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For Spook, Granny Bain, Flo, Clem, and Ruby Geraldine—y’all are our roots.



Introduction


Holy shit, y’all! You’re readin’ a book by us. Us. That’s wilder than hill people on mushrooms during a thunderstorm.

We ain’t writers! I mean, we are, but as comedians, we just write jokes usually. You prolly knew that. Maybe not. Well, that’s what we are: traveling joke salesmen. And we kinda figured we’d always be just that (with hopefully a movie or TV show role peppered in). We were happy to live a life of no to moderate fame, eating fried food at three in the morning in a town no one had heard of and fallin’ asleep on floors and in terrible hotels with names like Tanya’s Hideaway Bar and Inn. What’s Tanya hidin’ from? Lord knows.

Then Trae made a video and called himself the Liberal Redneck, and the world sort of changed. Life’s weird.

“Wait. Like an actual book? Y’all tryin’ to address Dixie with a damn book?! Like a readin’ book?!”

Yes. We are. It’s a book about the love/hate relationship you have with your homeland. It’s a book about the South and all its problems, but also all its beauty. We thought it was time to talk about where we’re from with both empathy and tough love—and have some damn laughs along the way. Feelin’ conflicted because you support gay rights but can’t help that you still crave Chick-fil-A? Buddy, we get it. Mad as hell about what the local college’s football coach and the hypocritical local senator said at their recent press conferences? Love buffets but hate yourself after you go? Well, boy, do we have something to make you feel better!

“Is it pills?”

No, damn it, it’s this book! We’re talkin’ about all that’s right about life below the Mason-Dixon line and also all that’s wrong—like the damn pills. Anyone who has grown up in the South in the last thirty years understands, whether they’ve ever thought about it or not, that there’s a central dichotomy that permeates every aspect of Southern life. Even if you don’t know what half them five-dollar words mean, if you’re from here, you get what we’re talkin’ about. A divide underlies the actions and words of every native Southerner. And no, it ain’t “Ford versus Chevy.” The internal conflict that has defined what it means to be from the South is that of “Pride versus Shame.” For example, jean shorts. We invented ’em. They hit. They also somehow don’t hit. Proud. Also ashamed.

To those outside the South, the “shame” side of things is easy enough to understand. After all, there’s plenty to be ashamed of down here (the Stars and Bars, Jim Crow, Florida Georgia Line, etc.). And we feel that way a lot. Duck Dynasty? Shame! Truck nuts? Shame! Institutional racism? Hell, double shame! We get it, is what we’re saying. The shame is well founded. Spending all your extra money on a houseboat rental and a keg over Labor Day weekend hits. But for whatever reason, when your in-laws find out, you feel a little guilty—like you ort not done that. That’s what being from here is like, kinda.

And many native Southerners live almost entirely on the shame side of the scale, leaving home the first chance they get, going out of their way to lose their accents and hide where they’re from. It’s a lot easier to resist ordering biscuits and gravy if you move to Connecticut and become gluten free, after all. These people who’ve left behind their Southern home, sympathetic though their stance may be, are not helping. If everyone who’s worth a damn just leaves as soon as possible, then what’s left? How will things ever get better? Sure, the demolition derbies and meat shoots (that’s where you shoot guns to win hams) will kick more ass without those pussies around, but race relations probably won’t improve too much.

Still, the people on the shame end of the scale are much easier to understand and deal with than those on the pride side of things. And these people are legion down here. After all, how could they not be, when everyone else just runs away? For those of you outside the South, when you think of “rednecks,” “hillbillies,” “hicks,” or “Southern Baptists,” these are the people you’re picturing. They fly the Stars and Bars high from the back of their jacked-up trucks, the flagpole rising up between the bumper stickers on either side of the back glass with phrases like “Drankin’ Beers and Shootin’ Deers” and “Honk If I’m Payin’ for Your Health Care” (because we all know the country’s entitlement programs are propped up by the tree-trimming and pumping-gas-at-a-boat-dock industries). Well, we’re ready to dive in on what exactly it is they’re proud of. It can’t be the 2.2 GPA they maintained at one of the worst public schools in a state ranked forty-ninth in education. Is it their ability to pound fourteen beers during the ball game and still drive home?

No. There actually is a lot to be proud of down here. And that’s the part that’s so hard for outsiders to understand. They easily grasp the shame, but the pride leaves them dumbfounded. But, hell, fact is, we do some things better. College football? Check the scoreboard. Whiskey and bourbon? Shit ain’t close. We celebrate as good or better than anyone else in the whole country. Hell, that’s half the reason why we get so patriotic—when lovin’ America and supportin’ the troops means gettin’ hammered on a lake and shootin’ fireworks at each other’s faces, it’s hard not to feel like you are in the best country on earth. We know how to party.



Porch Talk with Trae

Y’ALL DON’T GET IT
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Okay, first of all, a note: this book is written from our, the authors’, shared perspective. However, throughout and when appropriate, we’re going to individually sit down with y’all on a metaphorical back porch and get a little personal, a little intimate—a little sexy, if you will. A second note: these talks will not be particularly sexy. But they will be those other things. So with that said, here’s our first Porch Talk, with the “Liberal Redneck” himself, Trae:

If there’s one thing I’ve been asked more than anything else so far, it’s, Why? Why did you make those videos? Well, that question is hard to answer because honestly—and I know how this sounds—I kind of feel like my whole life has been leading up to those videos. Jesus Christ, let a man write one damn book and he thinks he’s James Franco, amirite? I know. I’m insufferable. You should talk to Corey and Drew about it sometime. But it’s true. I made the videos because they represent who I am and how I’ve felt my whole life. For the record, here’s one of the early ones: https://youtu.be/Ov-ocQpQtrw.

Growing up in Celina, Tennessee, population Not A Lot (we have no traffic lights), I was hailed as a literal prodigy. I’m not that smart, trust me, but, comparatively speaking, they treated me like a fat redneck Good Will Hunting. Fat Will Hunting. Good Billy Bob Hunting. Goodwill Huntin’: The Story of How I Got My Clothes. You get it. It was a whole thing. And I got made fun of and shit for it, too, being “the smart kid.” I was always different.

Then I moved away and realized that, while I was “the smart kid” in my hometown, I was “that hick dude” everywhere else. I mean, even in places like Knoxville and Nashville, but especially once I started leaving the South some. The way my accent made people react, the things people assumed about me—it always pissed me off.

But that bitterness, that resentment at being constantly underestimated and misjudged, well, it’s kinda like a bad tattoo: it never goes away. Not really. Because, hell, it happened in comedy too. Audiences would hear my accent and immediately think, “Oh, well, the Cable Guy’s here.” I would have road comics tell me, “You’re going to have to lose that accent, man.” Shit like that. And so it kind of just became my mission to show people that an apparent redneck can be funny without talking about his farts or his dog or his dog’s farts (and no, I’m not talking shit about Corey’s act), and also that he can be well spoken and insightful about things besides stock car racing too, goddamn it!

So I made those videos to take a stand for people who don’t get many words of support with a drawl drippin’ from ’em. But as the support swelled, and the comments got, uh, colorful, I realized those videos also were a chance to defy the bigots who make those stereotypes seem true and to show as many people as I possibly could: You think you know us? You think you got us all figured out down here? Well y’all don’t get it. But that’s okay. I’ll show ya.We’ll show ya. Because that’s another thing: I’m not some redneck unicorn. I’m not special. There are plenty of liberal-thinking, intelligent country folk out here, and we’re tired of people either not knowing or not caring that we’re down here, trying to fight against the ignorance and the hate and doing it from the front lines, by God. It’s time we made our presence known.

That’s why I made the videos, and that’s why we’re writing this book.
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The southeastern United States is home to some of the best food, music, athletes, soldiers, whiskey, women, and weather this country has to offer. The home of Mark Twain and André 3000 is worth redeeming. And that’s where this book comes in. We’re going to tackle everything people think they know about the South, both the good and the bad, the glorious and the shameful. We’re going to approach this herculean task as honestly as possible and in the process will hopefully present to outsiders a side of Dixie they never knew existed.

We may even come up with some ways of discussing “tolerance” and “decency” that both bigoted right-wing assholes and self-righteous prejudiced liberals from all over this country might be able to get on board with. (Don’t choke on your juice cleanse, Tristan, you got some learnin’ to do too.) And lastly, we’re going to drag our homeland kicking and screaming into the present, whether the prideful mouth breathers or the naysaying outsiders like it or not.

Welcome to the New South.



The New South Bill of Wrongs

FIRST AMENDMENT

No one shall give a damn about your religion. Freedom of speech doesn’t mean you can say whatever you want about prayer and God and rules and gays, and everyone else has to take it. It means you can say whatever you want about all that, but I can then say back to you, “Your church is a cult, and all the women in it are fat.” So suck it up, Brother Daryl.

SECOND AMENDMENT

A “well-regulated militia” means regulated by the government. We need prudent regulation for guns. Let’s all accept that. We don’t need anyone to have machine guns. We can wait a little while on a background check (but if you’re white with a bowl cut, then you have to go to the back of the line, Preston). Support prudent legislation designed to keep other guns away from the mentally ill and criminal elements. If you’re paranoid that all these laws are designed to take away your gun, then we’re going to assume you’re mentally ill or criminal. But now let’s be clear: guns rock. Hunting is awesome. Keep your guns. But, like, we gotta regulate ’em, y’all. We have to.

THIRD AMENDMENT

Soldiers ort be respected, but war won’t be. I’ll thank a vet, but that senator has to stop parading them (and especially their corpses) around like they’re trophies. And take that damn sticker off your giant truck you don’t work out of. Those soldiers paid for the gas that keeps it running with their lives—that sticker don’t make up for that. Wearin’ stickers while voting for war ain’t support. If you supported your kids the same way you do the troops, they’d be dead in the back of a hot car.

FOURTH AMENDMENT

If you’re gonna be antigovernment, be consistent. The police are the government. Stop pretending like government overreach is a problem everywhere but in the criminal-justice world. Also, Black Lives Matter.

FIFTH AMENDMENT

Repeat after me: “I want a lawyer.”

SIXTH AMENDMENT

Take that shit to trial. It’s not a coincidence that four of the ten amendments of the original Bill of Rights deal with curtailing government overreach in criminal prosecutions. We will say it again: hating the government but loving the justice system is hypocritical and shows your privilege. And seriously, take that shit to trial.

SEVENTH AMENDMENT

Women’s bodies will not be used as political fodder or a weapon against them. Just treat everyone like you would want your momma to be treated in any given scenario. Would you say your momma “had it coming for dressin’ like that”? Would you let strangers dictate where your momma got health care based upon their political views?

EIGHTH AMENDMENT

The government shall not “crack down” on drug crime while taking kickbacks from industries and companies perpetuating addiction and abuse. You can’t fight wars on drugs—only on people. The drug war kills people, not drugs. Anytime you hear a politician talk about being tough on drugs but then say nothing about pharmaceutical companies, doctors, or insurance providers needing reform as well, you call them what they are: hacks. And hit them in the fa—we mean, vote against them.

NINTH AMENDMENT

Raise your kids. They’re your responsibility, not your parents’. Also, ease up on Planned Parenthood. They help poor mothers. Yes, they also perform abortions. We get that many of you hate that, but you have to compromise in life. We hate your politics, Aunt Tammy, but your gravy hits, so we allow it.

TENTH AMENDMENT

It’s time to catch up to the rest of the country. We seem to love states’ rights in the South. Hating the federal government and telling them we don’t need ’em is the great Southern pastime. Well, okay, let’s tell the Feds to fuck off. But with great power comes great responsibility. Education, business, minority-class rights, etc.—we’re behind in everything. No longer. If we’re gonna stand on our own, we have to start taking better care of our own people. We have to do better and stand taller—but near the cooler, of course. Skew.
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Redneck Revelry

So, what is a Liberal Redneck? Well, honestly, the “liberal” part is fairly self-explanatory. A “progressive,” a “leftist,” a “huge pussy”—you understand what we’re saying. The “redneck” part, though, is a little more difficult. It means a lot of different things to a lot of different people—most of them bad. Now, for the record, we authors really didn’t understand all this until it was far too late.1

Don’t get us wrong: we knew it was a loaded (like our uncle’s potato) term. Like many of our peers, we have something of a chip (probably ranch flavored) on our shoulder about people thinking we’re dumbasses/racists/hicks/inbred just because we’re from the South. So part of the mentality was, “Well? We are rednecks. Fuck if they like it or not.” But see, we grew up in the 1990s/early 2000s, all three of us. We thought when people heard the word redneck, they thought of Jeff Foxworthy. Turns out, many think of Jefferson Davis. We weren’t particularly crazy about people looking down their noses at us for the former, but we’re absolutely not okay with people looking through their rearview mirrors at us for the latter. So we need to set the record straight, off top.2

Being a “redneck” depends on who and where you are. Let’s do a little background on the word itself and find out how we got here in the first place.

A SLUR IS BORN

The term redneck originated, by all accounts, down in the Mississippi Valley sometime in the nineteenth century. It first referred to the sunburn a poor white man would get on the back of his neck from working in the fields all day. So it was meant not only to slur a person based upon his class but also his color. Technically, rednecks may have been white, but the ruling class wanted to make it abundantly clear that poor whites were not their equals. For the record, blacks of the time also adopted the term. From its earliest uses, redneck was meant to describe poor white Southern people (especially men) who were considered low-class or inferior.

Now, being slurred for being poor or inferior often wins a man sympathy, but such is not the case with redneck. And that’s because the word also carries with it other, more nefarious connotations that also can be traced back to its origin. You ever wonder how them dumbasses got sunburned so bad on the neck in the first place? I mean, they ain’t have no Hawaiian Tropic yet, but still—they couldn’ta thrown some shade on that bitch?3 Well, they could, they just chose not to. Or so the story goes, anyway. See, the recently freed slaves who they were forced to work the fields with wore wide-brimmed light hats that provided some measure of shade. Well, the redneck forefathers clearly couldn’t be associated with anything so brash and uncouth as Common Fucking Sense, so they opted to not wear those hats in order to set themselves apart from their black counterparts. As being dumber and more stubborn, apparently.4

In the years following the inception of the term, redneck became more and more associated with bigoted and racist connotations and less and less with class and lifestyle. By the mid-twentieth century, to many people, a redneck was any closed-minded white bigot, regardless of his upbringing—which seems weird to us, because we would assume that literally every single rich white American woman in the 1950s was unapologetically racist, for example, and yet we can’t imagine that “redneck” was being tossed in their direction very much. Still, the racism, the homophobia, the general shittiness—all those things became the primary characteristics of a redneck to people.

There wasn’t much to be proud of about any of that, obviously. So for those who grew up in this period or who were raised with the same primary usage for the word, it would be unfathomable for any reasonable or free-thinking person to ever even dream of self-identifying as a redneck.

And yet this was a fact that was largely lost on us as authors.

Why? Well, because something happened during our childhood and coming-of-age years that skewed the way we viewed the word. See, in the latter part of the twentieth century, rednecks started doing what rednecks do best: being just proud as hell of some shit that most people agree is pretty damn stupid. In this case, the moniker itself.


FUN WITH SLURS
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It’s a long-running joke that there’s no well-established racial slur that’s considered truly offensive to white people. And we agree—especially as it pertains to the truly white. The WASPy, half-caf latte crowd, for example, is infinitely more offended by other people’s very existence than it could ever be by a word. Most poor white people, who are so far removed from WASPs that they might as well be a completely different race, don’t mind being called “redneck.” Hell, we plaster that shit on our trucks and tattoo it on our dicks, so obviously we ain’t too put off by it. It’s just hard to offend poor white people with a slur. Hell, it’s hard to offend poor white people by doing anything other than talking shit about their truck. But that sure hasn’t stopped people from trying.

Here are the best of the rest when it comes to Southern slurs:

Cracker. Ahh, the good old standby. Like a warm cup of cocoa, this one. Look, we don’t mean to get all high-horsey on ya or nothin’, but, frankly, it’s hilarious how pathetic an attempt at a slur the word cracker is. We always just assumed it was from soda or saltine crackers (which wouldn’t make sense nowadays, because those crackers come in sleeves . . . get it?). Ya know, like food. Because everybody just hates to be referred to as food. But apparently it’s way worse: etymologists think it actually comes from whip-cracker, which was a term for a foreman on a plantation. Which, granted, is just terrible. But, hell, if 98 percent of people think you’re talking about damn Toll Houses, then who gives a shit? No one is offended by the term cracker.

Peckerwood. We really like this one. Apparently it’s just an inversion of the word woodpecker, which antebellum blacks used as a contrast to the blackbird they identified with. Or something. We just like the way it sounds. It really rolls off the tongue. “Peckerwood.” Now, it would still be extremely hard to take someone seriously if right before a fight he hollered out, “All right, it’s go time, you fuckin’ peckerwood!” Tell us you wouldn’t laugh. You’d laugh. Oh, but it also turns out it was adopted by the Aryan Brotherhood as a part of prison subculture beginning in the 1960s . . .

So, uh, yeah, we don’t really like it anymore.

White Trash. See, now, this shit is just lazy. We mean, seriously, other races? “White trash”? It’s just our color and then a bad thing. There’s no pizzazz. There’s no wit. Disappointing, really. Be that as it may, white trash has existed as a slur since the early 1800s, when it was adopted as a term for the whites who worked among the slaves on a plantation. Harriet Beecher Stowe included a chapter called “Poor White Trash” in A Key to Uncle Tom’s Cabin (which is the only cabin white people have ever hated), and the rest is insult history.

Trailer Trash. Brought to you by the writers of white trash comes this unimaginative and derivative sequel, trailer trash. See, what they did here, guys, was they took the less-evocative “white,” which referenced the person’s skin, and they replaced it with “trailer,” which referenced their home. Fuckin’ got ’em.

Hick. Okay. Now, we can’t be 100 percent sure about this—and give people some time after Obama leaves office and all—but we believe that hick is the only slur that can accurately be described as being presidential. The term originally referred to poor rural whites who were ardent supporters of Andrew Jackson, who was known as Old Hickory (and also as an absolutely raving lunatic boogity-boogity crazy son of a bitch—not to mention the seventh president of the United States). So there. Eat shit, people-who-came-up-with-cracker. But whatever it meant once, it quickly became synonymous with the rest: a poor white piece of shit, basically. In fact, in our anecdotal opinion, hick is probably the most commonly used slur for poor white Southerners, except, of course, for the subject of this chapter, redneck, and redneck’s little brother:

Hillbilly. Ah, yes. Hillbillies! Mountain folk! You know ’em: the ones what play the banjo and like a nice, purdy mouth. What they lack in teeth they make up for in not caring about having teeth. Just hardworking, salt-of-the-earth, objectively terrifying people. We’re kidding, of course. We kid because in our experience, hillbilly is the only one of these slurs that can actually hang with redneck in terms of the volume of negative stereotypes related to it. Also, for what it’s worth, Trae and Corey always self-identified more as rednecks, but Drew, being from a place that’s a little more . . . Appalachian, has always thought himself more of a hillbilly. In all honesty, to most people outside the South, these are pretty much interchangeable. But in terms of sheer bite, hillbilly, like the rest of these also-rans, does not and cannot hold a candle to redneck.



THE REDNECKAISSANCE5

Beginning in earnest in the 1970s, poor white Southerners collectively decided, consciously or not, that if everybody else was gonna call ’em rednecks anyway, then, by God, they were gonna make the most of it. For the record, we generally think that “taking back a word” like that is a pretty noble exercise. Take the opposition’s ammunition from him by using it on yourself before he can use it on you. The LGBTQ community hits on this front. This is known in academia as the “B-Rabbit Approach.”6 But when the word you’re adopting so proudly is known mostly for cross burnin’, pig fuckin’, and Jew hatin’, well, you’re gonna take some lumps. But that ain’t never stopped a redneck before.

What really kicked off the “Redneck Revolution,” if you will,7 was Georgia boy Jimmy Carter being elected president in 1976. During his campaign, he (very lukewarmly) embraced being called a redneck by the opposition as a way to endear himself to working-class voters. And it worked. But let’s be honest here: Jimmy Carter weren’t much of a damn redneck. He was a wealthy-ass lifelong politician. He started out as a farmer—on a plot of land his daddy gave him. Don’t get us wrong: we like Jimmy Carter. Hell, if we thought he was a redneck, then you’d have to admit he was a Liberal Redneck, so he’s like a pseudo-forefather for us. Or something. But look: he was just too damn uppity, y’all. All there is to it. But he still had a tremendous impact on redefining the word redneck. Though maybe it’s more accurate to say that his momma, Miss Lillian, had a tremendous impact. Because in addition to Jimmy, she also gave birth to his younger brother, Billy Carter. And that sumbitch? Hoo-wee, buddy! Now, he was a goddamn redneck.

BILLY BOY

Billy Carter was somethin’ else. His brother was the goddamn president of the United States, and he had an easier time controlling fuckin’ Congress than he did his baby brother. Billy Carter talked shit, got hammered, pumped gas, and whipped out his dick to take a piss in front of foreign dignitaries on an airport runway. Billy Carter blew out his last damn on his third birthday. He drank so much beer that a beer company gave him his own beer, called Billy Beer. (Don’t let your dreams be dreams, kids.) And through it all, he was baldly, proudly red as hell. He openly self-identified as a redneck, and while doing so, he sortly damn won the hearts of the nation. Suddenly there was a whole ’nother side to being a “redneck.” Billy Carter had a hell of a lot to do with that.

So with Billy Carter basically spearheading (beerheading?) the way, redneck culture swept the country. People wrote movies, people wrote books,8 people dipped snuff and wore boots. It was a whole thing. The word redneck had been redefined, at least by its new adopters, as a way to describe being working class and proud rather than bigoted, hateful, shitty, etc. This new definition gave a term to the mind-set and lifestyle of simple, tough-as-nails people who didn’t need any help from outsiders to get by. Bands like Molly Hatchet, the Allman Brothers, and, of course, the indomitable Lynyrd Skynyrd all wrote songs pointed straight down the barrel of the negative stereotypes that had been aimed at our people for so long. The Redneckaissance was in full swing.9 And then, beginning in the 1990s, things took a turn for the silly.

YOU MIGHT BE A CARICATURE

We need to preface this section with something of a disclaimer: Jeff Foxworthy is a goddamn legend. He’s a finalist for the Stand-up Comedy Mount Rushmore. As comedians, us talking shit about Jeff Foxworthy would be tantamount to us talking shit about Jerry Seinfeld. We’re not here to do that. We, all three of us, grew up with Foxworthy’s comedy and absolutely loved it. As did much of the country.


DARK FOXWORTHY
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For years now, we the authors have had an ongoing bit between us internally called “Dark Foxworthy,” and we’d like to share it with you now because we love you and because we love hittin’. And in our opinion, this hits. The concept is basically “What if Jeff Foxworthy had no filters?” Imagine that Jeff wasn’t the mainstream comedy virtuoso that he was but instead was an angry fringe comic who had no qualms about illuminating the darkest reaches of redneck culture—but did so with the exact same joke structure. Let us demonstrate:

(Note: Please read these in your head in the cheesiest, most exaggerated Jeff Foxworthy impersonation you can muster. This is important to us.)

If yoooou’ve ever punched your daddy after you both punched your momma . . . you might be a redneck!

If yoooou’ve ever told your granny, “Your boyfriend owes me money from a bet we had our sophomore year” . . . you might be a redneck!

If yoooou’ve ever blown a guy because you thought he might have Percocets . . . you might be a redneck!

If yoooou’ve ever banged a girl in a stained tank top in the infield of a NASCAR race while your buddies cheer you on and assure you she’s “for sure” seventeen . . . you might be a redneck!

If yoooou’ve ever stolen your momma’s EBT card and given it to a man known as Lay-Low for weed . . .you might be a redneck!

If yoooou’ve ever voted against your own economic self-interests because you were hopelessly misguided by the empty promises of religious charlatans offering you false salvation at the hands of a clearly apathetic God . . . you might be a redneck!

You get it. Shit like that.



Now, having said that, it’s pretty hard to argue that the “genre” of comedy that he basically invented did our people or the word redneck many favors in terms of public perception. When his stuff exploded in the nineties (and, buddy, that shit exploded harder than Michael Bay’s boners or a Vacation Bible School director’s head after the HB2 law), immediately the zeitgeist was filled with images of “rednecks” as moronic hayseed ne’er-do-goods.10 We live in trailers, we eat roadkill, we buy dumb shit with money we ain’t got, we could stand to do better with hygiene, we use Marlboro points as currency, we drag our kids behind our trucks through a field in a garbage can (hits, though)—the list goes on and on. To his colossal audience, Foxworthy quite literally defined, albeit with an intended wink, what it meant to be a “redneck,” and that definition was . . . less than flattering.

Despite the largely uncomplimentary picture this new wave of pop culture painted, redneck humor was also hugely profitable. And as we all know, that’s all the lizard people really care about. Particularly the California lizard people.11 Their forked tongues immediately registered the heat emanating from the cash machine that was Redneck Comedy, and they dived in scaly-head-first. Before long, we had the Blue Collar Comedy Tour, and with it came the natural end point of this particular brand of funny: Larry the Cable Guy.

Now, as comics, we have to admit that the man is gifted as hell. We’re not saying he lacks talent. And by all accounts, he’s nice as hell. But for anyone left out there who doesn’t know: it’s an act. He ain’t Southern. He doesn’t talk that way; he doesn’t act that way. His name is not Larry. His name is Dan. And Dan created the character of Larry the Cable Guy and used that character to very shrewdly and expertly exploit and capitalize on a culture that he himself doesn’t belong to. And good for him. He made a hell of a lot of money and achieved things that most comics can only dream of. But his character and his catchphrases (“Git-R-Done!”12) to many embody the moment when redneck comedy jumped the shark.13 Culturally speaking, we had become caricatures. Cartoon people. Jokes that were almost exclusively laughed at. This is what we are now.

That ain’t Foxworthy’s fault, by the way. He was an innovator and a comedic force of nature.14 Where we have ended up culturally as “rednecks” was probably going to happen no matter what. It’s kind of the natural progression for it, if you think about it. It starts out as a slur and an insult, we do our best to redefine the word, we take that shit just a little too far, and we wind up where are now. But all that being said, Foxworthy and Blue Collar and the Cable Guy, whether they intended to or not, they started us down this road. Not Ron White, though. Ron White is the fuckin’ shit, and we’ll fight anyone who says otherwise.15

Side note: our music has unfortunately followed a very similar progression, and we don’t think that’s a coincidence. Country music (or at least what is popularly known as country music) started out as a source of pride and has now become a gushing, stinking sulphur geyser of white-hot fucking shame. Which sucks. See chapter 6, “Pickin’ and Spinnin’,” for more on this.

So here we are. The word redneck has been on quite the Roller Coaster of Meaning.16 From slur to silly shit and everywhere in between. But what does it mean to people now? Well, to answer that question, we need to quote every politician who ever lived and say: It depends.

WE KNOW WHAT YOU THINK

What the word redneck means to you obviously depends on who you is. Is you a Yankee? Is you black? Is you gay? Is you foreign? If so, we realize y’all’s buttholes probably be tightening up right now because there’s no way that progression ends with anything that isn’t just bigoty as shit, right? Well, naw, we weren’t going to say anything of the sort, but if that sweet little balloon knot of yours did pucker up while reading through those questions, then there’s your answer, baby dolls.

To many outsiders, rednecks are just the worst. They/we never lost their/our racist and xeno/homophobic attitudes, and over the last thirty years outsiders emphasized a bunch more almost-as-bad stereotypes on top of it. We’re dumb, we’re inbred, we’re sheep (we also like to fuck sheep, some assume), we’re backward, we’re regressive, we’re hateful, and, worst of all, we’re proud of it. Ugh. How disgusting we must seem.

And we get it. We don’t blame yuns. It’d be hard not to feel that way, given how we’ve been portrayed in popular culture and by the more, um, vocal members of our group over the years. We fully understand why you’d feel that way. How do we feel, though? Well, since you asked . . .

FRANKLY, MY DEAR

What does the word redneck mean to us? As for all groups of people, a lot of the stereotypes are true. But also like all other groups, we just want people to understand that the negative stereotypes don’t define us. Maybe it would be easier if we broke it down this way:

What a Redneck Is

A redneck is, usually, a poor white Southerner, but a redneck can be rich. Say he wins the lottery. Somethin’ like that. But if you grow up with money, in our opinion, it’s pretty much impossible to be truly red. Yo ass is white. And that’s fine. White people got a lot of great shit. Most of which they stole from other more-hittin’ peoples, but still.

A redneck can also be black, believe it or not. We’ve lived in the South our whole lives—trust us on this one. Stick around, and you’ll get a shining example of this phenomenon. (For the record, a redneck can be any other race too. Trae knew a red-ass family what adopted a Korean baby, and that sumbitch turned out red-assed as a goddamn baboon.) And lastly, though we’re hesitant to admit it: a redneck does not have to be from the South. There are people who fit the bill in pretty much every region of this country. Though just speaking personally, we sortly wish those people would adopt a different title. Redneck is our word. It’s not really okay for you to say it, see? But we suppose we’ll let it slide, since we know y’all got redneck friends. So yes, there are exceptions, but by and large, a redneck is a poor white Southerner.

What Else Is a Redneck?

A redneck works hard and loves harder. A redneck is fiercely loyal to his people (and his animals). A redneck knows how to have a damn good time. Look, you can talk all the snobby shit you want, but if you think shootin’ guns and muddin’ and pontoon boats ain’t fun as fuck, then us and you, well, we just two different kinds of people. A redneck loves his truck, his ball team, his beer, his guns, and his momma. Do not fuck with a redneck’s momma. Even if she’s a pillbilly like Trae’s.17 A redneck neither wants nor needs help from anybody else. He’s proud. He just wants to be left the hell alone.



Porch Talk with Drew
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I’m a hillbilly. That’s just what I am.

I like hillbilly music. I like hillbilly food. I like hillbilly women (one hillbilly woman—sorry, baby). What we have in common with rednecks is that we’re proud as hell and ready to fight about anything you wanna get cross about. We also value hard work and are mostly by definition white.

So I get called a redneck a lot, and in some ways I guess I’m that, too, but the thing I am most is a hillbilly.

Hillbillies are Appalachian. We’re hill people. To me, the term means a hill person what likes to have a good time. His or her favorite things: music, the mountains, swimmin’ naked, havin’ a chip on his or her shoulder. Things he or she don’t mind that other people do mind: mud and dirt, folks judging him or her, any and all rules (especially those relating to havin’ shirts or shoes on). The term is best known as a derogatory way for city slickers to describe folks from my region who moved to cities for jobs. That’s kind of a common thread with the words hick, redneck, hillbilly. People made ’em up to make fun of my people.

Hillbilly was meant to be an insult, just like redneck. One difference is that hillbilly hasn’t historically been as associated with hate, racism, and social ignorance as redneck has. That’s not to say there aren’t racist hillbillies, but racism isn’t essential to the definition of hillbilly, probably because at the places where the term was used most widely—city ghettos and factories—so many hillbillies worked alongside, associated with, and even lived with minorities.

Because of that, I’ve always resisted the term redneck. To me, it meant some things I for sure am: proud (perhaps to a fault), stubborn, and country. But redneck also meant a whole lot of things I ain’t: ignorant, hateful, racist.

Of course, I hate that being proudly Southern (while being white) means that people assume you’re ignorant and/or racist. Of course, I don’t want to be associated with any of that and want all of these words to either mean something positive or go away. But the fact is, they ain’t going away. I’m a hillbilly. And in truth, I’m also a redneck. My daddy is a preacher what used to drink and ride a motorcycle. My brother is in prison. My mamaw used to dip tobacco and cooked with lard. I am what I am, and people are gonna define me as they wish.

But those words no longer get to mean what people who ain’t those words say they mean. My thinking used to be that redneck meant something hateful, something “other” than myself. That was because I’d let other people define me and my culture. No more. I’m country, Southern, and proud. I have always been a hillbilly. And from now on, I’ll always be a redneck. A loving, accepting, intelligent, and proud hillbilly-ass redneck. Skew! Let’s party.
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Which leads us to what is in our opinion the single most defining characteristic of a redneck: a redneck don’t give a damn. Not the very first one. A redneck’s damn field is completely barren. You could fill the Grand Canyon with all the damns a redneck does not give about what you or anybody else thinks. Ort he wear sleeves to his mamaw’s funeral? Probably, but, hell, Junior won on Sunday, and she woulda wanted him to represent.

You don’t like the way he lives? Don’t give a damn.

You think he should act with a little more tact? Don’t give a damn.

Countless scientists and experts agree that the exhaust from his truck is bad for the environment? Well, hell, ain’t that something. Guess they’ll have to grab a spot in the kiss-his-ass line. It’s gonna be a long wait, though.

You ever notice how rednecks are pretty much the only subgroup of people left in this country that it’s almost entirely socially acceptable to mock publicly? Why do you think that is? Well, we’d like to posit that it’s due almost entirely to his lack of ability to give a damn. Over the years, every other group of people has (rightfully and appropriately) stood up for itself and said, “Hey, guys, listen: it’s really not okay for you to talk about us that way. We’re people, too. You need to stop.” And people did. Mostly. But when rednecks heard they were being made fun of, it went more like this: “Do what?! Who’s talkin’ shit?! Oh yeah?! Well, you tell everbody that they can kiss my ass!!” And that was pretty much the end of that.

We generally feel proud of these traits. There doesn’t have to be shame in being a redneck. Some of the most awesome people this country has seen have been rednecks. And on that note, before we tell you what a redneck is not, we want to take a moment for a very important aside:

Oh, man, we’re so excited, y’all. We’re gonna wax poet-y about some of our idols. (Note: since both Billy Carter and Jeff Foxworthy have already been covered at length, we’re excluding them from this list. We are, after much consternation, doing the same for Lynyrd Skynyrd and all of the country music greats—with one notable exception—as they factor heavily in chapter 6, “Pickin’ and Spinnin’.”)

Anyway, without further ado, we give you . . .

THE TEN GREATEST REDNECKS OF ALL TIME

1. Dale Earnhardt. All right, first of all, moment of silence. Show some goddamn respect . . . Okay, thank you.

With that said: Skeeeeeeeeeeeeewwww!! Fuckin’ Dale, baby! The Intimidator! Listen, y’all, if you ain’t a redneck, you probably don’t understand how much Earnhardt means to us. In fact, there’s a common theory that Jesus has already come back, and we just called him Dale Earnhardt. Put simply, the man who wore number three was one of the baddest motherfuckers to ever run ’em, and that’s sayin’ a lot. He legitimized NASCAR, made a shit ton of money, had three smokin’ wives (which may seem like a negative until you realize the importance of the number three to the man’s mythos—and also, you just hush now!), and then in 2001 he died the way he lived: racing at Daytona International Speedway, smokin’ it with both hands on the goddamn wheel.

2. Also Dale Earnhardt.

3. Also Dale Earnhardt. (This was the only way this could go. It was written.)

4. Brett Favre. This motherfucker here, y’all. Shew-wee! It’s hard to even express in a paragraph how awesome Brett Favre is. An unassuming Mississippi boy with a thick drawl, a howitzer attached to his shoulder, and a true redneck’s propensity for not even thinkin’ about giving a fuck. Interceptions? Who gives a shit. Givin’ a shit’s for pussies. Chicks dig the long ball. We have seen Favre literally knock 250-pound men out of the air with a bullet pass. Did y’all know that Favre was, like, five years into his NFL career before he learned what a nickel defense was? Take a guess how much he gave a shit. Football superfans talk up field generals and surgical precision and reading defenses, but goddamn it, some motherfuckers can just flat-out play the game. And Brett Favre was maybe the best of said motherfuckers ever to do it.

5. Levon Helm. So we noted that we weren’t going to do any country music greats because that could be a list all its own. But Levon Helm isn’t covered by that exception. From small-town Arkansas and with the drawl and manner to show for it, Helm was a drummer-singer-songwriter most notably for The Band and then later as a solo artist. And he was a goddamn musical genius with the voice of a Southern angel. You ever heard “The Night They Drove Old Dixie Down”? Jesus H. Christ, it’s like if heroin were a Civil War ballad. One of the most influential rock ’n’ rollers of all time, beloved and revered by everyone who ever worked with him, Levon Helm was a Southern Man Done Right.

6. Pat Summitt. Nearly 1,100 career wins, eight national titles, a 100 percent (100 percent) graduation rate—Pat Summitt was arguably the greatest coach in the history of American sports. She changed countless young lives for the better, but she never changed who she was: a redneck country girl from Clarksville, Tennessee. Fuck Alzheimer’s.

7. Sergeant Alvin York. This is one of them sumbitches what you wouldn’t believe a word about if it wasn’t all totally documented as fact. One of eleven children born in a two-room log cabin in rural Tennessee, Sergeant York got drafted to fight the Germans the first time around, in WWI—and that did not work out for the Germans. He killed 28, captured 132, and just generally kicked some Hun ass. All while being a goddamn pacifist. Like we said: he was somethin’ else.

8. Randy Moss. Some people are confused right now. Those people don’t know shit about retired wide receiver Randy Moss. Yes, he has a (bullshit) reputation as a dreadlocked “thug,” but Randy Damn Moss is, in fact, about as red as they come. From the heart of coal country in West Virginia, Randy races trucks, has caught more bass than he has touchdowns, and speaks with an accent thicker than Trae’s. His most “red” moment was hittin’ a cop with his truck and not gettin’ shot. He’s a redneck.

9. Billy Bob Thornton. “Mustard on ye biscuits, mmhmmmm.” Billy Bob broke onto the scene playing a dimwitted redneck named Carl in Sling Blade. Well, the man damn sure isn’t dimwitted, but he came by the redneck part honest. His momma was a psychic, and when he was born, he was the fattest baby ever born in that part of Arkansas. That’s red as hell. Also: his fuckin’ name is Billy Bob.

10. Andy Griffith. You can hear it right now, can’t ya? Everybody can. That whistlin’ theme song to every Southerner’s childhood, no matter when that childhood took place. The Andy Griffith Show is an institution down here, and the character he played, unassuming small-town sheriff Andy Taylor, was one of the earliest examples in pop culture of a man being decidedly down-home and countrified while also decent and wise. Andy was belying our shitty stereotypes before many of them were even conceived. Rest in peace, Sheriff.

Whew. That was fun. So now let’s move on to what a redneck is not.

What a Redneck Is Not

A redneck is not (necessarily): a racist, a bigot, a homophobe, a xenophobe, an idiot, a cousin fucker, a pig fucker, a methhead, a pillhead, a dumbass, a wife-beater, a Bible-thumper, or just a generally hateful piece of shit. Now, let us clarify: there are plenty of rednecks who are at least a couple of these things. But there are plenty of most groups of people who are these things. All we’re saying is that a redneck is not by definition these things. Not to us, and we hope not to you, either. Which brings us to why we’re doing all this shit in the first place.
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Porch Talk with Trae
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I was pretty surprised by many of the responses to my videos. ’Course, to be fair, I was surprised about damn near everything that happened as a result of those videos. One of the only things that didn’t surprise me was all the hate mail I got. And the vast majority of it was your garden-variety Internet-troll keyboard-warrior bullshit: “Ur gay.” “Bet you like wearin’ dresses yourself you fuckin’ pervert.” “How can you make fun of Jesus? I’ll pray for you, you stupid faggot.” Shit like that. None of that surprised me, and none of that affected me. At all.

The hate mail that did surprise and affect me, though, were the ones that accused me of faking all of this. Fake Lord, have mercy, that shit got me heated. Which I realize may seem weird to people, to be so upset by someone thinking you’re not a redneck. But it wasn’t so much defensiveness over being a redneck—it was defensiveness over being anything other than exactly what I am.

I’m a lot of things, y’all, many of them not great. But I am not fake. I pride myself on being one of those what-you-see-is-what-you-get type of fellers. So that’s why I got pissed off by those comments. But what surprised me so much about them was the fact that so many of those messages came from two very distinct groups of people, and they’re polar opposites.

The first group was your more stereotypical shitty hick rednecks, and they were like “Y’ain’t no redneck; no redneck likes queers!” Shit like that. That didn’t surprise me. Fuck those guys. But the second group threw me for a loop. Because the second group was like . . . ultraliberal Portland baristas. Yeah. I mean, not literally just pretentious coffeemakers from Oregon, but that type of person. Buncha Salon.com motherfuckers. And the reason they had for not believing me was basically: “Well, clearly this isn’t authentic. I mean, no genuine redneck knows facts. Everyone knows that’s not a thing.” See, they believed and agreed with the liberal views and points I was making. But it was precisely because they agreed with me that they did not believe I could possibly be a white-trash Tennessee boy. To these people, there was genuinely no such thing as a well-informed and open-minded redneck. The two things were mutually exclusive. And y’all . . . I really don’t appreciate that.

Periodically, people like this will ask me, “Why ‘redneck’? Are you really a redneck? Aren’t you more of a ‘good ol’ boy’ or ‘country boy’ or something? Okay, you’re from the South, but you’re not really a redneck, though . . . right?” Sometimes a person will even write, without talking to me, something like: “He calls himself a redneck, but I like to think of him as more of a Southern gent.” Shit like that.

No, goddamn it. No. Those people don’t get to tell me what I identify as. Growing up, I never chose to think of myself as a redneck. It’s just what I was. It’s what almost everyone I knew was. So when you try to tell me I’m something else, you’re kind of implying that you think being a redneck is a choice. And that really demonstrates a lack of understanding and empathy on your part. You should really be more open-minded.

I’m not going to reclassify myself or all of a sudden just “admit” that I’m not actually a redneck. I’m not going to give these people that out. That’s not how this works. I’m a white-trash piece-of-shit poor-boy redneck with a pillhead momma from Celina, Tennessee. I’m also a highly educated, nonreligious, open-minded lover of all people. And if anyone can’t reconcile those things in order to fit their own narrative, well then, that’s his problem, not mine.
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Settin’ It Straight


Even though the term redneck is polarizing and oft misunderstood, we chose to adopt it for ourselves because we want to continue what so many tried to do in the seventies and eighties and redefine this shit culturally.18 Also, what choice do we have now that Trae got famous off a character that seems to have been named by a straight-shootin’ eight-year-old? We like the word, in truth. We use the word.

Like many of our fellow young Southerners, the three of us all have chips on our shoulders the size of Stone Mountain. But those chips may seem to most people to be largely unearned, especially in the cases of Trae and Drew.19 They were never doubted in their respective hometowns growing up. Hell, on the contrary. Teachers, parents, peers, respected old people in town—they were all pretty much in agreement that these two were goin’ places, son. So why the attitude? Why the grudges? You gotta be a pretty big asshole to be all “Man, all those people that believed in me and encouraged me growing up, all those people that said I would never fail and always amount to something—I’ll show them! I’ll show all of them . . . just how right they were. Um. Yeah.” What the hell is that? Who do they have to prove wrong?

Well, frankly, pretty much everybody else. Those people believing in us were Southern too, and mostly poor. (Small rural areas tend to be like that.) It’s not about them. It’s about the people in the other places. The people who hear our accents and immediately start talking more slowly without even realizing it. Who automatically assume that we’re racist Bible-thumping troglodytes just ’cause we like fuckin’ sweet tea. By the way, how can y’all not like sweet tea?! Sweet tea hits, goddamn it!

Let us clarify something: we’re not offended by redneck humor. We’re comedians. We support making fun of literally everyone.20 Keep making the jokes. That’s fine. But what chaps our red asses is hearing from people who see us online or come to our shows and then, with complete sincerity, tell us things like, “Oh, you’re like a unicorn!” or “Ya know, I genuinely did not believe people like you existed.” Really, guys? Keep in mind that all of these people are self-proclaimed liberals, by the way, people who purport to absolutely abhor prejudice. They’re open-minded; they don’t judge. They hate racism and homophobia. They know that it’s just flat wrong to judge a person based on one superficial characteristic—unless the person speaks with a drawl, apparently.
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