondes I believe to be Dana Perino but who actually are complete strangers. I once asked Justin Bieber what it was like working for George W. Bush.


But I’m not always the culprit.


One afternoon, Dana and I were walking up Sixth Avenue. A woman ran up to Dana to tell her she was her biggest fan! She added, “I love you!” Then she said, “You’re my favorite weather girl,” referring of course to Janice Dean, the weather machine. That’s the day I found out Dana will use her pepper spray on anyone for anything. She blasted the woman in the face with it, and then I think she said something to the effect of “I got your five-day forecast right here, bitch!”


Dana proceeded to get her in a headlock chokehold until the woman tapped out. God, she’s a little toughie.


But back to me. I would often write my name in big fat juicy letters and above my name scribble, “The World Screams…”


I admit it sounds egomaniacal. Which is one reason why I loved it so.


But it had a mission statement built into it. It wasn’t like other shows that were either just the person’s name or the name plus some weird additional word. Like Factor or Angle.


What’s a factor or an angle?


The Gutfeld Factor sounds like a salve for your colon.


I wonder how many great books have been ruined by terrible titles. Like the Bible.


No offense, but I would have called it “You’re Not Gonna Believe This!” by Jesus H. Christ.


Could a name ruin a show?


Fox did a show called The Specialists. But after three weeks, they ran out of specialists.


Gutfeld! was definitely better than that, you’d never run out of me. But still, it muted feedback.


Was it anxiety over the exclamation point? Apparently nobody puts exclamation points in show titles—something I never really noticed before.


But no one wanted to bring it up. Except for my favorite host with a hairpiece, Jesse Watters.


He came up to me one day and said, “Hey, congrats on the exclamation point.” I thought he really meant it. Then he happily delivered this kill shot: “It really worked for Jeb!”


I hadn’t thought of that. Jeb Bush. Jeb frickin’ Bush.


He walked off to reattach his “hair system,” which had been loosened by some local birds who mistook it for a dead rodent. It’s amazing that it holds together, but it explains why he rarely does segments outside anymore. And who knew transparent chinstraps were a thing?
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