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First, fuck dedications.

Second, this is for the same person I dedicated my first book to.

You mean the world to me.

I love you.



FUCK WHALES



No other animal gets as much of a free pass as whales do, and no other animal deserves it less. What has a whale ever done for you? That’s not a rhetorical question. Think about your first day of school, or when you learned to tie your shoelaces, or the long summer you worked to earn your first car, or applying to college, or having a child. Everything you’ve ever done, from folding loads of laundry to locking your door when you go to sleep at night, was done without the aid of a whale. These pale gray abominations—and they are gray, let’s not kid ourselves with fairy tales about them being blue—have never done anything for you or anyone you care about.

Whales Suck at Everything, Including Death

If a whale fulfills its lot in life, it will likely end up on a beach, where it will spend its time rotting under the sun, emanating a waft of pungent sea-funk that will serve only to ruin beach outings for months to come (Fig. 1).

Removing the whale carcass presents a unique challenge because the job requires a complete disregard for one’s own happiness and olfactory health. The most useful outcome for a dead whale should be to end up on our plates, but whales even suck at being food. The mercury levels in whale meat can exceed the recommended limit by 200 times.1 That means if you’re pregnant—and I assume you are, until I know otherwise—simply doing your part to dispose of a dead whale, by eating it, will give your child birth defects. That brain damage, in a roundabout way, could be the only positive thing that can be said about whales. It could potentially employ a neurosurgeon.
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Fig. 1: Here’s a fat, stupid, idiot whale ruining everyone’s day at the beach by dying all over it. Fuck you, whale.



Yet in spite of their complete lack of contributions to humanity, they get from us an undue amount of respect and compassion. Whales are the charity cases of the sea. They subsist equally on krill and empathy from idiots (Fig. 2).

Whales are always in need of saving. No other being, except for the queen of England, has ever needed so much saving as a whale. At least with the queen, it’s up to God to save her, as opposed to us. It’s like the ocean is one giant level of Super Mario Brothers, and the princess is 150 tons of blubber. Every time you save one whale, it proceeds to have offspring that also need saving. It’s like trying to save a cat from a burning house while it gives birth to a litter of kittens that all run around the burning house. There’s no way to help whales, except with a harpoon. However, that’s a waste of steel. In an ideal world, people would be more concerned about saving the harpoons. Harpoons have uses; whales do not.
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Fig. 2: Just another unemployed bum begging for scraps. Get a job!



Whales Are Drinking All Our Water and Eating Our Sailors

Whales are drinking our water, but they’re not even good at doing that, because there’s still some left. They need to drink all the oceans dry, so every last whale is beached on a desert of his own creation. When whales aren’t eating our sailors, which is never, they’re luring them into blasphemous, lifelong obsessions.

Years ago, I wrote a celebrated article titled “When Was the Last Time a Whale Did Anything for You?” Over the years, this essay has elicited much angry hate mail from whale apologists. Here’s one such exchange:



From: Ashley

Subject: Think again!

You know NOTHING about whales. Whales are loving creatures! They DO NOT eat people! Nor do they drink water other than when they suck in water to feed on krill. Did I mention a killer whale has NEVER hurt anybody in the wild? The only thing to blame is humans. They slaughter them, and put killer whales in captivity! Whales go mad in captivity! Next time research before you write!

From: Maddox

Subject: Re: Think again!

Whales are the #1 killer of sailors and that’s a fact.

From: Ashley

Subject: Re: Think again!

Nope, you’re thinking of jellyfish. I’ve seen a picture of a cat kissing a beluga whale and a whale with a diver.

From: Maddox

Subject: Re: Think again!

Might wanna check your facts. Just because you’ve seen a picture of a whale with a cat or a scuba-diver doesn’t mean either survived the encounter. They were probably killed immediately after that picture was taken.

From: Ashley

Subject: Re: Think again!

Yeah right. Get YOUR facts straight!

From: Maddox

Subject: Re: Think again!

Whales are vicious killers. See for yourself!
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From: Ashley

Subject: Re: Think again!

The whale is being KILLED BY HUMANS . . . now they seem like vicious creatures! Oh and in case you couldn’t tell it’s called sarcasm. Watch blackfish you idiot.

From: Maddox

Subject: Re: Think again!

Blackfish is a fictional movie with three writer credits. When whales aren’t killing humans, they’re drinking all our fresh sea water, killing turtles, jelly fish, dolphins, and wreaking havoc on our ecosystem.

From: Maddox

Subject: Re: Think again! [2 days later]

I actually looked into it and I think you might be right. I may have overstated the number of people whales kill. I think I owe you an apology.

From: Ashley

Subject: Re: Think again!

You know what I will accept your apology but you have to say whales are majestic, beautiful, and you were wrong.

From: Maddox

Subject: Re: Think again!

Whales are majestic, beautiful and you were wrong.

From: Ashley

Subject: Re: Think again!

FUCK YOU



Whales Are Lazy Animals with Unearned Reputations

When people discuss whales, they often use lofty language to describe their majesty. But does anyone ever stop to ask why? The only noteworthy thing about a whale is its size. Who gives a shit? Notice how the word “majestic” only gets traipsed about when something large is contemplated? People call elephants, oceans and even mountains “majestic.” Why? Mountains are collections of boulders, boulders are collections of rocks, and rocks are collections of dirt. I have dirt under my fingernails, and I don’t see anyone staring at them breathlessly.

If you shrank a whale down to the size of a mackerel, it’d just be an ugly fish. But as soon as that pale-gray, barnacle-caked monstrosity is larger than a school bus, it’s suddenly noted for its grandeur. I’m not impressed by an animal that (A) doesn’t have shoes, and (B) couldn’t tie them anyway. Whales don’t have feet, footwear, or an entire shoe industry. Or any industry. What exactly do whales make, other than blubber? And they’re not even good at providing that, because we have to kill them to get it. Imagine if you went to work every day, and your boss had to kill you in order to extract value from you. That’s what whales are like: employees you have to kill, except they don’t even reproduce fast enough to deliver value sustainably.

At this point, you may think that I have contempt for whales, but I don’t. It’s hard to have contempt for an animal that matters so little. People say whales are smart and that they can communicate, but who cares? Build a call center, then I’ll be impressed. Humans have built pizza shops inside airports. You can buy a ticket to fly to another country, and then while you’re waiting for your flight, you can order a piping-hot pizza, made with fresh ingredients grown all over the world, to satiate your peckishness before you experience the miracle of flight in a man-made airplane. Meanwhile, whales are getting tangled up in giant, conspicuous nets. Nets don’t even move, they just sit there. Getting caught in a net is like hitting a parked car: embarrassing. One look at a whale’s face refutes its regal reputation (Fig. 3).

I’m not suggesting the wholesale slaughter of whales. I don’t see the point, because man has better shit to do. I’m suggesting that maybe if whales are so great, we should let them fend for themselves. It’s time for whales to either step up or shut up. If they can’t hack it, that’s fine. I don’t expect all animals to be able to adapt successfully to the encroachment of mankind. But that failure should come with some loss of reputation. We should stop heralding whales as majestic and start calling them what they really are: idiotic, unproductive, sea losers.
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Fig. 3: Whales are gape-mouthed morons!





FUCK TABLES



What is a table other than a raised floor? I’d sooner put things on the floor than a table, because at least floors are honest. They’re not pretending to be anything they’re not. There is no number of legs you can put on a table to make it useful, other than zero. A floor is the people’s table. If I wanted a raised floor, I’d just get stairs. Stairs go higher than tables, without ever pretending not to be floors. Imagine going to the house of someone who doesn’t have stairs. How do you get to the second level? It won’t be with a table. Stairs are so important that they name the whole area of the house “upstairs.” Stairs are better at being tables than tables are. The ideal use for a table would be to take an ax to it and then use the planks of wood to bludgeon the person who made the table, for wasting our lives with bullshit.

My entire adult life, I’ve never owned a table. Every time I point out that I don’t have any tables, everyone asks the same question: “How do you eat?” With plates, idiot. Ever heard of them? Plates are just small tables that you can carry. What is a table but an oversized plate that you put other plates on? When you use a plate as a table, you will finally be liberated from the tyranny of raised flooring. When you realize that approximately 50 percent of the foods we eat—such as pizza, sandwiches, fruit and candy—don’t even require so much as a plate, much less a table, that’s when you as a human will truly set your spirit free. Buddha spent a lifetime finding enlightenment, yet he failed to include in his sutras a single word about how tables are for dipshits.

Imagine if you had shelves in your house that you used only a few times per week, for a few minutes at a time. People would stone you to death for being such a dumb sonofabitch. Well, that’s exactly what you’re doing with a table. Unlike most things you put on shelves, meals only last for a few minutes—or up to an hour at most, and that’s if you have a nosy dinner guest who can’t stop asking about your life. Not having a table helps such guests to feel less welcome, and every time a guest feels unwelcome it’s another opportunity to be alone. Being alone is awesome.

If you’re looking for evidence of the unease we feel for owning tables, look no further than the “centerpiece.” A table looks barren without something on it. We all feel it. The glaring omission of something—anything—on a table makes us feel uncomfortable. Deep down, it mirrors the emptiness we feel inside. The more tables you own, the worse your mental state will be. No thanks. I don’t want to peer into the chasm of emptiness that is my life every time I look at my useless kitchen furniture. I have a family to help me do that.

Even when people try to find a novel justification for a table, such as a table devoted entirely to a game, it feels absurd. One such contrivance is a “pool table” (Fig. 4).
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Fig. 4: Pool is just raised golf.



This was invented by some enterprising idiot who tried to look less stupid in front of his or her friends by giving a table an actual use.

If I wanted to play pool, I’d just put holes in the floor and call it golf. Pool tables are giant and expensive, permanently taking up a huge area of your house, and owners of the tables lose their minds when you spill spaghetti on them. Ever see anyone lose his or her mind when you spill marinara on the floor? No, of course not. That’s because floor owners are chill, and pool-table owners are uptight assholes.

If a squatter proposed to take up 5 percent of your house for the rest of your life, you’d pop him in his stupid horse-mouth. Yet that’s exactly what we do by housing a table. If you live in a 500-square-foot studio apartment and the average table size is 24 square feet, and your rent is $1,000, that translates to a cost of $50 per month, or $600 per year, to house your shitty table. It’s essentially an area of the apartment you can no longer utilize. If every household in America saved the money wasted every year on buying and housing tables, we’d reduce the national deficit to zero overnight.

For those occasions when you eat something that requires some assembly, like fajitas,* where you need to have multiple small dishes to make your fussy meal, a simple food tray will suffice. A food tray is the fajita table of a thinking man. It’s a bigger plate that you can put other plates on, except that—unlike the massive plate that is a table—a food tray can be conveniently stored under your bed when you’re done eating and you go back to contemplating how awesome your life has become since you’ve given up tables. It’s time to liberate yourself from the tyranny of tables and the dinner guests they attract, and start living the life you deserve—alone.



* An obnoxious food item that’s basically a taco you assemble yourself, with meat, onions, salsa, and all the normal stuff you’d put into a taco. It’s marketed as a “fun” food item, but there’s nothing fun about assembling your own taco. Not one damn thing.



FUCK HORSES



I hate horses, but I love glue. I wish someone would invent a time machine so all the horses currently in existence or any horse that has ever existed could be rendered into glue. Glue is the most useful and versatile adhesive ever made. Still, fuck horses.

Ever wonder why “beating a dead horse” is a phrase? Because beating it while alive isn’t enough. The expression has come to describe any activity that is pointless to continue. Many noted horse haters take issue with this characterization, because beating a dead horse is an end unto itself. Nobody asks an artist why he paints, or why a bonsai gardener arranges potted trees in aesthetically pleasing ways. Similarly, the artistic expression, relaxation and satisfaction one can derive from beating a horse beyond expiration should not be overlooked.

There’s a horse-beating simulation game that was released in 2010 called Red Dead Redemption. In it, the protagonist is ostensibly tasked with bringing a gang of bandits to justice. However, to all but the least careful observer, it becomes apparent that the real goal in this game is to kill every last horse. It’s a brilliant video game, in that it allows the player free rein to dispatch horses in a sandbox of unlimited options. Upon experimentation with the game, one can find many rewarding ways to kill horses: drowning, launching from the back of a wagon, leaving on a train track, jumping off a cliff, running into a tree at full speed, shooting in the back of the head while riding, leaving in a bear den, incineration via Molotov cocktail, or simply shooting in the face with a shotgun. It’s even possible to skin a horse for trade or spite. Note that horse skin has virtually no value, just like the animal it once contained.

Here’s a detailed list of reasons to hate horses:

Their Stupid Heads

A horse head is mathematically stupid. The average proportions are approximately 26 inches long to 14 inches high, resulting in the queer ratio of 1.9:1, which has no geometric or mathematical significance. An equine face is like the cover of a trashy pulp novel: meaty where you don’t want it to be and egregiously hairy. The default expression on a horse’s mug is that of a blurry-eyed dope after one too many drinks (Fig. 5).


[image: Image]
Fig. 5: Dumbshit horse sticking its goofy tongue out of its meaty lips, like a gummy purse full of teeth.



Teeth

One look at the long, toothy grin of a horse tells you all you need to know about the animal: Nobody is home. Often, a shit-eating grin is the reason people are beaten in the street. A horse will keep grinning no matter what you do to it, even when beaten beyond death, hence the famous expression (Fig. 6).
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Fig. 6: Even in death, horses grin like morons.



Diet

Horses subsist on a diet consisting entirely of charity carrots, sugar cubes and weeds. In spite of this purely donated, exclusively vegetarian diet, horse shit smells infinitely worse than human shit. If ever there was an argument to shut down a vegetarian’s claim that shit from a vegetable-based diet doesn’t stink, horses are proof positive that they’re full of shit—and that shit smells.

Many cities in America have open-carriage horse rides around parks or town squares. These are marketed as romantic activities for couples who want to do something quaint and clichéd, like cuddle in warm blankets while some poor coachman parades them around in exchange for a meager living. This is all while the couple is huffing a constant jet-stream of horse manure that’s being collected in a satchel behind the horse. It’s like a mobile sewage plant that blocks traffic for people who made far superior transportation choices, like cars, bikes, or not leaving the house.

Feet

When you eliminate speed, convenience and smell as reasons people might choose an open-carriage ride, that leaves the novelty of the sound horseshoes make while clopping about on city streets. I don’t get it, but some people find annoying sounds pleasing, like whale songs or children’s laughter. So here’s a simple solution: Get a CD of a horse clopping. Or play the sound of horses walking on your mobile device. You can have all the convenience of twenty-first-century automotive technology while still listening to the sounds of fifteenth-century transportation. There’s no reason to keep the actual horses around.

Eyes

Ever heard of a fly cap? Of course not, because you’re not a horse. If you were, you’d be illiterate and incapable of reading the question. A fly cap is a meshed net used to cover a horse’s eyes to protect them from flies. Because horses are apparently too stupid to blink, some enterprising human came along and invented a device to prevent flies from landing in a horse’s eyes. I thought that invention already existed, called “eyelids.”

Another type of eye cover for horses is the blinder. These have two uses: (1) So the horse knows to go only straight forward, instead of wandering off a cliff somewhere; and (2) so they don’t get scared, thinking the carriage is chasing them. Horses don’t understand how wagons work, so they need industrious humans to invent devices to trick them, and it doesn’t take much.

Skin

The skin on a horse’s face looks like an uncircumcised penis. Its lower lip droops like a loose slice of roast beef (Fig. 5), and the skin on its body feels like a cross between a peach and a fish: fuzzy, and it can be petted in only one direction. What a garbage animal.

Body

A horse’s eyes are too big for its face. Its face is too big for its head. Its skeleton is too small for its body. None of the proportions on a horse make sense, and this is never more apparent than when one observes a horse’s skeleton (Fig. 7). The equine skeleton looks like it belongs to an animal with a much smaller frame, like a Chihuahua. Its spine tapers off with a whimper. Its hobbled hind legs dispirit even those with the most resolute constitution. Every jockey should be required to observe a horse’s skeleton before riding one, in order to make an informed decision about whether or not they want to sit on such a dumb, malformed pot of future-glue. The only redeeming quality of the horse’s body is its ribs, which look like they’d probably taste great with a smoky sauce.

An equid is a hoofed animal with slender legs and a flat coat, and an equidiot is anyone who likes equids. Horses are constantly trying to masquerade themselves as something else, as anyone would in similar circumstances. Make no mistake, the following animals are all horses:
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Fig. 7: A horse’s skeleton looks like a small, spooky dog.



Ponies

Ponies are just smaller horses. A casual horse hater might think that ponies are less worthy of our vitriol, since there’s less horse to hate. But a rational person hates ponies more because they’re harder to hit with a cannon. Speaking of cannons, a horse is the dumbest animal to ride into battle because they get scared easily and hop up on their hind legs like giant, penis-faced meerkats with knobby legs.

Giraffes

A giraffe is just a taller horse. There are countless nature documentaries that lionize giraffes by describing how fierce they can be with their kicks. Big deal, kicks aren’t impressive. Know what is? Broadswords. I can take out any giraffe with a broadsword. I don’t even need to look. I can be blindfolded and just wave the broadsword above my head, swinging wildly. With a broadsword and enough time, I can turn any nature preserve into a cemetery.

Zebras

Zebras are the tigers of the equine world, except, unlike tigers, I can’t stop thinking about running them over in my jeep. Tigers have stripes, because they need to sneak up on prey. The stripes help them blend in to their environment. Zebras have stripes because they’re the child molesters of the animal kingdom, and they need to blend in prison.

Camels

A camel is just a desert horse. This may be the most controversial horse on the list because of the hump on the camel’s back. But giraffes have humps on their backs too. They’re pretty much the exact same animal (Fig. 8).
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Fig. 8: Look at this goofy, scoop-necked idiot.




DID YOU KNOW?

My contract with the publisher specifies the use of horse glue to bind this book.



In some countries like the United States, eating horses is frowned upon, because some jerks like to pet them. However, men of hardier spirit in countries like Canada, Mexico, Spain and France eat horsemeat with extreme prejudice. That is to say, horses are more likely to be eaten than not, when they’re spotted in the wild or captivity. Some horse owners prefer to put their horses in stables, but the best place for a horse is between two slices of brioche, chewed up in small satisfying bites that slowly turn to poop in my butt. Passing digested horse stool is the ultimate justice for such a malodorous animal. I posit here that digested horse stool is less disagreeable to the olfactory senses than horse manure itself.

Since there haven’t been any long, protracted world wars in over half a century, horses are no longer being used as bullet sponges on the battlefield. Even if you object to eating a horse—because you’re a pussy—eating them makes sense from an environmental standpoint:

Environmental Advantages to Eating Every Single Horse

1. People are starving, and horses are edible. If there are horses that aren’t starving, and humans who are, it doesn’t take a genius to connect the dots. But it sure doesn’t hurt that I am one.

2. Horses are warm-blooded, and their bodies radiate heat energy into space. So in a literal sense, horses are space heaters contributing to global warming. The best place to put a horse heater, so it won’t emit any more heat, is the bottom of the sea with the whales or, failing that, a catapult.

3. Horses take up space, and the space they occupy necessarily occupies some measurable amount of air, land, or water. That’s air, land or water that could be used by other, nonhorse beings or objects with greater value, like rats or medical waste.

Speaking of medical waste, I’d rather ride a pile of used syringes than a horse.



FUCK TREES



It boggles my mind that nobody has coined a phrase that describes the opposite of a “tree hugger.” I’m going to do it here and now: “tree puncher.” Every tree I see is a tree I want to cold-cock. In life, there are two things: paths and obstacles. Trees aren’t paths, so they must be obstacles—unless you actually want to climb a tree, in which case they are paths . . . to nothing. But I didn’t evolve opposable thumbs and a taste for whiskey so I could climb a wooden pole in a forest. Climbing a tree is one of the worst things you can do with your time, ranking just above cutting yourself and below listening to a whale sing. Fuck whales.

Nothing good comes from trees, except food. But there aren’t enough food-baring trees for them to matter. There exist over 100,000 tree species in the world, and of them, only about fifty produce any food—and that’s including things that are barely food, like nuts and olives. That’s 0.0005 percent of trees. If the same ratio of humans were productive, we’d all have died centuries ago, and you wouldn’t be reading this book. Trees are freeloaders, and their roots literally leach nutrients from the planet. When you kill a tree, you’re returning stolen elements back to the Earth. Trees are nature’s hoarders.

I use a lot of wood, because I hate trees. One of the main reasons I wrote this book is to kill more trees for paper and horses for glue. As far as wood goes, there are far better materials with which to build, such as concrete and steel. Give me a concrete bed with a steel frame any day over a wooden one. The only reason I sleep on a bed with a wooden frame is my contempt for trees. Every person who has ever argued with me about the merits of trees owns wooden furniture, so their so-called love of trees rings hollow. If you love trees so much, sit on the floor.* I sit on wooden chairs for the same reason I ride horses: I like putting my ass on things I hate.

The best product you can give to a fellow tree-hater is a box of toothpicks, because it’s a tree product wrapped in another tree product. That’s like a steak wrapped in a bigger steak. Or better yet, keep the toothpicks for yourself: When your friend asks for one, throw them away right in front of him. That way you kill a tree while simultaneously losing a friend. Friends are horrible.

In Shel Silverstein’s The Giving Tree, Silverstein tells a story about a tree that gives everything it has to some ungrateful kid who keeps using the tree and asking it for more, and the tree keeps falling for it like a sucker. Even in a fictional universe where a tree can be anthropomorphic and have any personality the author wants to give it, trees tend to have the personalities of saps. Any adjective used to describe a tree when applied to a human is neutral at best and negative at worst. For example, calling someone’s acting “wooden” implies stiffness and rigidity. Trees can’t act for shit.

People talk about the “root of a problem,” or the “roots of your hair,” which, if visible, means you’ve done a shitty job of dyeing it. Steak that sucks is described as being “tough as bark.” When you’re confused or perplexed, you’ve been “stumped.” “Scrub” means low shrubs, as well as an unaccomplished loser, hanging out the passenger side of his best friend’s ride.

As with horses and tables, trees occupy space. They defy our most basic liberty: the right to exist. Existence starts with taking up some amount of space, and trees are among the most egregious space hogs on Earth, right after whales. Every tree that exists necessarily means a human can’t occupy that same space. When trees aren’t displacing humans, they’re preventing valuable energy from reaching Earth, in the form of sunlight. Beneath every tree is a shadow.

Tree apologists will argue that the trade-off for the energy they absorb is that trees produce oxygen for us to breathe. No thanks. Humans breathe approximately 1,631 pounds of oxygen per year,2 and it takes roughly seven or eight trees to produce enough oxygen for just one human. Trees suck at the one thing we supposedly need them to do, and anyone who thinks humans need trees to produce oxygen is an idiot. Case in point: space stations. Astronauts can live in space stations for years without the aid of trees, by electrolyzing water. The solar energy stolen by leaves in exchange for a paltry amount of oxygen could be better used to produce electricity to separate oxygen molecules from water. This process even gives us hydrogen as a byproduct, which we can use for fuel. Every last tree should be replaced with a solar panel. The energy we gain could be used to power robots to harvest raw materials to make more useful things, like metal bedframes and concrete pyramids. Covering Earth in pyramids would effectively turn our planet into a giant spiked morning star. That would be badass. If we ever played planetary chicken with an alien world, they’d think twice before they rammed their lumpy extraterrestrial turd into our totally sick, spiked planet.

There have been roughly half a dozen people orbiting Earth for the better part of this decade. If we needed trees to produce enough oxygen for them, we wouldn’t have room for any scientific instruments aboard our space stations. We’d just have a jumbled mess of equipment with shitty trees poking out from every direction, hurtling through space. Kind of like a smaller version of Earth. Humans can take trees into space, but trees can’t take us anywhere, except up, and at the excruciatingly slow growth rate of half a foot per year. It’s not that trees don’t aspire to reach space; they do. But much like producing oxygen, they’re terrible at it. The world’s tallest trees only reach a height of three hundred feet, and it takes them about six hundred years to get there. The start of outer space is 327,360 feet from the surface of Earth. So if you relied on trees to get you into space, it’d take six hundred years and you’d still have another 327,060 feet to go. Garbage.

Not only do trees stand in defiance of our right to exist, but they also stand in defiance of another one of our most basic liberties: the right to move. No matter your mode of transportation, be it on land, air, or water, trees present themselves as giant, shitty obstacles, there only for you to crash into. Birds fly into them and die all the time. Trees are birds’ natural enemies. Ever wonder why birds prefer to sit on man-made objects like power lines, in spite of the mortal risk posed by half a million volts? It’s because trees are teeming with ants, spiders, sap and other creepy bullshit that can bite, sting or trap you in amber for scientists to discover millions of years from now. Risking electrocution is a better fate than being encased in an amber sarcophagus or having ants crawl all over you.
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