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Introduction

			Welcome, dear reader, to my sixth book. If you had told me in 2010 when I wrote In Fifty Years We’ll All Be Chicks…And Other Complaints from an Angry Middle-Aged White Guy that I’d crank out five more volumes of said complaints, I wouldn’t have believed you. So thanks.

			This one’s going to be a bit different. I’m going back to basics. The great Jimmy Kimmel created an idea for my stage show: having audience members write one word on a ping-pong ball for me to riff on. They would then shoot those ping-pong balls out of their vaginas at me onstage. When Jimmy sobered up, we decided it would be cleaner, literally and figuratively, if we just put those ping-pong balls in a bingo hopper and pulled them out at random for me to pontificate on. The name of the show is Unprepared, and I perform it along with some more prepared stand-up comedy throughout the country.

			At my core I’m an improvisor. I flamed out of the Groundlings, the famous improv troupe in Los Angeles that gave us greats like Paul Reubens, Kristen Wiig, Lisa Kudrow, and Phil Hartman, but later went on to cofound the ACME comedy theater. More important, I did the lion’s share of the work on the radio show Loveline for over a decade with Dr. Drew, who can name every bone in the body but doesn’t have a funny bone in his. So I thought I’d kick it old school in this book and do things a bit more free-form, answering questions and doling out advice.

			The audience questions throughout this book are all real; nothing is cooked. We solicited them on my podcast and on Twitter, weeded out the dead wood, and in various hours stuck in miserable L.A. traffic I riffed, ranted, and raged and turned them into the following tome. There are going to be many improvised tangents along the way, thus the title. It was originally going to be called Ask an Asshole: Advice and Answers from the Least Apologetic Man in Comedy. But smarter people than me realized that would be a marketing problem. Even though it’s true that I am an unrepentant asshole, it would have been hard for Tucker Carlson to say the book title on air when I went to plug it on his show. So we decided to clean up the language a bit for sales. That was actually the biggest complaint from my last book, the language. If you read the Amazon reviews for I’m Your Emotional Support Animal, you’ll see that people generally agreed with the sentiments, but many wished I had expressed them with a few less cuss words. My favorite was this email sent directly to my publisher. Let it be the first I address in this book.

			I am writing you today to let you know how disappointed I am with your new Carolla book “I’m Your Emotional Support Animal.” I bought it hoping for some humor in this now humorless society and to support Post Hill Press.

			I am truly disgusted by the filthy language in this book. Just a few pages into the book the profanity started. There should be a disclaimer for those of us who are offended by this offensive language. I returned the book at Amazon and will get my money back. I will never buy another of your books, as I find I can’t trust them. I just don’t know why, when we are such an educated society, we are now resorting to the most vile of language.

			Linda, Ohio

			As a proud asshole, let me say, fuck your delicate sensibilities. You do the thing I hate the most: say “I like humor as much as the next person” before you call for censorship and cancelation. You clearly have no sense of humor. I’m not going to apologize; shitty times call for shitty language. I wrote that book in 2019 when things sucked and our society was going off a cliff, but even I, with my crystal ball of a brain, couldn’t have seen just how bad things would get after the twin viruses of COVID-19 (and the accompanying government ineptitude and overreach) and the post–George Floyd infection of “antiracism,” critical race theory, and police defunding. That book hit the virtual shelf (because no one could go out to an actual bookstore at the time) and sold 11,292 hardcovers in our first week. Yet we did not make the New York Times bestseller list. Hmmm…

			For June 14–20 of 2020, I’m Your Emotional Support Animal was the forty-eighth-bestselling book in the country, according to Bookscan, and the twelfth-bestselling nonfiction book on Amazon. It made the bestseller lists of USA Today, the Wall Street Journal, and Publishers Weekly. But more important, it sold more copies than eight books on the Times list, including the following. (I’ve included the publishers’ descriptions from the list to add to the nausea).

			•Me and White Supremacy (10,994 copies sold): “This eye-opening book challenges you to do the essential work of unpacking your biases, and helps white people take action and dismantle the privilege within themselves…”

			•Between the World and Me (10,020 copies sold): “[A] bold and personal literary exploration of America’s racial history…”

			•Hood Feminism (3,672 copies sold): “A potent and electrifying critique of today’s feminist movement announcing a fresh new voice in Black feminism.”

			Seeing a trend there?

			I bring this up not out of bitterness but out of a need to call bullshit. So, like the great Babe Ruth, I’m calling my shot now. There is no way I’ll get on the New York Times list again. And I now take that as a badge of honor. I never in my wildest or darkest fantasies would ever think that anything I said onstage or wrote on the page would ever be considered “important,” but in times such as these, simply speaking your mind—as I’ll do in the following pages, prompted by your questions—is considered an act of defiance and, potentially, patriotism.

			As you likely know—and if not, then you’ll know by the end of this book—I’m into vintage racing. I was at an event at the track at Pebble Beach last year, and people kept coming up to shake my hand and stroke my ego. It used to be that when I was stopped at an airport or an event like Laguna Seca, they’d say, “Hey, Man Show! Where are the Juggies?” or “I grew up listening to Loveline.” In 2021 the same number of people came up to me, but no one brought any of that up. What they said was, “Thank you for what you’re doing.” I tried to stay humble and just reply, “I’m just talking. I’m a comedian just doing my job,” but they’d push back: “No, it’s important what you’re doing.”

			I still have a hard time accepting this, but I’m glad if you think it. I can’t say every moment in the following chapters is going to be a profound speaking of truth to power. There are still plenty of fart joke arrows in the Ace Man’s quiver. But hopefully you’ll enjoy some pearls of wisdom and nuggets of joy, and have some moments when you think, I’m afraid people would think I’m an asshole for saying that, but I’m glad he did.





Chapter 1

			Auto Correct

			I know everything, but I really know cars. Between collecting vintage Paul Newman Datsuns, being a two-time Toyota Pro/Celebrity Race champion, or simply being an infuriated Los Angeles native who has spent the better part of his life stuck in traffic, I’m uniquely qualified to answer your automotive questions. So, questioners, start your engines.

			What’s the craziest crap that you’ve seen being hauled in a car or truck going down the highway (or that you hauled in your POS pickup truck back in the day)?

			Mike, 50, Maryland

			I have seen some crazy crap being hauled around in my time driving the highways and byways of SoCal. (How long before the LGBTQIA+ community decides that “byway” is problematic, by the way?) That crazy crap was not so much building materials or equipment, but what people used to haul in the form of homemade camper shells. I’m talking the kind of DIY in which you could get a DUI. Before Amazon shipped us cheap Chinese plastic and every pot had a lid, people needed to use ingenuity. You’d have a pickup truck, and no camper shell existed for your model. Or the ones that did were half the price of what you paid for the pickup. This is when guys would get out the plywood, one-by-six tongue-and-groove knotty cedar, a sixer of Hamm’s, and some ingenuity. You don’t see that anymore.

			This is a larger symbolic problem with modern America. Dig. We used to be a gritty country in which people made their own stuff. I grew up in an America where we fixed shit and made shit. Stuff was bespoke. Individualism used to be part of our world. My kids see a bunch of a beige Priuses going down the street, each one no different than the other. I grew up in a time when people took out the acetylene torch and made stake-bed pickup trucks out of VW bugs.

			We’re losing our individuality. It’s the Starbucks-ing of our culture. Think about it. There’s a Starbucks on every corner. There used to be coffee shops with names. There were a hundred thousand different places with a hundred thousand different names. Sometimes they were clever movie or literary references, or just some dude’s name, like “Al” or “Ed.” Usually they were mediocre coffee puns centered around the word “grind.” The friends on Friends went to Central Perk. Nowadays they’d just go to a Starbucks that’s two blocks away from another Starbucks.

			A quick tangent. How many people do you think know that Starbucks is named after a character from Moby Dick? It’s just become synonymous with coffee. Like Kleenex, Dumpster, and Google are brand names that have become synonymous with what they are. But it could have been different. If instead of a minor character from Moby Dick, what if the brand that overtook the coffee world were Moby Dick himself? Would we text our friend, “While you’re out, grab me a grande Dick with heavy cream”? Would we have to chug a Dick before we got to airport security?

			Another thing I’ve seen hauled around that you don’t anymore that proves our society is declining is kids in jump seats facing the wrong direction. If you were behind them in the car, you’d be looking them in the eye for seventy miles and they’d be making faces at you the whole time. We’re way too safety conscious now to do that. But back then, we all rolled around in the back of a station wagon hanging on for dear life if the old man took a turn too fast in the family truckster.

			You’d see loose dogs in the backs of pickups too. When was the last time you saw some mutt wandering around the back of a moving pickup truck? That’d never happen today. I guarantee that your average American dog has spent more time strapped into an air-conditioned car this year than I did during my entire childhood.

			This automotive modernization and homogenization also mean we’ve lost our connection to each other. When I was a kid, everyone drove with their windows down during the summer. You could tell what brand of cigarette the guy was smoking in the next car over when you pulled up to the stoplight. There was more eye contact. Now everyone is just hiding behind sunglasses and a COVID mask and a 25 percent tint on their windows. You used to know who people were by what they drove. When I was a kid, we all knew when Dr. Fagenbaum drove by, because he had a Mercedes. That was a big deal. And if you read my memoir, Not Taco Bell Material, you might recall my mentioning the guy in my neighborhood who had a van with “Radical Rich” written on the side in rainbow tape. I would love to know what happened to that guy. If you want to see the last vestige of this, google the name Dennis Woodruff and enjoy.

			Cars have always been symbolic of America. They used to be about progress, going forward. Hitting the open road and seeing the USA in your Chevrolet. Well, now they’re about comfort and entertainment—massaging seats and built-in iPads for all. And they’re built to be disposable, not fixable or customizable. Plus, they’re all about safety. Just like us, they’re focused on all the wrong things. We’d be a better society if we dealt with a little discomfort, took a little more risk, and were a little more individual or even unique.

			But to answer your question, Mike from Maryland, the things I hauled the most in my piece-of-shit pickup were ass and grass. No one rode for free. ■

			Why have I never seen and never will see a woman driving a man on a motorcycle?

			Eric, 50, San Diego

			A lot of it is about optics. Men don’t want to be seen being their girl’s bitch. Most guys would buy tampons for the wife at the CVS if everyone at the store wore those black pillowcases al-Qaeda makes you put over your head before they cut it off, or one of those hoods they put on falcons and hawks.

			It’s ironic. The wooden-bracelet-wearing, NPR-listening dads would be more than willing to get on a motorcycle their wife was piloting, because they’re pussy-whipped enough to do whatever they’re told. But they’re also too scared to get on one. And they are too prone to anxiety disorders to let their old lady ride one. (And they’d never call her their old lady because that would be ageist and assume gender identification.) It’s too big a risk, because their wife makes more than them. She’s out there earning while he’s trying to get his artisanal vegan cheese business off the ground. Kamala Harris’s husband would never untuck his junk long enough to saddle up behind her on a hog.

			Though if one of these homos ever did get on the back of his woman’s bike, she could still wear the classic biker T-shirt that says on the back “If you can read this the bitch fell off.”

			You don’t really see dudes riding with other dudes on the back of motorcycles that much. I was thinking about this not too long ago. A dude riding with a dude on a motorcycle is all about where you put your hands. It’s connected to how gay you are. If you’ve got your arms around the waist of the man in front of you, not only are you gay but you’re a bottom. If you have your arms around his shoulders, you’ve upgraded to bi. If you’ve got your arms folded, you’re hetero. And if you’ve got your arms folded and a cigarette dangling out of your mouth, you’re the straightest dude alive. ■

			I want your thoughts on the landau top. Is it for people who don’t really want a convertible but want people to think they have a convertible? It gives vandals something to slash, it’s prone to rotting and sun fading, and when it comes loose from the roof it acts as a windsock so your ’84 Skylark can somehow become less aerodynamic. Has there been a worse automotive concept than the landau top?

			Aaron, 52, Louisville

			All you need to know about how bad the landau roof was is that it came to prominence in the worst decade for everything. The height of the landau top was the late ’70s, and it was exclusively on American cars. At that point we couldn’t build an American car that would pass smog inspection or have consistently working power windows. The paint on the hood would blister after three years, and the vinyl on the dash would split after two. What made us think we could upholster the roof?

			It was the magician’s and politician’s trick of misdirection. American car companies upholstered the outside of the car as a grand gesture because they didn’t want you to know what was going on in their shitty engine design. Landau tops shouted, “Don’t pop the hood; look at the love seat we’ve grafted onto the roof.”

			The people who had to be over the moon about this were the Japs. This must have sent a clear message to them that we were ripe for the picking. Just come in with your Datsuns and your Casio watches and kick the shit out of us. We’ve got a gas crisis, and we’re carpeting the outside of the car. There’s no sleeping giant to awaken here. We’re a sleeping sloth. Think I’m exaggerating? At the height of the landau roof, the Japanese were good for only 8 percent of the market share for cars. By 1986 they had over 20 percent. We were asking for it, like when a woman is raped and the defense is “Did you see what she was wearing?”

			Speaking of stupid car shit from the ’70s, if you had a car with a landau roof, there was a pretty good chance you’d also have an opera window. I can hear the designers now: “What does this Coupe de Ville need in addition to a fake convertible top with useless snaps? An unusable window! Genius!” I guess it was there so if you passed out you could see the train light coming at you. And since no celebrity has ever driven a Buick Celebrity and no one from Malibu has ever driven a Chevy Malibu, do you think anyone has ever driven home to their mansion after attending the opera in a car that had an opera window?

			What was with our obsession with unnecessary upholstery in the ’70s? We had carpet kits for the lids of toilet seats. What the fuck? There was carpet in the bathroom. Who has ever left a bathroom and thought, Hmm. That room where I fart, shit, and piss doesn’t have enough shag carpet. We were so nuts about carpeting in the ’70s, you would think it had just been invented. Even toupees were called rugs back then. We were carpet-bombing Vietnam, and it was the big-bush era as far as porn was concerned. We loved all things carpeted.

			But like a landau roof, I think I’ve covered this one more than I needed to. Next question. ■

			I don’t think you’ve touched on stop signs on mall or other private property. I assume you ignore them since the cops can’t do shit if it’s not a real street?

			Michelle, 50, Las Cruces, New Mexico

			Of course. But cops wouldn’t be there anyway. There’s no place to hide in a mall parking lot. Traffic cops are cowards. These are the police that need to be defunded. Everyone I know has gotten a ticket for rolling through a four-way stop. It’s always from a cop lying in wait at the bottom of the hill. Cops don’t come to you; you come to them. They hang there and hide where they can light you up. No one thinks in terms of where they aren’t. You’ll never get a ticket going up a hill, because no one speeds going up a hill.

			Your question about useless signs I ignore reminds me of those “Slow Down. Kids Live Here” signs. You know those A-frame yellowish-green signs that looks like a retarded turtle that’s been pulled from its shell holding a flag? I’ve never seen any kids playing in streets with those signs. Maybe they all got run over, but it’s more likely they’re inside playing Fortnite and watching YouPorn while someone is setting up the sign. I’ve never seen kids playing within two thousand feet of one of these signs. It’s ironic too, because I only see them in the good neighborhoods where the parents give a shit, but in those neighborhoods, at least one of the kids has a half-court basketball setup in the backyard, and that’s where the kids are. Those kids don’t play stickball in the street. They’re in someone’s in-ground pool or playing cornhole in the backyard by the fire pit. The garbage neighborhoods are where the kids are in the street, because the yards are the size of a Post-it note and full of weeds and dog shit. But nary a sign. Shouldn’t some Good Samaritan go to the nice neighborhood and rescue these turtle signs and bring them to the poor neighborhoods where the kids are getting clipped by cars? It’s overkill. Having these signs up in the good neighborhoods is like the guy with a small dick buying Magnum condoms.

			By the way, my mom would not have put up that sign; she would have been waving motorists to my bedroom. “He’s in there napping. It’s easy pickin’s.” ■

			Hi Adam, I need your help to argue my points. I want to contact the people who make gas pumps. When I pay cash at the gas station, the gas pump slows to a quarter speed when I get to 50 cents prior to the amount I paid. Why can’t this happen at 10 cents prior?

			Jason, 48, Huntington Beach, California

			Good point. I feel the same way. You know you’ve arrived when you just walk away from that last half a buck. Certain things are too slow, like that last gas pump ejaculation. You know what else is too slow? The people mover at the airport. I always get on that thinking I’m going to save some time, but then I turn to my right and see guys hauling Samsonites, moving at a pretty good clip on the carpet and beating me on the people mover. Even when I’m moving, I get slowed down by someone who doesn’t know there’s a standing lane and a walking lane. Why are you standing on the people mover? Are you lazy or motivated? It’s like the guy who wears a T-shirt and a scarf. Are you hot or cold?

			But other things are too fast. For example, the time for entering the conference call fourteen-digit number. What would be the harm in giving me a beat to look down at the next round of digits I need to enter before you cut me off? You’ve decided I’ve lost interest in making the conference call because I took a hummingbird’s heartbeat to see whether I wrote down a seven or a nine? It gives me anxiety. It’s not five seconds; it’s less than three. Why not give me thirty seconds? What would be the harm?

			And while I’m in this area, I need to have a sit-down with Siri. When you’re using the talk-to-text feature, if you inhale she decides you are done speaking and attempts to send the text. I’m sorry I’m not as artificially intelligent as you, bitch, but I actually want to compose my thought. So you end up shotgunning out your text because you’re sick of getting cut off. Spelling and grammar be damned; you’re going to spit out a run-on sentence and message your wife that you’re stopping at the store for a gallon of MILF. ■

			I made the mistake of not having a motorcycle when I got married in 2000. My life seems monotonous, and I fucking need something to blow off steam and decompress. Unfortunately, my wife thinks I will kill myself and leave her and our three kids without a father/husband. What should I do?

			Ron, 48, Indiana

			This is a mixed blessing. When they don’t care if you get a motorcycle, that means they don’t care if you get in a motorcycle accident. Think about it. If in week one of most relationships you said, “Would you care if I got a motorcycle?” most women would care greatly. But seven years in they’ll say, “I’ll drive you to the Honda dealership.” So my advice is to get your relationship deteriorating to the point where she wants you to kill yourself on the motorcycle. ■

			I am looking at leasing or buying the Model Y Tesla. Owning versus leasing…which do you think is the best move?

			Lewis, 46, Dallas

			I used to be an owning-oriented person. I’m now leaning toward leasing. I think it’s smart to keep it to three years and always get something new. Think about anyone you’ve ever known who leased. They’ve never driven around in a twenty-year-old piece of shit. My mom had a Dodge Dart that was twenty years old, a VW Squareback that was twenty years old, and a VW bug that was twenty years old. If you utter the following phrase more than four times in your life, it’s a bad sign: “I got a new car…well, new to me.”

			And that’s why I know it’s a self-esteem thing. She didn’t, and people who buy versus lease don’t feel like they deserve something new. You basically have to ask yourself if you’re worth the extra expense. It doesn’t make the most sense financially, but staying in a cheap motel versus a decent Marriott doesn’t make the most sense either. Or coughing up for business class versus coach. Lots of things that don’t make sense financially send the message to yourself that you can have nice new things and don’t need to settle. Audi versus Mitsubishi. Eating at Morton’s or Ruth’s Chris Steakhouse versus Sizzler. Who cares? At a certain point you’re going to die. Why not live a little before you do?

			And when it comes to the Tesla specifically, I say lease. That car didn’t even exist ten years ago. Electric is progressing at, pun intended, ludicrous speed. If you buy the Y, by the time your lease is up Elon Musk will have a new model you’re going to want with all the latest tech. Who knows what he’s got in R&D right now? Why own a donkey when a Model A is right around the corner?

			A quick tangent. I’ve always been confused about the Model A. Why did the Model A come after the Model T? My fans know by now I’m not a great speller, but even I know the order of the alphabet. Well, I did a little research. The Model T was introduced in 1908. Letters A through T were designed before that, but not all of them went into production. The Model T was such a success and the next in line was so different that instead of going with a Model U, Henry Ford wanted to start over again with the letter A. Thus the Model A we all picture. I hope you enjoyed that educational tidbit. At first I googled “Model T and A,” and a half-hour and an empty ballsack later I found my way over to Wikipedia to discover the above. ■

			What items do you consider essential to have in your vehicle at all times?

			Don, 57, Tempe, Arizona

			There was an item for cars I’d always see while I was drunk, looking at the SkyMall catalog. You’ve probably seen it. It was called the LifeHammer. Designed to help you escape your car in an accident, it had a razor on one side to cut the seatbelt if it was jammed up, and a special hammer to break the window if you went full Chappaquiddick. I’m from North Hollywood and have always lived in Los Angeles—there’s no body of water anywhere nearby. But I still felt like I needed it. Despite that, I didn’t get it because I knew exactly what would happen. At some point I’d be going over a bridge at night, I’d be drunk, the fog would be rolling in, and I’d end up in the drink upside down. The water would be seeping in and I’d be freaking out, feeling under my seat, trying to open the glove compartment, looking for it in a panic. And with my last breath before sinking to Davy Jones’s locker, I’d call my wife and say, “Where’s the LifeHammer?” and she’d say, “I put it in the trunk.” ■

			Given the choice, would you rather drive in an IndyCar, F1, or NASCAR race?

			Don, 57, Tempe, Arizona

			You again, Don?

			Normally I’m into European innovation and technology, but I’m going to surprise everyone by saying NASCAR. Open wheel is scary. You definitely feel safer inside the cage of a NASCAR vehicle. In NASCAR you can go bumper to bumper and door to door, and not worry about being launched into the air and likely to your death by bumping someone’s tire.

			Also, if Biden is still alive and president at the time, it could be exhilarating if I won a NASCAR race and during the postrace interview we could get chants of “Let’s go Adam!”

			A quick side note on NASCAR and race car movies in general. We don’t need the scene where they’re going down the back straight at Talladega and someone is bumping our hero from behind, and we get a close shot of him punching down the gear shift and leaving the other guy in the dust. In reality that guy is already in top gear, flat out and wide open. It’s such a ridiculous idea. So everyone is just in the wrong gear the whole race? The professional driver you’ve based your movie on is feathering the gas? He doesn’t know to put it into top gear?

			Or, if he’s not in the lead, they do that ultrafake moment when he decides he’s sick of being in second place, upshifts from third to fourth gear, and slingshots around to take the lead. “Holy shit, this car has another gear?!!” Please. Or the other never-happened-in-real-life moment when he’s looking in the rearview to see who’s bumping him and realizes it’s his archenemy. In reality, that guy has been behind him for seven laps.

			But back to my NASCAR plans, because I have a brilliant idea for how to make a name for myself. Literally. It occurred to me years ago that it was a damn shame that Muhammad Ali changed his name from Cassius Clay. That’s a strong name. And that Lew Alcindor changed his name to Kareem Abdul-Jabbar. Even Cat Stevens became Yusuf Islam. These guys had some of the coolest names of all time and changed them to Muslim monikers. Yet NASCAR legend Dick Trickle stuck with that name. (One of these days, I’m going to write a book called What’s Wrong with Rich? and send it to Dick Trickle, Dick Butkus, and 1970s Red Sox and Mariners pitcher Dick Pole.)

			I’m going to do what Rich Trickle never did. I’m going to join the NASCAR circuit, kick ass, get all the fans behind me, and then find my true faith in Islam and change my name to Muhammad Al Sheikh just to see what the rednecks would do. They’d be so conflicted. Guys would be throwing beers at the track. I wouldn’t race during Ramadan, and I’d refuse liquor sponsorships on my car. It’d be awesome. Then, to cap it all off, I’d take my fame, partner up with Shaquille O’Neal, and open a fast-food franchise serving soul food with Middle Eastern flair, like chicken shawarma and waffles. We’d call it Sheikh Shaq. ■

			Is there a bigger douchemobile than the Polaris Slingshot?

			Tony, 55, Baltimore

			Maybe the Mercedes-Benz G-Wagon. If not, it’s a close second. If a Mercedes-Benz G-class collided with a Polaris Slingshot, it would be douche-on-douche destruction. The highway patrol wouldn’t even investigate that accident; they would just assume both are equally at fault, both drivers being douches. And if that happens, two clubs are going to have to find backup DJs that night.

			Let’s sort this out. First, we have to factor in the per-wheel douche reduction. The Slingshot only has three wheels, so it’s packing more douchiness on 25 percent less traction. That’s just science. But while the Polaris packs a punch in the douche debate because of the reduced number of rims, the G-Wagon makes up for it with a higher price tag. A base-model 2021 G-Wagon has an MSRP of $131,750, compared to the highest-level limited-edition Slingshot’s $32,799 suggested sticker price. Imagine the douchiness that it takes to pay four times a schoolteacher’s salary for a vehicle that is essentially a box with Kardashians in it.

			Then again, the G-Wagon has a roof and windows, so we don’t have to hear Drake blaring out of it, while the Polaris douche is subjecting everyone to his horrible taste in “music.”

			Ooof. These are the difficult questions I was afraid I’d get when I started writing this book.

			In the end, I’m going to have to go with the Polaris. Because it’s made in America. At least the Mercedes is German. You can’t blame the German engineers from Mercedes. They made it for off-roading. It should be on safari. They couldn’t have anticipated that Scott Disik would give it a purple satin finish and then outfit it with 25-series tires and 27-inch rims he dings every time they hit a pothole in Malibu. The G-Wagon was made in Germany but douchified in America. The Polaris was born here but should have been aborted. ■

			Have you noticed that oversized pickup trucks have seemingly replaced expensive sports cars as the vehicle of choice for midlife crises? Trucks that were designed to haul tons of material to and from construction sites are now saturating strip mall parking lots when middle-aged dads need to make a run to the supermarket. I would love to get your crystal brain’s take on this perplexing topic.

			John, 38, Norfolk, Virginia

			I’ve definitely noticed this myself. Like the G-Wagon in the previous question, this is all about image and status, but unlike that aforementioned douchemobile, it doesn’t carry the stigma. You can get a Ford F-250 and option it up to a hundred grand these days but still seem like a normal person. It’s like Mark Zuckerberg wearing plain T-shirts, cargo shorts, and flip-flops. It’s saying, “I’m a rich guy but I drive a truck.” “I might be a country music superstar, but I’m just like you.” It’s a humble brag. “I’m like one of you people who actually use it for its intended purpose.” When Princess Di would hunt for land mines, she’d put on the flak jacket and take the photo, but a couple hours later she was blowing Dodi Al Fayed on a yacht.

			Sports cars have always been status-related. Way back when, they were the obvious choice for aging dudes to feel young again. Think of Sam Malone from Cheers and his Corvette fetish. That was the stereotype. Once it became the obvious trope, it had to shift a bit.

			It’s also impractical. The most Lamborghinis in the world are in L.A. And the most traffic in the world is in L.A. as well. Who would need a Lambo in L.A.? The top speed on a new Lamborghini is 191 miles per hour, but in L.A. you’re not getting over 31. To get even more granular, the city with the most sports cars per capita is Malibu. You’ll see them crawling down the Pacific Coast Highway. But at least in L.A., as long as we’re not going anywhere, we might as well save a hundred grand and still make a statement. Sure, I’m not going 191 or hauling logs. That guy is not using the pickup to its full—or any—capacity, just like the other guy isn’t taking the Lambo to Nürburgring. It’s simply implying that you could be hauling timber you just chopped, but you’re not.

			But I think this ties to a deeper issue that I talked about in my last book. I wrote about where we are heading as a culture and a species, and I posited that one-half of us are heading to octagons and the other half are heading to safe spaces. As we go further into the margins, it’s going to show up in lots of different ways. As I drive around L.A., for every Prius or Tesla I see, I also notice a Jeep with knobby tires. We’re too extreme in our political and social identities. Nobody wants to be in the middle anymore. It’s not exciting. It’s not interesting. A Camry is the middle. It used to be that the highway was jammed with Accords and Camrys. Gone are the days when you’d buy a Tercel and just go to work. Now you buy a Tesla to make a statement. And for each one of the Tesla owners is a guy buying a Jeep with knobby tires and a suspension lift who’s also making a statement. That statement is: “I’m not a Tesla guy.” I bet if you pulled over anyone driving a Tesla and asked them what they thought about AOC, Biden, Tucker Carlson, or global warming, you’d get exactly the answers you’d expect. And it would be the same if you pulled over the Jeep-with-a-lift-kit guy. Each vehicle tells me who you are. I think the boom in pickup trucks you’re noticing is the same phenomenon. These aren’t guys in the trades going to the construction site. They’re saying, “I still want to be comfortable, I want you to know I’m rich, but I don’t want you thinking I’m one of those Biden-voting, electric car fags.” ■

			
			[image: ]When driving, why do people slow down when the road in front of them is obviously clear?

			—Alonzo Bodden

			

			This is a great indicator that society at large is out of it. I was noticing it as I was driving through the 405 pass recently. It’s a pretty steep grade going up and the opposite going down. I see people going seventy-two to seventy-five miles per hour toward the hill, but as soon as they hit that incline they go down to fifty-three. It’s not that they don’t know it. Most modern cars have a heads-up digital display on the windshield. You have it right in front of you—it’s not like you have to stick your hand out the window and figure it out from the wind resistance. There’s an easy remedy. It’s not like the old days, when it’d be “I had to double-clutch it and drop it down into third.” Your foot is on a pedal. If you depress it another three-sixteenths of an inch, you’ll keep that speed you had before you hit the hill. It’s probably safer going up a hill a little fast than down it fast, but after going seventy-five when the road has no grade, they drop down to fifty-three halfway up the incline, and then when they crest that hill they keep their foot in the same position and hit eighty-eight. Really, your brain can’t talk to your foot enough to make this mild adjustment? Even with the big digital readout? It’s probably the same group of assholes making the same commute every day.

			Cars have never had more power or been easier to control, and they do all the shifting for you. You literally only need to apply a little more pressure with your right big toe. It’s not like, “Oh, what is this mystery pedal that has appeared under my foot?!” You’ve been using it the whole time.

			I wish the reason they were slowing down was fiddling with coordinates on their dashboard or texting. That would at least be an explanation. This is just pure fucking tune-out. “We were going seventy-seven, now we’re going fifty-four. That’s our new reality. We must accept it.” It’s a scary indictment of humanity. These aren’t guys nodding off on fentanyl or illegal immigrant gardeners driving beat-up pickups that can’t handle the hill who are afraid of getting a ticket and thus deported. These are affluent professional L.A. commuters driving BMWs and Lexuses (is the plural of Lexuses Lexi?).

			There’s a worse spot in SoCal called the Grapevine. It has a steep grade, about 6 percent for over five miles on the 5 freeway in Kern County heading into the San Joaquin Valley. People will slow down to about thirty up that bitch; meanwhile I’m playing Plinko dodging around them trying to maintain sixty-five by slightly altering the grade of my right toe.

			What the fuck, people?

			I think there’s something to your question beyond the tune-out factor, Alonzo. It’s the follow factor. If it’s open road, nobody to follow. Something I’ve learned from COVID is we need someone to follow. Take the off-ramp from the 5 onto Flower, which is my exit to get to the podcast studio. There are two lanes to turn left. One will have fourteen cars, and the other will have one or two. People just queue up. Why? If this was the Disneyland Drive exit off the 5, I could explain it. It’s tourists and they don’t know. But this is Glendale. These are the same commuters going the same way daily. Obviously, there’s something in the human psyche that wants to follow. Signs that are prominently displayed show two left-turn lanes. It’s not a mystery. There’s something in our DNA that compels us to do this. The open road for a minority of Americans such as yourself means it’s time to get on it. For the rest, it causes a mild panic about not being told what to do by the person in front of them.

			We also have a strange relationship with effort. Think about how people treat their own effort versus someone else’s. A cyclist will blow through a four-way stop just about every time. And they could certainly get a ticket. So why do these middle-aged law-abiding citizens in my neighborhood blow through four-way stop signs on their bicycles? They don’t want to brake and scrub off their own effort. They’ve been pedaling their ass off to get to that speed, and they don’t want to lose it. The exact same person in a Tesla will come to a full stop at the same four-way even though they’re covered in crumple zones. Those guys on the bike use their own sweat to get to that speed, and they’re going to have to use more energy to get back up to speed. They’re not thumbing their nose at the law; in fact, they’re obeying the law—the law of conservation of energy. ■

			What do you think of the accelerated efforts, especially in California, of phasing out the combustion engine in favor of electric?

			Scott, 38, Costa Mesa, California

			I’m not against it in principle. Most people are going to opt for electric cars by 2035 anyway. We just need to work out solar roof shingles that can feed the whole home battery. But I’m just not sure we can execute that. California doesn’t have a power grid that can handle more than a third of the population’s putting their air conditioner on in July. We have rolling blackouts and brownouts. (Where are the woke police on those “problematic” terms?) Every summer we’re lectured by politicians and PSAs about only using appliances at certain times. It’s like we’re all forced to be Hassidic Jews on Shabbos. At this point Gavin Newsom and the Democrats running California literally don’t want us to have any power.

			These idiots want to phase out gas cars by 2035, and in 2020 former L.A. mayor Eric Garcetti was proposing an “urban air mobility partnership”—a.k.a. flying taxis. These idiots want to live in The Jetsons, but they’re running the city like the Flintstones. (Thank Christ that Garcetti is off to be Biden’s ambassador to India. I’ll give him a ride to the airport and complain about traffic the whole time.)

			Just like I was talking about earlier with the landau roof, it’s misdirection. Newsom and Garcetti are so concerned with California “leading the world” that they forget to do normal shit that functional states do, like addressing the homeless problem, reducing traffic, and lowering crime. We’re so busy trying to make Europe jealous with how progressive and regulatory we can be, actual shit that affects people falls through the cracks.

			Newsom picks weird inane shit because it’s what you would focus on if you were out of problems. If the schools were good, this is what you would focus on, but L.A. public schools are essentially prisons with a lot less exercise and a lot more sex. It would be as if you talked to a guy and he was bragging about how he was redoing his garage—“I’m putting in all stainless steel cabinetry with full Euro hinge and Accuride slides.” You’d think, I bet the rest of this guy’s house is spectacular. You wouldn’t imagine a broken lightbulb in the socket, a pot with no handle full of moldy Ragu on the stove, and raccoons fucking on his couch. But that’s what California under Newsom is. A lot of focus on shiny new things that make it seem like we’re out of problems. Imagine a parent saying, “My son speaks Mandarin, but he doesn’t speak Cantonese. We’ve got to get going on that.” And you reply, “Isn’t your son a junkie?” “Oh yeah, he’s tying off in the pool house right now, but back to this Mandarin issue.” That’s Newsom.

			The state is on fire, the homeless are building encampments on the freeway, which is at a standstill, and this is your plan? We need to reduce our carbon footprint? The state is on fire. Our carbon footprint is the size of Sasquatch wearing a waffle stomper. Cars aren’t the problem; dead trees are the problem. How about focusing on that? Every year we have a forest fire that puts more shit into the air that causes global warming than all the cars that have ever driven on the 5 freeway. Newsom signed a law in 2021 announcing the state is outlawing gas-powered leaf blowers and chainsaws by 2024. Someone should have told him we already have a law against leaf blowers. It just wasn’t enforced because we don’t like the optics.

			California, and Los Angeles specifically, doesn’t enforce these laws because it’s poor brown people being paid by rich white people to use these devices. The only people making a living with a leaf blower are Hispanic, and that’s the Democrats’ constituency and, as I know I’ve said before, they’re empty bags. There’s no money to ring out of the poor Latino selling flowers on Forrest Lawn Drive, but plenty to get from the guy driving the Lexus a little too fast on that same street. Which is worse for society: soccer moms going seven miles over the speed limit, or a vast underground, untaxed, unregulated economy of illegal immigrants who can’t afford to see doctors, spreading God knows what while they sell unlicensed knockoff “SpiderDude” and “IronGuy” popsicles to kids from a van spewing toxic exhaust?

			A quick but related side story to this on the danger of groupthink. I sat at a brunch table with a bunch of left-leaning people—showbiz people, husbands and wives—during a vacation in Maui a few years back. We were all friends. At some point the topic of leaf blowers came up, and I said something factual that I had read in the Los Angeles Times, that there had been a law against using them since 1998 but that we don’t enforce the law because of the color of the skin of the people using them. Someone piped up that they thought it was kind of racist for me to say that. The rest of the sheep at the table just nodded along and made me the bad guy for my statement of fact. There was such a yearning to avoid talking about race and to get along that after the leader of the pack decided to contradict me, they all went like lemmings, one by one, off the retard cliff. It was me versus one guy and then eight other people. Did those eight other people ever have thoughts about leaf blowers and Hispanics and L.A. County municipal code enforcement before that brunch? No. What they did have was a need to feel like they were on the right side of an issue, which in this case was the left side of an issue, ignoring the law or the facts in favor of identity. They knew which way the leaves were blowing.

			But back to Newsom and chainsaws. How about you use some of the chainsaws to manage the forests? We’re going to outlaw them, but ten thousand chainsaws running for a thousand years still wouldn’t put out the same amount of carbon into the atmosphere as the forest fires we have twice annually. So does Gavin Newsom care about the environment? No, he cares about getting reelected.

			If California politicians wanted more electric cars, maybe they shouldn’t have chased Elon Musk out of the state. When the top producer of electric cars threatened to take his big brain, big wallet, and big electric car factory to Texas because of overregulation, especially around COVID protocols, state assemblywoman Lorena Gonzalez tweeted “F*ck Elon Musk.” She describes herself on her Twitter bio as “Mama, Labor Leader turned CA Assemblywoman, Proud Democrat.” Good job, labor leader Lorena. You just tweeted a guy who creates thousands of jobs out of the state. It’s not just him and his personal wealth you told to hit the bricks; it’s the employees he pays, it’s the outside contractors and suppliers he uses, it’s the fucking guys who fill the vending machines at the factories.

			So do I think we should phase out the combustion engine? Yes. Do I think California is going to be the leader on this? Fuck no. The people who will be able to afford a new electric car will have long since fled the state by 2035. All the taxpayers will be gone by then because the Democrats will have run the state into the ground. There will, however, be a large number of homeless people in the streets on bicycles jousting with rebar stolen from a construction site that was meant to be low-income housing and was supposed to be completed in 2024. ■

			As a guy who’s made a few racing docs, which is your favorite that you didn’t direct or produce?

			Jeff, 36, Baltimore

			There are a lot of good ones, but I’m going to have to go with Senna.

			There are not, however, a lot of good racing shows. People think there are a lot of car shows out there, and yes, there are entire channels dedicated to cars, but the truth is that for actual car guys like myself, the pickins are slim. Just because there are tattooed guys in a shop yelling, “Dude, we’re gonna be late for SEMA!” at each other does not make it a car show. The people who create car shows work for car channels, and like all networks, they’re staffed by chicks and gays who used to work for Real Housewives of Orange County and are trying to constantly infuse the shows with “drama.” You know what’s fucking dramatic? The Targa Florio. The oldest sports car racing event, it was discontinued in 1977 because too many people had been killed. It took place in Sicily on mountain roads and through villages and towns, where spectators watched from the sidewalks and sometimes even in the road. Over the years, many spectators and racers were killed or injured. That’s gone now, but Group Rally5 is still around and that’s dramatic as shit. We don’t need fake staged interpersonal drama with the guys who race, modify, repair, and own race cars. The race is dramatic enough.

			On that note, another quick fuck-you to the idiotic powers that be in the television industry. In 2008, I filmed the pilot for the American version of Top Gear, which could have been a good show for car guys. The British version was fun and had all the gearhead details we like. The shoot went well, and the pilot was good. It looked like it was going to be greenlit (car pun intended). But the network executives decided that year that people weren’t into car shows. Why? At the time, NBC had recently brought back Knight Rider and it died a thousand deaths. So the head of the network declared, “No more car shows.” Yes, because the cars were the problem. Not Knight Rider’s cheesy premise, music, and acting. People had generally decided that they weren’t into things with four wheels. But the same mind that said yay to the project in the first place surely couldn’t wrap their head around why it failed and apply it to my Top Gear pilot. I have no idea why someone would think this was a good idea. Knight Rider sucked in the ’80s. Did you think it was like a fine wine that just needed some time to age? It was terrible when Reagan was president; it was going to be terrible when George W. was president. HBO was on season 5 of The Sopranos at the time. Look at the field and assess your competition. Just because you’ve heard of something doesn’t mean you should bring it back. I’ve heard of polio and the Ford Pinto, but I don’t think they’re ripe for a comeback.

			I’ll end this chapter with a super tangent that will make you laugh. I have no idea what the context was, but in confirming the dates of the Knight Rider remake, I stumbled across a note from my old radio show that read: “Kitt from Knight Rider died of vehicular AIDS from a bad oil transfusion.” ■
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