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    Even People Who Disagree on Everything

    Agree on Adam Carolla!


     


    “As the revolution reaches its final, most humorless stage, there’s no better, braver, or more insightful observer than Adam Carolla. You may feel despondent about what’s happening right now. This book will remind you that you should also be amused.”


    —Tucker Carlson


    “Adam and I agree on absolutely nothing, but he’s a sharp, smart, funny guy to disagree with. And there’s a human heart under all the gruffness, snark, and melted cheese.”


    —Patton Oswalt


    “Adam Carolla has been leading the fight against politically correct ‘woke’ culture since before it was cool. His latest book is a must read for all common-sense Americans who are sick and tired of living in a bubble-wrapped world filled with safe spaces and trigger warnings.”


    —Donald Trump Jr.


    “Adam has done it again! In this book he’s managed to make me laugh at one moment, then cry out ‘What an idiot!’ in the next. His own blue-collar mastery of the language invites the reader into the conversation—just like the podcast—so much so that I breezed through the book in only one sitting on the toilet.”


    —Bryan Cranston


    “Within these pages, you will find written proof that Adam Carolla is insane. Buy this for your uncle.”


    —Jimmy Kimmel


    “Adam has written a funny, insightful book with a powerful message a bunch of people will manage to be offended by without reading it.”


    —Tim Allen


    “Adam Carolla is the sort of blue-collar, sit-at-the-end-of-the-bar, sort-of intellectual I enjoy. With an impressive lexicon of metaphors and cultural references he paints hilarious pictures that will keep you entertained for hours. I really enjoyed this book.”


    —Jay Leno


    “In my view, Adam Carolla is the wittiest observer of contemporary American life in our generation. This book is yet another example of his uniqueness. I can only advise you not to read I’m Your Emotional Support Animal in public, as you will laugh out loud so often, people will begin staring at you.”


    —Dennis Prager


    “Adam Carolla is a liar, a whore, a swindler, a degenerate, and borderline illiterate. But he knows a lot about cars. I mean, a lot.”


    —Alec Baldwin


    “The Aceman has done it again. Nobody helps us all stay sane while giving us a much needed laugh quite like Adam Carolla. And I’m not just saying that because he asked me to.”


    —Rich Eisen

  


  
    



    



    Also by Adam Carolla


    In Fifty Years We’ll All Be Chicks
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    Daddy, Stop Talking!
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    Preface


    No Apologies



    This preface is going to be about not having prefaces. It drives me nuts that in our new all “woke” culture, everyone is scared shitless of the left and feels the need to preface any comment that could potentially offend with, “I work with many Hispanics. I have Latino heritage if you go back three generations,” before they go on to talk about the chaos at the border, or “I have daughters. I’m a married man,” before they speak on gender-related issues. It shows just how fucking petrified of the Twitter mob every public figure is nowadays. The fact that leftists have talked good people who’ve never harmed anyone into giving preemptive apologies to nutjobs is outrageous.


    Consequently, I’m starting with a warning. I’m not going to apologize for anything in this book. I’m not going to qualify anything in this book. If you don’t like something in this book, you can kiss my hairy ass. I’m like a country that lets the world know it doesn’t negotiate with terrorists who take hostages. Guess what happens? Less hostages get taken. So I’m making a mark now. No fucking apologies. As the great Dr. Jordan Peterson said on my podcast, “You can’t apologize to a mob.”


    This is all about the progressive movement. Think about those two words. “Progressive.” “Movement.” They mean it’s never going to stop. It starts by moving toward real problems, but when the people in the movement run out of real problems, they still need to keep progressing, keep moving, and that’s where we’re at now. Dig this comparison: smoking. People used to be able to go into restaurants and smoke. They would light up at the table with impunity. They’d order up a steak with a side of Winstons. They’d be blowing smoke onto their entrée and into their kids’ faces, and no one would say shit. Then some ancestor to today’s progressive woke assholes said, “Hey, you can’t smoke in the restaurant. Let’s make a smoking section for you.” The smokers got their cigarettes, their ashtrays, their steaks, and their martinis and went off to the smoking section. Then the woke douchebag showed up in the smoking section and said, “Hey, we can’t have you smoking in the restaurant. I know there’s a smoking section, but the smoke is wafting over into the main dining room. Why don’t you just smoke at the bar?” All the smokers went, “Okay,” and moved to the bar. Then the PC pussy said, “Hey, I know we said you could smoke at the bar, but now you have to go outside.” The smokers put on their jackets and went outside to the patio. Then the progressive prick said, “You’ve got to get off the property and go out to the sidewalk.” And they moved to the sidewalk. Then Captain Cocksucker said, “You’re too close to the door. You’re not outside enough. Go to the park.” Except now there’s no smoking in the park. So everyone went, “Fuck it, I’m vaping.” And then the self-appointed societal hall monitor said, “Okay, that’s illegal now, too.” The question is: Do they hate cigarette smoke, or do they love telling people what to do? I think you know the answer to that one. I’m not a gun guy, but I’ll tell you who figured this shit out: the NRA. The woke douche from the progressive movement said, “Hey, man, do you really need a grenade launcher on your M16?” and the NRA guy said, “How the fuck else am I gonna light my cigarette?”


    They laid down a hard line. Charlton Heston declared you’d only get his gun from his cold, dead hands. (I hope Chuck was buried with a rifle just to test this theory. By the way, “from my cold, dead hands” is also my stance on masturbation.) The point is, smokers gave an inch and eventually lost a Marlboro mile.


    It’s the same with feeding the apology monster on social media. If you don’t give people immediate gratification, they move on. These are the kids who got everything they wanted. They’re a bunch of grown-up Veruca Salts demanding an Oompa Loompa now! If you just wait them out, they’ll move on to their next target. What they want is for you to make them feel like heroes for forcing you to apologize. It’s a power trip. If they try to wring you like a bar rag to get tears out of you and you come up dry, they move on. Never apologize. I’m not a resident of MAGA country, but I gotta give the devil his due. This is one thing Trump has gotten right, unlike firing me from The Celebrity Apprentice. (More on that and the Trump effect on our culture in chapter two.) Notice that no one ever asks Trump for an apology. They call him Hitler or call for impeachment, but they never call for an apology because they know they’ll never get it.


    When Dr. Drew’s kids were young, he brought them by my place to get a little carpentry help from “the Ace Man” on their pinewood derby cars. I busted out the oscillating spindle sander and got to work. After a couple of hours, it was time to leave. At the end of the driveway, Drew said to the boys, “Now thank Mr. Carolla for his time.” One of the eight-year-olds said, “We already thanked him in the garage.” Drew said, “Well, thank him again.” The kid argued back, and eventually it escalated to Drew’s using the stern dad voice. “Thank him. Now!” I said, “Hey, Drew, you know what’s ruining the moment? You shouting at your kids demanding they thank me.” The spirit of the moment was gone. It’s the same with forced apologies. The force defeats the purpose. You can’t demand that someone do something they should do spontaneously.


    We’ve all seen the athletes, politicians, and celebrities who get caught doing something stupid, like cheating on their wives. First off, why do I need the apology? Apologize to your old lady and move on. Frankly, I was kinda rooting for you and your cock. I’d be disappointed if the Lamar Odoms of the world weren’t out banging around. Whenever this happens, the first reaction is always the real reaction. They seem confused and defensive. Then some publicist or manager gets ahold of them and scripts a lame non-apology for them to deliver at a press conference in a tone that seems like they just got a dose of methadone. Because that’s what publicists get paid to do. No publicist has the balls to instruct their client to drop their pants and tell everyone to suck their dick. Instead, they craft a mea culpa for their client full of platitudes about how they’ve grown from this teachable moment and how they are going to take some time to reflect and be with their family. Bullshit. They’re going to take some time not with their family but away from the media until it moves on to the next outrage du jour.


    Someone could make a couple bucks starting a business, like those guys who write term papers for lazy, shitty students. Hire a couple of studious Asian kids to crank out stock apologies for when a celebrity’s mistress comes out of the woodwork, or when they get caught at a “massage parlor,” or that long-lost tape of them using the N-word surfaces. (Personally, I’d order the combo platter that covers all three of those.) A good publicist would recognize that the news cycle has about the same longevity as a fruit fly, and if they just keep their client out of the spotlight for seventy-two hours it’ll all go away. That apology is like putting out a saucer of milk on your back steps for a feral cat. It’s just going to keep it coming back for more “meow-trage.”


    I have a rich history of not apologizing, and I’m not going to start now. Many years ago I said something that offended my mother. Honestly, I can’t remember what it was, but I do recall saying that it was a misunderstanding or that she had misinterpreted it. She replied that I should just apologize and we could move on. I said that I wouldn’t. She asked why not. I told her if I apologized it would give credibility to this offense that I never intended. An apology is an admission of guilt. It implies I had malice in my heart. If she misunderstood me, that’s on her. She continued to browbeat me for an apology. I wanted to ask, “Is your end goal to get me to shout, ‘I’m sorry, your cuntness. I apologize. There. Can you die now!?’ Because that’s where this is headed.” But I held back and held out. I wasn’t going to legitimize her fake grievance. If I’m not going to apologize to my own mother for offenses in her head, I’m certainly not going to apologize to some asshole nineteen-year-old gender studies major on Twitter.


    I don’t understand the psychology of this. Let’s say someone calls you fat. You demand an apology, and they give it to you. You’re still fat. Nothing has changed. If you feel better about yourself after a forced apology, you must be really into dry humping and tofu, because both are just as satisfying.


    You know what? I will end with one apology. I’m sorry for giving our shitty society too much benefit of the doubt. I wrote a book a decade ago called In Fifty Years We’ll All Be Chicks, and I was wrong. I was off by about forty-one years. I should never have allowed us that much hope. George Orwell gets all the praise for writing 1984, but he wrote that in 1949. My pessimistic predictions came true much faster. Who’s the genius now, George? People should constantly be bothering me and Mike Judge, who predicted humanity’s current downfall in the brilliant opening ten minutes of Idiocracy, and picking our brains about what the future holds. My baseline, my factory default setting, is right. I can be very right and super right, but I’m never wrong. So grab a seat, preferably a toilet seat, as reading about how our society is going down the shitter will be good reading for when you’re on the shitter. Over the next eight chapters, I’ll show just how far we have fallen in such a short period of time, and I’ll make some new predictions for our not-so-bright future. Get it on!

  


  
    Chapter 1



    Support Dogs

    and the Death of Dignity


    Anyone who listens to my podcast or has read my books knows I don’t support the animals who have support animals. I traveled the entire country with Dr. Drew in the ’90s and never saw a single dog on a plane. It was not allowed and, therefore, people didn’t do it. Our biology hasn’t changed that much since I was on MTV. People didn’t start suffering from a new illness stemming from dramatically low levels of dog dander in their system. We just got softer. But since the time I wrote about this in President Me, people taking their dogs on flights, much like the planes they’re on, took off. I wrote then about two service dogs fighting at my feet in first class. Since then, I’m sure we’ve had more aerial dogfights than Pappy Boyington. [image: ]bit.ly/ESA-Pappy


    It used to be just white chicks with lapdogs, but no more. For the record, and to let me garner some goodwill with the brothers before I bash them in upcoming chapters, this is the domain of whitey. I have never seen a black or brown person with an emotional support dog. Maybe someday there will be a Jackie, or Jackée, Robinson who will break the color barrier on emotional support dogs, but for now this is a first-world honkey problem.


    This virus has now spread from batty white broads to dudes. I was dejected in 2015 when I did my daily due diligence of watching TMZ—because I’m an intellectual heavyweight—and saw Henry Cavill, star of the recent Superman movies, leaving LAX with his emotional support mutt. It’s a bird, it’s a plane…with Superman getting off it with his fucking dog?! Superman. You couldn’t find someone in better shape than the guy who plays Superman. I’d understand if it was an old former ingénue like Jane Fonda with a Maltese in her purse, but this is an able-bodied thirty-two-year-old male action star. No one requires a service dog less than this guy. He’s a rich actor. This is Superman. He doesn’t even need a dog accessory to get blown.


    Then in 2016 at O’Hare airport in Chicago, I saw a woman with a schnauzer named Rhino. I know its name because I asked. (Note: If I ever come up to you in an airport and act interested, prepare to be podcast fodder.) She told me she had named him Rhino “because he charges everyone.” Sure, just what you’re looking for in the aisle of a 737. She then proceeded to tell me he was an emotional support animal. At some point people crossed over from “service” dogs to “support” dogs. It even had a little vest that read “ESA.” Eventually the vests will just read “FU.” She then proceeded to say she had gone through a rough patch emotionally and Rhino made it better. I’m not taking that away from her. I had a cat named Norman that was far and away the best part of my childhood. Anyone who knows my podcast has heard all the tales of the pups I’ve had—Lotzi, Molly, and now Phil E. Cheesesteak. But I leave Phil at home when I fly. He’s barely housebroken. He’s definitely not plane-broken. (Phil, by the way, is the dog lying across my lap on the cover of this book.)


    Later that year at the St. Louis airport, I saw a very able-bodied woman traveling with not one but two service dogs. Do you have double the anxiety? One’s not enough? No special vest on either of them, by the way. She didn’t even bother attempting to make it look like she had trained these dogs or that they provided any service other than to this bitch’s ego. Eventually Cruella de Vil is going to get on a Delta flight with 101 fucking Dalmatians.


     


    [image: ]


     


    I’ve only seen it escalate since then. Mark my words, after the next major plane crash we have, they are going to count the dogs in the news story like they separate the passengers and crew. It’ll be reported as 145 passengers, 6 crew members, and 11 dogs, and all the dumb chicks will be more upset about the dogs.


    
      [image: ]An offshoot of this, and definitely the domain of the middle-aged, middle-class, white chick is FCHD. You’ll find out what that stands for in a few sentences. Last year I was walking Phil around the neighborhood. It was not blistering hot, but it was warm. I made a quick stop at the supermarket to get an iced tea and did what a normal human being does: left Phil tied up outside with his leash around a pole because, like planes, dogs have no fucking business in a supermarket. I came out twelve minutes later, and some Good Samaritan had given Phil a bowl of water. (That person probably stepped over six homeless people on the way to do it, because human beings have fucked-up wiring about how they treat people versus how they treat animals, especially in L.A., where we treat animals like people and the government treats people like animals.)


      I knew it was a chick because this was the third time it had happened. If I walk Phil around my neighborhood at noon on a Tuesday, three broads will offer him water. On two separate occasions, women pulled over to offer Phil a bottle of water. To be clear, they weren’t walking their dogs when they came up to us. They pulled their SUVs over and rolled down the window to offer Phil a frosty-cold bottle of H2O.


      I believe this is a classifiable disorder that should be published in medical and psychological journals—Feminine Canine Hydration Disorder. FCHD, pronounced “fucked,” is a type of dementia in which the brain of the female deteriorates beginning at age thirty-eight and the only remaining fully functional portion is the part concerned with a dog’s water intake.


      I can speak about this affliction because it has literally been a pox on my house. When it comes to ranking her effectiveness at many things in life—such as cleaning, taking care of me, or cooking—my wife, Lynette, would not get five stars. But when it comes to being on top of Phil’s water bowl, you would need to add a sixth star. My wife suffers from FCHD, and I’m a survivor. [image: ]

    


    A Tale of Terriers, Terrazzo, and Turds


    We’re enabling this shit, and now that shit is on the ground. Lately I’m seeing “Service Animal Relief Area” signs in airports all around the country. No smoking and no shampoo over 3.5 ounces, but there’s a place for your pooch to drop a deuce.
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    That’s if they even make it to the “relief area.” In 2018 I was traveling to Cleveland to do a little stand-up, and on my way to the gate at the airport, I came across a squatty Guatemalan woman on her hands and knees scrubbing the floor. She had the cones out, gloves on, and the mop and bucket nearby. At first I didn’t think anything of it, but as I kept walking toward my gate I saw more mess.


    I was looking at a half acre of shit-streaked terrazzo. Some dog had the runs and sprayed it every twenty feet through the whole goddamn terminal. This covered well over 150 feet. I wouldn’t even have been able to get a tape measure out to determine the damage. I’d have to bust out one of those wheels that California Highway Patrol uses to measure skid marks at an accident.


    Good thing I have a hypervigilance disorder, because I saw multiple people with their earbuds in and looking at their phones and not even noticing that they had just wheeled their Samsonites through doggy diarrhea. I doubled back and talked to the Guatemalan airport worker and asked her if it was dog shit, as I suspected. She laughed and said it was, which pissed me off because I want everyone to be as outraged about this as I am. Especially the person who’s cleaning up the mess from some asshole’s dog’s asshole.


    It should be clear by now, I don’t think you should have your dog at the airport at all, never mind if it has the runs, but let’s move past that. I’ll even be kind and give you a pass on the first salvo from your dog’s tuchus. I know from Phil that dogs eat things they shouldn’t eat and shit where they shouldn’t shit. But on the second shot of shit squirt, that becomes your responsibility. You should have to clean your pooch’s poop. But we’ve established that you’re a narcissist by virtue of the fact that you brought your dog to the airport in the first place, so of course you’re not going to think it’s your job to clean up your little princess’s turd explosion. That’s for some serf to do.


    Just imagine if this happened on the plane. They’d be forced to turn it around and have an emergency landing, ruining the day of all the sane people just trying to get to Phoenix. If we had a chart that showed the number of emotional support dogs on planes, it would go from nothing fifteen years ago, climb slowly to a few ten years ago, and then spike in the past five years. If we had a chart that also tracked fistfights with flight attendants, attempts to open emergency doors midflight while high on prescriptions, defecations on drink carts, and generally doing shit that diverts flights, it would be the same fucking graph. It would be an exact correlation, because the root cause is the same—more emotionally unstable dickheads on planes. We need to fix this problem. If your psyche is so compromised that you can’t fly without your dog, you should be forced to take a bus. It’s called Greyhound for a reason. Get your hound and get on the fucking bus.


    Menagerie Airlines


    Since 2015, it’s gone insane. We’ve moved from carrying on simple domesticated housepets to exotic creatures. Planes are becoming arks. Fucking Noah is walking down the aisle with two of every creature on earth.


    You would have thought that around the time the donkey was replaced by the pickup truck that we would no longer be using service animals. It’d be interesting to get a time machine and talk to a farmer from 1870 and say, “One hundred and fifty years from now, we’ll still be using service animals, but not for plowing fields and turning a grindstone.”


    “Oh, so it will just be oxen pulling a wagon across the Great Plains?”


    “Well, it will be for travel but not quite. You know those hysterical women you give laudanum and lock in the sanitarium? In the future we give them turkeys, pigs, and miniature horses to make them feel better and let them roam about the country in magical flying machines.”


    His head would explode.


    Every flight has become a barnyard in the sky. Here is just a partial list of animals that have been on planes and, thus, in the news.


    Snake: I’ve actually seen more than one of these on the news. I sleep like a baby knowing that anyone who has an emotional support snake will eventually have that snake strangle them in their sleep. That thing you hand-feed mice to will eventually turn on you in the middle of the night for no reason.


    Turkeys and ducks: In President Me, and later in my movie Road Hard, I did a bit about my service pelican, Gilligan, who would walk the aisle scooping up and gulping down all the service chihuahuas. Little did I know that a mere two years later, my farcical comedy bit would come to life with people bringing their fowl onto flights, though you could have a nice “Who’s on First?”–style bit if the flight was heading to Turkey.


    Pig: Then there was the news story about the US Airways flight that thankfully removed a pig. They made her take her emotional support hog off as well. (See what I did there?) This crackpot had a seventy-pound porker on a leash but had to get off the flight when it shit in the aisle before they could even take off. Unless the plane ends up crashing in the Andes with you and your soccer team, and the pig delays by a couple days the descent into cannibalism, it has no fucking business on a plane.


    Miniature pony: Permit me to get on my high horse and talk a little shit about your low horse. The notion of breeding a miniature horse flies in the face of horse breeding in general. These are supposed to be tall, majestic creatures. They’re meant to be barrel-raced or pulling the Budweiser wagon through a small town, not pulling a lesbian who’s filed her seventh slip-and-fall lawsuit this year through an airport. It doesn’t make sense. No one is trying to breed Brad Williams and Dikembe Mutombo.[image: ]bit.ly/ESA-Brad


    Where are you going that you can bring a horse with you? You’re eventually going to get off the plane, right? Are you going to hail an Uber and stuff the pigmy pony in the trunk? Which Holiday Inn are you going to that allows Tiny Trigger to sleep in your room? There’s no lawn jockey for you to hitch up your fun-size foal to while you take in a Broadway show. Horses are meant to be traveled upon, not with. I have a novel idea. How about you get on your horse and ride to your destination so I can enjoy my flight and not feel like I’m at a 4H event?


    Wallaby: A teen from Portland had a wallaby named Momo to deal with panic attacks. I know, shocking. Usually the people of Portland are known for their stout, blue-collar grittiness. She would carry it in a Babybjörn-style pouch. When I was a kid, my parents wouldn’t let me have a dog. This girl’s got a fucking marsupial. The only upside to this one is that when someone slips in its shit at the airport, you could offer them ten thousand dollars to name the animal it came from. Given a hundred guesses, they’d never get it. Only in this pathetic era could we potentially have that game show. I’d call it Name That Dook.


    Because these people are nuts, they can have anything for an emotional support animal. We are not that far from, “This is my emotional support abalone. I don’t fly anywhere without Shelly.”


    Here’s my point. This is more than a pet peeve, pun intended. It’s not just about the dogs. The dogs are just the canary in the coal mine, if I can mix my animal metaphors. They are an eerie harbinger of worse to come. As you’ll see in the rest of this book, I don’t have a lot of optimism for our culture, and this support animal stuff is a leading indicator. The increase in support dogs on planes is directly proportional to the decrease of dignity in our society.


    People are sad, pathetic, and weak. I’ve never understood why people advertise that they are so soft. I would rather cut off my dick and my pinkie and sew my pinkie where my dick goes and my dick where my pinkie goes than admit I’m so emotionally weak that I need a pet in order to board a plane. What I’ve come to realize is that in today’s society, being a victim, overcoming racism, and being “brave” and “fearless” are currency. In the ’70s, it was “Let your freak flag fly.” In the 2020s, it’s “Let your weak flag fly.” It’s a competition to see who is more “oppressed” and who faces more “adversity.” And it’s a competition where everyone is a loser, especially our society.


    This is all mental weakness and lack of character. I guarantee that if you offered most of these batty broads vouchers for free flights to San Jose in exchange for leaving their pooches behind, they’d take them in a second. So how fucking necessary can they be? Some of these losers would do it for an extra bag of cashews. That wouldn’t work with pancreatic cancer. A voucher for a first-class flight to Denver isn’t going to make that go away. But the softness they have in their heads that causes them to need dogs in their laps to be able to fly can go away as quickly as the farts coming out of said dogs’ asses evaporate into the coach cabin.


    Speaking of cabin air, what about smokers on planes? Why aren’t we catering to them like we cater to people with dog addictions? We all know there’s no tampering with, disabling, or destroying the smoke detectors on flights, but what about guys like the velvet-throated Mike Dawson, the announcer on my podcast, who needs a hit of nicotine every few minutes. He’s shit out of luck, because we’ve decided vaping is bad and dogs are good. You could easily argue that, medically, Dawson needs that nicotine in his lungs more than some dingbat needs Benji on her lap. He’s forced to wear NicoDerm while some chick is flying with a pachyderm. He’d never be allowed to have an emotional support Camel.


    In 2018, I was flying on Southwest Airlines, from Burbank to Sacramento. At Burbank Airport, you walk out onto the tarmac rather than on a jetway. It’s a classy place. I saw a guy with a medium-size dog on a leash, no handle, no special vest. He briskly walked across the tarmac and got on the flight. There wasn’t a single thing wrong with this guy. The kicker was that a woman in a wheelchair trailed behind him. This doggy-daddy douchebag didn’t even have the dignity to fake a limp. He just strolled right past a woman with a clear disability. Actually, I stand corrected; this guy did have a disorder. A personality disorder.


    It’s not just the pet owners who have lost their dignity. It used to be that you’d have to get a note from your doctor, even if that doctor was a quack or just didn’t feel like dealing with your crazy ass so he wrote a note just to shut you up. Now there are online “doctors” who will write that note without ever meeting you or your mutt. It’s brazen. I’ve seen ads for “ESA letters for both housing and travel…just $98.” Is that what your dignity is worth, Doctor Nick Riviera? I would rather hang out with a doctor who specializes in penis enlargement and only uses cells from cadavers of veterans who died in combat than one of these licensed psychologists who’s sold his soul to supply letters to fruitcakes so they can bring their pets on planes. People who give blowjobs for crack have more dignity than these assholes. At least the crack whores didn’t pay for medical school.


    We are so eager to part with our dignity for a couple of bucks and some convenience. I’m not saying this just for me or for society. I’m saying it for all of you weak-minded people.


    [image: ]


    You are declaring from on high, literally thirty thousand feet high, that you are so precariously wired and emotionally fragile that you need a dog with you at all times to make you feel better. You’ve externalized the problem. You’ve given a creature that eats its own shit the power over whether or not you can handle life. That’s not good for you in the long run. That is not going to teach you resilience or how to overcome your fears. It’s only going to reinforce them and continue to make you feel like a victim. You don’t need a therapist to write you a note so you can bring a petting zoo on the plane; you need that therapist to do their fucking job and help you get better. All anyone has is their dignity. The one thing you have your whole life, the one thing that doesn’t have to change as you get older and fatter, is dignity. That is your constant. If you give that up, you’re fucked. Your dog may be carry-on, but you have checked your dignity.

  


  
    Chapter 2


    The Obligatory

    Trump Chapter


    Let’s get this out of the way. It’s obvious that the current hyper-escalation of the “woke” culture is a direct reaction to the Trump presidency. It would be impossible to write a book about our social and cultural decline without addressing President Trump, even though a lot of readers are going to be mad that I’m giving the devil his due. I’m not saying I’m a huge Donald Trump fan. No MAGA hat has ever covered my Brillo hair and, as you’ll soon read, I’ve had personal experiences with Trump, both positive and negative, that inform my opinions about him. I knew him long before he was president. I thought he was a blowhard then, and being in the White House hasn’t changed that, but I’m not going to ignore things he has done that I agree with just because he did them, as many of my friends in California do.
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