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To my Denise,
whose love of life and hearty laugh made the world a better place.
You are always in my heart.




This book is for everyone on the right, left, and middle who is willing to laugh a little and realize that we truly don’t have to “hate” each other just because we disagree.
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Introduction


This book is about liberals. Not Democrats, who are not that much different from Republicans in many respects. No. This book is dedicated to that peculiar brand of American who self-identifies as a liberal, lives life as a liberal, and wishes more of us in America were liberal. Think Michael Moore. Think Nancy Pelosi. Think your local college professor. Think the checkout help with the Masters in Gender Studies wearing the Che Guevara headband at your local Whole Foods. You get the picture.


It doesn’t take much heavy lifting to understand the surface characteristics of liberals. Most of them are exceedingly well educated, and rarely miss an opportunity to tell you so. Most of them are exceedingly upper middle class, which I know because it takes real money to support a twice-a-day double-decaf habit at Starbucks, not to mention yoga sessions for the wife and pets.


They tend to gather in clusters, huddling up in tight quarters like San Francisco, Boston, Washington, D.C., and New York City, all places where sushi is readily available.


And they dominate professions that leave a large cultural footprint on this country. Professions like journalism, the arts, academia, the music industry, and America’s fastest-rising group of entertainers—Cirque du Soleil acrobats.


But that large footprint has little to do with the size of the liberal population in America. A recent Gallup/USA Today Poll revealed that 42 percent of Americans called themselves conservative, 35 percent moderate, while 20 percent used the “L” word to describe themselves.


Who are these people who call themselves liberals? And how does such a small group have such a big impact on our culture? What motivates them?


I am in an excellent position to answer those deeper questions because I’ve been watching liberals closely for over thirty years. I’ve studied liberals like Jane Goodall studies her chimps. In their natural habitats, and without judgment. In silence mostly, because we barely speak the same language.


I have been tireless in my research. I lived with liberals, and broke bread with them. I’ve humored them, teased them, prodded them, imitated them, and yes, even loved them. Some of my best friends are liberals. Some are even members of my own family.


My commitment to understanding liberals sometimes worried my conservative friends. Some even questioned my mental health. But my passion to understand this misunderstood minority knew no boundaries. For as many years as I can remember, I read the New York Times from cover to cover each day. And yes, that included Paul Krugman’s column. And even . . . gasp . . . Frank Rich’s.


I read New Yorker magazine. I went to see The Vagina Monologues, and listened to NPR whenever I got the chance. And I even watched my carbon footprint. As much as a guy can who loves V-8s and has owned a well-cooled 3,750-square-foot home in the Dallas suburbs. Boy, I watched it, all right.


I also made sacrifices for the cause. I went without meat for a week, put off NASCAR races for two, went without church, skipped Dallas Cowboys home games, and some years ago, took the deepest dive of all and rented an apartment in the Ground Zero of liberalism—New York City. All in order to get inside the liberal mind.


•  •  •


What did I learn from my three decades of research? I learned that liberals don’t love many things about this world. They are endlessly trying to correct, fix, mend, and adjust every aspect of other people’s daily lives.


I learned that they spend a whole lot of time thinking about America’s faults, and how to correct them. About America’s ills, and how to cure them. Liberals love to hate things most Americans love, and spend the rest of their lives endlessly trying to take those things away from us. And they are convinced they do it all because they love us.


Thus was born this book, 50 Things Liberals Love to Hate.


This list is not dispositive, but suggestive. Indeed, I urge those of you who know a liberal, work with a liberal, have a liberal friend or a liberal lover, to add to this list.


For all of you who call yourselves liberals, know that this book was written with the deepest care, and yes, with love. You may not like what you read in the chapters to come, but you will recognize yourself. And you will stumble upon some truths that only someone who cares deeply about you would tell you.


So think of me as your ideological psychotherapist. No. That’s too 1970s Woody Allen. It’s too Annie Hall. Think of me as your ideological life coach.


Consider this the cheapest self-help book you’ll ever buy. And the best.




[image: logo]


50 McDonald’s


“Who stole my happy meal?!”
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If you could build a time machine and go back in time—not far, say fifty years or so—and you told the first American you saw that in the future, man would walk on the moon, that we’d all carry video telephones the size of a deck of cards, and that poor Americans would be fat, I guarantee you the response would be: “Wow! Really? Poor people are fat?”


Because, of course, poor people are supposed to be skinny. They’re poor.


But the astonishing rise in standards of living since the 1950s, coupled with advances in food preservation—not to mention the brilliant invention of the triple cheeseburger—have meant that the once-universal indicator of wealth, the big fat belly, is now an indicator of the working class.


Rich people in America today look like old photographs of poor people during the Great Depression. Poor people today look like the corpulent, trouser-bursting cartoon sketches of the Robber Barons of the 1890s.


Hollywood liberals go on juice fasts and colon cleanses—don’t ask; it’s as appetizing as it sounds—and eat organically raised tofu. Normal Americans cruise though the drive-in and stop off for a slice of pizza.


Now obviously, it’s not good that so many Americans are fat. The skyrocketing levels of obesity and Type 2 diabetes that affect so many of us—especially children—are something to worry about and something to address.


But here’s how liberals want to address it: They want to pass laws.


Laws against sugar and junk food, as liberals in San Francisco are trying to get enacted. Laws against buying certain kinds of food with food stamps, as liberals in Florida are trying to pass. Laws about portion size, about the location of fast-food restaurants, about what parents can pack into school lunchboxes—all of which have been suggested by liberals all across the country.


Conservatives see a fat person and think: “Lay off the bread. Take the stairs. Would it kill you to have a salad once in a while?”


Liberals see a fat person and think: “We should immediately pass laws forbidding this kind of obesity, establish new federal programs and guidelines to correct this behavior, and create ways to federally subsidize weight-loss programs.”


Here’s the problem with the liberal approach: We tried it. It doesn’t work.


In 1992, the United States Department of Agriculture—which is supposed to be focused on growing food, not eating food—published the first American food pyramid.


The official federal government guidelines—what the feds wanted you to eat, in other words—is now recognized by pretty much every nutritional expert as a horrible mistake.


Eat bread, is what they said. Lots of it. And pasta, too. Go easy on animal proteins and fat. Load up on the carbs.


Let me repeat: This is what the federal government recommended to Americans.


That was good news for people like me, who see an entire bread basket in a restaurant and think: “Come to Papa,” but bad news for the over 25 million Americans with Type 2 diabetes, which is a disease you get from, essentially, bread and sugar. The diabetes epidemic in America is so huge, it’s impossible to target a specific cost.


It’s somewhere between $83 billion and $185 billion a year, but it doesn’t really matter what the exact cost is—because we all know it’s going up. Way up. There are about 2 million new cases each year.


Any enterprising businessman could have looked at the food pyramid and made a fortune investing in Size XXXXL T-shirts.


The federal government seems to be hell-bent on making us all fat and sick.


But who do they blame?


McDonald’s.


Why? Because they sell delicious—and fattening—burgers and fries, along with salads and McNuggets and a whole lot of other things. Even the beloved Happy Meal is under assault by politicians around the country, and by some who call themselves scientists. One group with a very officious-sounding name—The Center for Science in the Public Interest—threatened to sue McDonald’s if the burger giant didn’t stop selling Happy Meals. In typical nanny-statist hyperbole, they equated what the burger giant did to kids with child abuse, and worse, child molestation.


“McDonald’s is the stranger in the playground handing out candy to children,” CSPI’s litigation director, Stephen Gardner, said in a prepared statement. “It’s a creepy and predatory practice that warrants an injunction. . . .”


It was Gardner’s statement that sounded creepy to even the most ordinary liberal who occasionally treats the kids to lunch at McDonald’s.


“Multi-billion-dollar corporations make parents’ job nearly impossible by giving away toys and bombarding kids with slick advertising,” CSPI’s director Michael Jacobson added.


I’d love to see the parties over at CSPI’s offices. They must be a real riot. Can you spell BUZZ KILLERS?


One could make the same argument about chocolate in the candy aisles, and ice cream at gas stations and cookies after dinner. The fact is, it’s a whole lot easier to be a parent than one might imagine. We are a lot bigger than our kids. It may come as a surprise to the folks at CSPI’s offices, but parents can actually say “no” to their kids. It happens every day in this great country.


The fact is, liberals hate McDonald’s—and its competitors—because they symbolize everything about America they despise: our entrepreneurial zeal, our ability to deliver high quality in a uniform way, our love of convenience and speed, and especially our ability to inspire and support businesses that can be franchised across the globe and that provide millions of jobs.


They really hate that last part. McJobs is what they call them. Because, to a liberal, a job isn’t something that’s intrinsically useful. To a liberal, the fact that fully 25 percent of all working Americans—and that percentage is much larger for Americans under thirty—have worked at McDonald’s, or one of its competitors, is truly alarming. It’s not clear why, exactly. Working for a large company is a great way to learn useful job skills, like time management and customer service.


For liberals, that’s a red flag.


The hate of McDonald’s knows no limits. In his really gross 2004 documentary Super Size Me, writer/actor/activist Morgan Spurlock (yes, that’s really his name) hated McDonald’s so much that he decided to eat McDonald’s food, and only McDonald’s food, for thirty straight days—three times a day—and film what happened.


And surprise of surprises, he gained twenty-four pounds, he had a 13 percent body mass increase and a cholesterol level of 230, and he experienced mood swings and sexual dysfunction.


I suspect that would have happened if Spurlock had decided to eat at IHOP three times a day for a month. Or Taco Bell. Or Mortons. And especially if he chose to eat only their very worst meals to make his tedious point.


The fact is, Spurlock wasn’t interested in anything but vilifying McDonald’s, and helping to bring attention to the work of some food tort lawyers, who were at the time thinking of ways to shake down the burger and shake giant for some kind of cash settlement for selling a product that people like, and that, if eaten to excess, can harm you.


Why didn’t Spurlock, I wondered, choose to instead eat Breyers ice cream by the half-gallon every day and do a documentary about that? Or Gouda cheese? Or canned ham? Or popcorn? Or pounds of cherries, and only cherries, for thirty days?


Because that would just be a really, really gross idea, sans the villain. There’d be no one to vilify but Spurlock himself for making stupid daily food choices.


Oddly enough, Spurlock never disclosed his actual daily McDonald’s intake. Moreover, if he had chosen to, Spurlock could have picked the many good and hearty salads McDonald’s offers its customers. Rather than stuff himself with double cheeseburgers, Big Macs, and extra-large milkshakes, with an extra-large Coke chaser, he could have gone with the single burger. Or the grilled chicken wrap.


But that would not have made Spurlock famous. That would not have made Spurlock the Michael Moore of his generation. Actually, Spurlock should have followed Michael Moore around and filmed what he eats every day. That would have been a fun movie!!


The truth is, Super Size Me was less a documentary than a filmed stunt, and what it really did was Super Size Spurlock’s bank account. And as a capitalist, I am all for that! Even if he is not.


Fitness expert Chazz Weaver came out with a documentary to rebut Spurlock’s, but got very little media buzz. He ate at McDonald’s for thirty days, too, but with a very different meal selection, and with exercise. The result? He lost eight pounds and improved his blood pressure, cholesterol, and triglycerides.


The food fascists love to hate on McDonald’s, but many other possible targets are somehow spared. Starbucks, which sells sugared carbohydrates by the crate, and high-calorie “coffee” drinks—which are essentially fancy milkshakes—is somehow curiously exempt from the fast-food hate you hear from the liberals.


Starbucks, of course, is a very left-leaning company, so despite the fact that there are plenty of Starbucks drive-throughs, and that Starbucks has a tight top-down corporate culture that’s almost McDonaldian in its discipline and structure, they get a free pass from the Fat Police.


In other words: if you get fat on Double Quarter Pounders with Cheese, liberals want to start passing laws. If you get fat on Venti Mocha Lattes with a Caramel Shot and a Currant Scone, liberals are perfectly delighted to look the other way.


But what they both represent is American ingenuity and entrepreneurial risk. What Ray Kroc, the founder of McDonald’s, and Howard Schultz, the founder of Starbucks, have in common is that both of them took something that all Americans loved and figured out a way to serve it faster and better than anyone else.


Faster and better? Liberals dislike that!


Job skills training? On an actual job? Liberals hate that!


Serving up food that’s delicious and fattening, which requires individuals to exercise self-control and personal responsibility? Liberals really hate that!


All that hate wrapped up in a cardboard box, tucked into a sesame-seed bun. With melted cheese, a little ketchup, special sauce, a pickle, maybe some fries on the side?


If you’re a liberal and you’re feeling a little bit hungry right now, I’ve got some bad news for you.


You just might be a conservative.
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49 Flag Pins


“That pin!”
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Let me make a confession: Sometimes, when I find myself in a really liberal part of town—you know the parts of town I’m talking about, right? Yoga studios, lots of electric cars around with “Vegan On Board” bumper stickers, that sort of thing—I make sure that I’m wearing my American flag lapel pin somewhere really conspicuous.


It’s kind of a silly game I play with myself. I’m baiting them, I know. But for some reason, I can’t help myself. Liberals really hate those pins.


I’m not sure why liberals hate the American flag lapel pin. They hate it more than the actual American flag, it seems to me. In those same neighborhoods, you see the American flag flying high in some places. Maybe a holdover fourth-generation Ford dealer. Probably the local VFW hall, if there is one. Possibly the local school and town hall, but only because to not have a flag up would be aggressively unpatriotic.


And if there’s one thing liberals hate, it is aggression.


No, better to stick with their passive-aggressiveness when it comes to being unpatriotic.


Maybe it’s because the lapel pin is smaller, and at eye level. It’s in your face. And it’s personal. It’s in a place it’s not usually found, rather than at the top of a flagstaff or next to a judge. You can’t ignore it. It just pops into eye’s view.


I’ll be at the counter with my purchases, or I’ll ask someone a question, and I’ll see their eyes flicker from my face to my lapel, and I’ll see that look—you know the look I’m talking about—the look of confusion (Hey, what’s that?) followed by alarm (What’s wrong with this guy?) and winding up with a shudder of disgust (Probably some kind of America freak; I’ll bet one of those right-wing nuts, too).


It’s as if I had a swastika on my lapel.


But surely that’s not why they hate it, is it? I mean, when I wear my American flag pin, I’m not making a big political statement. I’m not talking about who to vote for in the next election. I’m not saying anything about taxes or foreign policy or the deficit or any of the issues that fill the airwaves and editorial pages.


The American flag lapel pin that I wear—and that millions of Americans wear every day—just means this: I’m grateful to live in a country that honors and protects freedom, that offers boundless opportunities to its citizens, and that does its best to nurture the noblest parts of the human spirit.


When I wear my pin I’m just saying, when you get right down to it, I love my country.


Now that I think about it, that’s probably why they hate it so much.


You see, many liberals don’t really love America. Oh, sure, they have the vocabulary down. They know how to frame the sentence so that it sounds like a declaration of patriotic feeling. “I love America,” they’ll say. And then they’ll add, “I mean, I love the idea of America . . .” and then comes that inevitable “but.”


And the parade of horribles soon follows.


They’ll start listing all of the things that America has done to let them down, all of the injustices and failings of the country from the moment the Pilgrims landed on Plymouth Rock to the most recent midterm election. They love America, but it’s with qualifications and quibbles, like one of those asterisks next to a baseball player’s stats on the back of his baseball card. He was an okay player. But we’ve got reservations.


I wonder if liberals do this with their wives. I love you . . . “but.”


“I love you, darling, but that extra few pounds on your hips weren’t there when we met, and it would be great if you lost ’em.”


“The way you kiss me, it’s nice, but a little too rough. I knew a girl who had a soft, gentle way of kissing, and she really made me forget about all of my troubles when her lips touched mine.”


That’s the kind of guy women love. The kind whose love is filled with qualifiers and quibbles, and who can’t wait to remind you about them each and every day.


Liberals have reservations about everything American. When they see an American flag, they automatically put an asterisk next to it. Yes, but . . . they want to say. Yes but we’re too rich and drive too much and eat too much and we’re too American. Yes, we saved Europe and are a beacon of liberty for the world, but we don’t recycle enough and we’re too religious to be a really sophisticated country.


During his run-up to the election, then-senator Barack Obama got into a few flag flaps. There was the scene at an event with all of the Democratic candidates standing on a stage in Iowa, listening to our national anthem while facing the American flag. All but one had a hand firmly over the heart. Guess who? Hint: his initials are B.H.O.


No big deal, you say?


Then there was that AP story in October 2007. The one where he went out of his way to stop wearing an American flag lapel pin. He explained his position at a campaign stop in Independence, Iowa: “My attitude is that I’m less concerned about what you’re wearing on your lapel than what’s in your heart. You show your patriotism by how you treat your fellow Americans, especially those who serve. You show your patriotism by being true to our values and ideals. That’s what we have to lead with is our values and our ideals.”


No big deal, you say?


Try that with your wife. “I love you, honey, but I am not buying you those sweet diamond earrings because I’m less concerned with what you wear on your ears than what’s inside our hearts.”


Give that a shot. See where it gets you.


President Obama was asked again about the pin in an interview with KCRG-TV in Cedar Rapids. “The truth is that right after 9/11 I had a pin,” he said. “Shortly after 9/11, particularly because as we’re talking about the Iraq War, that became a substitute for I think true patriotism, which is speaking out on issues that are of importance to our national security.”


It just kept getting worse. The pin he said he didn’t like, he actually used to like, until everyone in America started liking it. And so he stopped liking it.


In that interview, he actually referred to the American lapel flag pin as “that pin.” The same way that Bill Clinton referred to Monica Lewinsky. “That woman.”


Obama came around. “That pin” he stopped wearing because it didn’t show what was in his heart, he is wearing near his heart now. It’s one of those cheesy, jingoistic things you just have to do as president.


When he returns to civilian life, the thing I suspect he’ll like the most is ditching that silly pin once and for all. Maybe he’ll replace it with a United Nations flag pin.


That simple little American flag pin—honestly, the thing is no bigger than a nickel—makes liberals terribly uncomfortable. It forces them to go into all of those reservations and critiques in their minds. It makes their subconscious go into overdrive, whirring and clicking away like one of those old adding machines, totaling up the many, many ways in which they cannot bring themselves to actually love this country.


And it confuses them, too, because here’s a guy in their store or coffee shop—me—who seems nice enough, who’s smiling and being polite. I mean, I don’t foam at the mouth or shout or make a spectacle of myself. I’m just standing there, with a tiny American flag on my lapel, minding my own business, announcing in the quietest, most reserved way possible that I’m grateful to live in America.


That’s all. Just gratitude.


Gratitude for the sacrifices of my forebears. Gratitude for the opportunities this country affords. Gratitude for the men and women who serve the flag in the military. Gratitude for being a part of this amazing, ennobling experiment in representative democracy.


Boy, liberals hate that. Because for them, to be grateful for being an American means, for some reason, whitewashing all of the not-so-great things about this country and her past. America isn’t perfect. We’ve made mistakes in the past, with our callous disregard for the rights of all people, irrespective of race. And we’re making mistakes right now, with our callous disregard for the rights of the unborn. But we always try to be better. We’re always moving toward the good, toward what Lincoln called the “better angels of our nature.”


Liberals don’t see it that way.


Because if they saw it that way—if they saw the America that I see—they’d be forced to admit something awful, something painful, something that would shake the foundation of their beliefs.


They’d be forced to admit that America is a pretty great place. And that Americans are a pretty great people. And that it’s okay to show your gratitude by wearing a small symbol on your lapel. And they can’t admit that, so they see my pin and have only one choice: They have to hate it.


It’s kind of cruel, I’ll admit, to bring such mental anguish to people. And I’m not proud of it, but it always gives me a kind of kick to watch their eyes flicker from the pin to me, back to the pin, back to me, as they enter the sad echo chamber that is the liberal attitude toward this country.


America, to them, is just okay. Not good. Not great. Certainly not exceptional.


Just . . . okay.


About as okay as Sweden. Not quite as okay as France.


When I walk out of the store or the coffee shop, I have to admit that I chuckle a little to myself, because I can hear them behind me still trying to figure it all out.
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48 NASCAR


“Horse racing for morons”
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If you Google the phrase “Liberals who love NASCAR,” you get exactly three hits.


That’s not a typo: three hits.


And that’s surprising, because NASCAR is one of the fastest-growing and most popular sports in America.


On the other hand, it’s not so surprising when you remember that each NASCAR event begins with an invocation, a presentation of the colors, and the national anthem. And all of that happens before a lot of gas-guzzling cars roar to life and zip around a track a couple of hundred times.


There’s a lot of stuff in there that makes liberals completely freak out: patriotism, religion, turning fossil fuels into noise. Liberals hate all of that stuff. But it’s the fact that people are all gathered together, in one arena, that sends their hate-ometers skyward.


A NASCAR event is a celebration of American excess, sure—there are RVs in the parking lot, burgers on the grill, plenty of cold beer, noise—and it’s also got a distinctly southern cast. In the parking lots and on the ballcaps, you occasionally catch glimpses of the old Stars and Bars, and a NASCAR event without a country music star singing the national anthem is almost impossible to imagine.


That immediately eliminates NASCAR from contention as a favorite anything for liberals. Liberals hate the American South. (* See #37.)


But they especially hate the unapologetic American South.


And that’s really the root of their NASCAR animosity. It isn’t the noise and the crowds—ever been to Madison Square Garden?—and it’s certainly not the threat of physical injury. (Two professional hockey players going at it on the ice can probably do more damage to each other than one NASCAR driver, one car, and one guardrail.) What upsets liberals about NASCAR is that everyone there is having a good time, everyone there is drinking and eating and cheering away, there’s fatty food and country music, and no one there seems troubled in the least that liberals disapprove.


Stop being so tacky! The liberals want to shout at the guys in their T-shirts and the ladies in their bedazzled denim.


Stop having such a good time! They want to scold the guys with their Styrofoam beer Koozies and bald eagle caps.


Don’t you know that you people are horribly, horribly working class? Ah, yes. There it is.


Don’t you know you should be doing better things with your day off? Like shopping at Whole Foods, or watching some PBS documentary, or catching up on this week’s issue of the New Yorker?


Liberals love to swan around as champions of the lower orders, and love to extol themselves as the friend of the working man, but they really hate it when the working man doesn’t go along with the edicts and offerings of their wannabe masters. When the working man chooses to do what he wants with his free time.


Like watching grown men speed in high-performance cars around an oval racetrack at breakneck speed, inches apart, taking endless left turns, with an occasional brush with death.


Liberals love to talk endlessly about how much they care about the working class, but they don’t want to know any of them.


On February 18, 2001, NASCAR legend Dale Earnhardt was locked in a battle for third place when his Chevrolet grazed another car and hit a concrete wall while buzzing around a banked turn at the Daytona 500. His car was cruising at between 157 and 161 mph, and he was killed instantly. He was cut from his battered car and pronounced dead of head injuries at a hospital. Earnhardt’s teammate Michael Waltrip won the race, and his son, Dale Jr., was second.


The nation was stunned. Racing fans had lost a legend. A tough man, and a self-made man, he was known as the “Intimidator” for his aggressive driving style, but was adored by fans for his straight talk and for his monumental racing success. He won seventy-six races and earned more than $41 million in a NASCAR career that spanned more than twenty-five years.


But what the people loved most about him was his reputation as being a regular guy. In fact, Earnhardt was so loved that some math teachers in the South taught kids their 1s, 2s, and 3s this way: 1, 2, Earnhardt, 4. It has a ring to it! NASCAR itself has unofficially retired the number 3, and no driver has had the temerity to adopt the number 3 as his own.


Somehow, the New York Times didn’t quite understand the nature of the connection between Earnhardt and the public, and the paper with the line “All the News That’s Fit to Print” on its masthead didn’t waste much type—or ink—on his death. At least not on the first or second day.


It took a few days for their news team to understand the profound connection Earnhardt had with millions of Americans.


Now if Cher had died, the Times would have been all over it. Or Billie Jean King. But a guy from North Carolina who made his living taking left turns in front of race fans with a two-pack-a-day habit and six-pack mentality? Please!


All of this cultural condescension makes sense when you remember the roots of NASCAR. Its origins go back to the days of Prohibition—another grand experiment in government overreach, when “progressives” decided that Americans needed to be protected from themselves—and the black-market business of making and transporting moonshine.


Deep in the “hollers” of Appalachia, families that had been distilling their own eye-watering, throat-burning liquor for hundreds of years suddenly discovered that, thanks to Prohibition, they had a thirsty market for their product. So they ramped up production and soon the valleys of Appalachia were filled with backyard distilleries bubbling away.


All they needed were drivers. Fast drivers. Drivers that could outrun the federal agents charged with enforcing the Volstead Act. On days off, the best drivers would race each other for fun. And when the Volstead Act was finally repealed, it didn’t take much for a new national sport—with its roots in hell-raising, law-skirting, and southern culture—to be born.


So from the very start, NASCAR drivers and their fans were happy to stick a thumb in the eye of polite and uptight society. From its first days, NASCAR and its followers didn’t much care for the approval of the “right” kind of people. They were only interested in a few very American things: have some fun, make some noise, put some money in your pocket.


Okay, so, let’s be fair: These aren’t the most elevated American traits. The guy in the stands at the track in Bristol, Tennessee, with the beer-can hat and the slightly profane T-shirt isn’t going to end up on the ten-dollar bill as one of America’s leading intellectual and moral lights. But there is something truly American—and heroic, in a way—in those principles.


They were the ones who moved out West to build a new nation. They were the ones who didn’t wait for permission. They were the ones who didn’t follow the rules. With every spin around the track, NASCAR and its fans are celebrating the American renegade.


NASCAR fans also know how to laugh at themselves, and that’s another character trait liberals don’t like. Here are just a few of the better NASCAR Redneck Jokes: You Might Be a NASCAR Redneck If . . . You think the last four words of the national anthem are “Gentlemen, start your engines!” . . . You’ve ever written Richard Petty’s name on a presidential ballot . . . You’re not actually able to read The Richard Petty Story, but you sure do like to look at the pictures . . . The only book you own is The Richard Petty Story . . . You spell out NASCAR in Christmas lights . . . You’ve spent more time on the top of a Winnebago than in one . . . You know the “back way” to Talladega . . . You can change a tire faster than you can change a diaper.


But in the end, what underlies the hatred that liberals have for NASCAR and its fans is the sense that they simply don’t care what anyone thinks of them.


If you walked up to that guy in Bristol and told him that some liberals in New York City or Los Angeles or any of the places where liberals gather to scoff and disapprove didn’t much like his choice of sport, or headgear, he’d probably smile and shrug and then say something unprintable about what, exactly, those liberals can do to themselves.


And then he’d probably offer you a beer and a few of his nachos.


Because NASCAR fans are almost always friendly. Even when they’re cursing, they’re smiling. The only problem is, they just don’t know their place.


Which is why the liberals really hate them.
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47 Steakhouses


Beef, cigars, and booze
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One of the things they always ask you, when you sit down at a fancy steakhouse, is, “Have you been here before?”


I invariably say “no,” because I enjoy what happens next.


The waiter or waitress will go through a wonderful description of everything on the menu—at some steakhouses, they even wheel up a cart piled high with steaks and vegetables and a live lobster or two. It’s an amazing—and mouth-watering—way to see all of that great food, and all of those choices, in one place.


But great steakhouses don’t have to be fancy.


One of the best and most quintessential places to dive into a juicy steak is Cattlemen’s Steakhouse in the heartland of steak country, Oklahoma City. At Cattlemen’s, the prices are reasonable, the portions are huge, and the waiter or waitress always says the same thing when your steak arrives at the table.


They ask you to cut into it to make sure it’s cooked the way you like it.


That’s the thing about steak: Everybody likes it cooked exactly the way they like it cooked.


If you go to a steakhouse with friends, pretty much everyone at the table has a particular way to describe what they like—medium, rare, medium rare, medium well, well, not-quite-rare, medium medium rare, we’ve all got our own personal choice. I have a friend who likes it charred on the outside and almost raw in the inside. He ordered it that way once, he told me, at a local steak joint, and the waitress didn’t even blink an eye.


“You want it black and blue?” she asked.


“Is that what they call it?” he said.


She nodded.


And when she brought him his steak, it was just the way he liked it: black and blue.


That’s what I love about steakhouses—they offer delicious only-in-America food, gigantic portions, and best of all, they want to make sure it’s exactly the way you want it.


Liberals hate that.


I love that Americans have so many types of steak to love; there’s the T-bone, the porterhouse, the strip steak, and the sirloin. There’s the rib eye, the ranch steak, the round steak, and the hanger steak. There’s the filet mignon, the chuck steak, and the flap steak. And believe me, I’ve tried them all.


All of those choices of anything drive liberals crazy.


And that many options for eating red meat will drive all but the most caffeinated liberals into a state of depression.


Liberals spend sleepless nights tortured by the idea that some American, in some steakhouse, is having a good meal. Actually, liberals hate everything about the great American steakhouse. It’s a celebration, after all, of the bounty of America’s pasture land. It’s a place for American appetites and American tastes.


I even saw, one night at Cattlemen’s in Oklahoma City, a table of six adults who had just been served bow their heads in prayer.


When was the last time you saw that at the local vegetarian spot?


You can’t get a sushi roll at a steakhouse, and you can’t get a vegan appetizer, either. Most steakhouses make some accommodation for the fish eaters among us—there’s almost always some kind of tuna or salmon to be had, somewhere—but that’s about as far as it goes. When you walk into a steakhouse, there’s no question that you’ve walked into a temple of American culture—an unabashed, unapologetic celebration of American-ness and red meat.


Put it this way: You can find a terrific French restaurant in Chicago. And you can find a delicious Japanese restaurant in Tucson. Nothing wrong with that.


But you can’t find a great steakhouse anywhere but in this country. You can’t dive into a juicy T-bone anywhere but here. Steak—and steakhouses—are American through and through.


Liberals hate this.


But here’s what else they hate about steakhouses. It’s the atmosphere. There are the great, long wooden bars, with the old-fashioned bartenders who’ll laugh if you ask for one of those wishy-washy liberal drinks—a cantaloupe vodka with a spray of Sprite, for instance.


And then there are the cigarettes. And the cigars.


Drag a lib, if you can, into the local steak palace and watch his nose crinkle and his lips curl. Everything about the typical steakhouse décor—the cowboys on the wall, the waiters and waitresses in sharp-looking uniforms, the rolling cart laden with red meat on display, and the smoke—it’s as if it was all designed to drive liberals crazy, it is so perfectly, delightfully politically and gastronomically incorrect.


Liberals, in fact, are the only people who can get a heart attack from just thinking about all of that steak.


They hate the piles of red meat, the smell of caramelizing fat, the noise of a knife and fork cutting into a juicy porterhouse. But they especially hate the choice! How do you want your steak cooked? For liberals, the answer to that question—and to every question—is “Who cares? You’ll eat it the way we want you to eat it!”


Of course, liberals don’t want you to be eating steak in the first place. If they had their way, the answer to the question “How do you want your steak cooked?” would be, “Never, thanks. I’ll have the steamed tofu instead.”


We’re not supposed to be eating these steaks, according to the lefties. We’re supposed to be nibbling on lettuce shards and sipping miso broth. Our vegetables are supposed to be drab and spotted—organic, you see, is code for brown—and everything else is required, by liberals, to be artisanal.


Have a seat in a liberal restaurant, and you’re assaulted with all sorts of rules and information. No substitutions. Everything organic. They’ll tell you the name of the farm the lettuce comes from, the variety of tomato in the salad, and probably even the name of the hardworking chicken who donated the eggs.


But they won’t ask you how you want your steak. They won’t ask you anything, actually. At liberal restaurants, they tell you what you’re going to have.


And what you’re going to have isn’t going to satisfy you nearly as much as a slab of juicy steak, some potatoes, a wedge of lettuce slathered in blue cheese dressing, and something sweet for dessert.


You see, for liberals, that might put some color into your cheeks. That might make you happy, and they can’t have that.


The folks who eat and work in liberal, organic, vegan places always have the same pale complexion. The same yellowish pallor. They always look worn out and tired, wrinkly and sad. I mean, ask yourself: Have you ever seen a bubbly, happy vegan? Have you ever had a meal with a cheerful vegetarian?


Please.


What on earth do they have to be happy about, with every day filled with sad little tofu wraps and piles of beans and odd-looking grains? Liberal food is even hard to spell—is it “quinoa”? “Quenoa”? And what is quinoa, anyway?—and even when you can spell it, it doesn’t sound very appetizing. Bulghur, quinoa, spelt—these sound like the noises your stomach makes after a big vegan meal.


Maybe that’s why they all look so miserable. It’s not an emotional problem. It’s gastric distress!


Look, I love liberals—I try to love all of God’s creatures—but I’d prefer not to take a long car ride with one after they’ve had a big vegan meal. If you get my drift.


So even though liberals hate steakhouses, do what you can to get one to cross the threshold. Promise them anything—just get them to the table and get some red meat into them.


They’ll resist, of course, but try to get them to the table. They’ll freak out at the selection, at the size of the portions, and especially at the whole notion that the customer has a choice. But keep saying soothing words, encourage them to relax, and before you know it, they’ll be sitting back in their chairs and savoring the environment.


And when the steak arrives at the table, you will have won the day.


My guess is that for a lot of liberals, that’s all it’s going to take. One big bite of a red and dripping strip, maybe an onion ring or two, and for some of them it’s going to be the beginning of a long journey from tofurkey socialism to steakhouse free-market capitalism.


So do your civic duty.


Buy a liberal a steak.
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46 The Pilgrims


The original liberals
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Here’s what we all agree about the Pilgrims: They were deeply religious, wore funny black hats and buckles on their shoes, their clergyman shouted at them every Sunday, and they celebrated the first Thanksgiving with the local Indians.


Here’s what the liberals agree about the Pilgrims: They were religious fanatics, wore funny hats and buckles on their shoes, burned witches at the stake, and celebrated the first Thanksgiving with the local indigenous Native American peoples. And then decided to kill them.


Here’s what’s true about the Pilgrims: pretty much everything in the two paragraphs above—though I might phrase it differently—but liberals and conservatives often forget this one interesting fact:


The Pilgrims were communists.


Well, okay, maybe not communists, but they were about as socialist as you could be in the seventeenth century. Put it this way: they were a lot more socialist than the French.


And, of course, that’s why they almost starved to death.


Liberals hate the Pilgrims, and it’s never made any sense to me why they do. It seems like a match made in heaven—a rigid, dogmatic group of people in weird clothes trying to survive in a communelike setting.


Isn’t that a liberal’s idea of paradise?


In fact, except for their unwavering religious faith and strict code of self-discipline—which I admit are two pretty big things—it’s hard to tell the difference between the early Pilgrim settlements and one of those hippie communes where everyone walks around naked and they sit in a circle and drum.


I may be exaggerating here, but only a little.


It’s the religious stuff—the belief in God and the Bible and a Plan that rules us all—that keeps liberals from embracing the Pilgrims as the long-lost cousins that they are.


Liberals hate religion. Well, not all religions. When God or Jesus enters the conversation, they just freeze up. But mention Hinduism, Kabbalah, Islam, radical Wicca—those are okay; start getting into Jesus, though, and the alarm bells go off.


If liberals could just get past the religion obstacle, they’d find they have a lot in common with the Pilgrims.


For instance, in the early years of the Pilgrim experiment, the community didn’t believe in private property. They farmed and harvested as a collective farm might. No one owned the livestock. No one owned the land they tilled.


Doesn’t that sound like it would appeal to liberals? Doesn’t that sound exactly like what a political science professor at the local college would describe as his dream set-up?


The problem with all of that was, when no one owns anything, nothing gets done.


The crop yield on the Plymouth Plantation became perilously—dangerously—low. As was the whole animal husbandry operation. Most people today erroneously think that the Pilgrims suffered from harsh weather and hard-to-cultivate land, but what was threatening their existence was really bad public policy.


Because of “community ownership” (known today as progressivism, or “spreading the wealth around”), the industrious Pilgrims were forced to subsidize the lazy Pilgrims. And the lazy Pilgrims—the very first Occupy protesters—had no incentive to put in an honest day’s work. So long as they knew they could profit from the industriousness of Other Pilgrims’ Work, why bother?


Americans learned early on about what economists call the “free rider” problem, and its regrettable effects. And they learned early on the effects of bad liberal policy.


Who loved the idea of reaping the fruits of OPW (Other Pilgrims’ Work)? The lazy Pilgrims, that’s who!


As you can imagine, this didn’t sit well with the industrious Pilgrims. Why bother to work, only to have the fruits of your labor passed along to those who don’t? Collectivism, it turns out, pitted Pilgrim against Pilgrim. Sound familiar?


Here is how William Bradford’s history of the colony recorded the early discord. His comments make it clear that common ownership demoralized the community and gave rise to conflicts that were much more serious than any others they confronted.


The strong, as Bradford put it, “had no more in division of victuals and clothes” than the weak. The older men felt it disrespectful to be “equalized in labours” with the younger men.


Unlike modern liberals, the leaders at Plymouth took swift action. They didn’t appoint a blue-ribbon panel to study the behavior of the slackers, or a commission to understand the greed of the industrious Pilgrims. Who had the time?


They didn’t accommodate the free riders with more food and more goodies. They didn’t empower the lazy Pilgrims by asking—or forcing—the hard-working Pilgrims to give more.


The Pilgrim leaders had a better idea. What if we just all work for ourselves? What if we own the land we work? And that, as they say in the comic books, was a “lightbulb” moment.


And so it was decided.


Here is how William Bradford described the policy change: “At length, after much debate of things, the Governor (with the advice of the chiefest amongst them) gave way that they should set corn every man for his own particular, and in that regard trust to themselves; in all other things to go in the general way as before. And so assigned to every family a parcel of land, according to the proportion of their number.”


And thus was born private property in Plymouth.


When the Pilgrims started to be responsible for their own little piece of the Plymouth Plantation pie, when they got a piece of Plymouth Rock, suddenly things got more efficient. The crop yields went up. Livestock increased. And the slackers were exposed. Free riding no longer yielded any benefits. And so the free riders started working.


The whole place started to hum with the kind of flinty industriousness we’ve come to expect from tough, winter-beaten New Englanders. In a few years, they had enough prosperity and leisure time to take up cultural pursuits, like burning witches and whipping adulterers. You can’t do that kind of thing when you’re gaunt and weak from hunger.


In that same history recorded by Bradford, he described the results of this paradigm shift from “community ownership” to private property this way: “It was a very good success.”


You think?


All over the world—and at every moment in modern history—people have learned this simple lesson. Private property and personal responsibility are the best, most effective ways to get a turkey on the dining room table. And if you want pumpkin pie, you’re going to have to make a deal with the guy who owns the pumpkin patch, so you better have something to trade.
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