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					There’s no room for demons when you’re self-possessed.

					—CARRIE FISHER

				

			

		

	
		
			WARNING

			They have something called Sensitive Readers now. Publishers hire them to comb through each page of a new manuscript looking for words, phrases, and ideas that are currently deemed politically incorrect and therefore capable of upsetting their delicate lives.

			Two of them were placed under medical care while trying to finish this book.

		

	
		
			AUTHOR’S NOTE

			Every fact in this book was Googled and double-Googled. Then Googled again. Except for the facts that came from my voluminous but sometimes cloudy collection of memories. If you don’t believe they happened, you can kiss my Irish ass. This is how I remember them happening. Some names have been changed to protect the innocent.

			Although I don’t know why. Because in the end—just like me—they are all guilty.

			I should also remind you that I’m a doctor. A real doctor. Of arts and letters. I have the official diploma that says so hanging in my office. There’s a photo of it in my first book.

			How did I become a doctor?

			I got famous.

			So my alma mater, Emerson College, from which I actually graduated in 1979, gave me an honorary doctorate many years later when I became a movie star. I made a very funny and extremely short speech, which the kids loved because they were graduating and wanted to go party their asses off.

			Emerson saved my life. First by giving me a scholarship, which was the only way I could ever afford to attend college. And then by virtue of its teachers, who created an atmosphere that allowed creative students in the arts to thrive.

			I also met my wife, Ann, there.

			And we are living happily ever after.

			Anyway, the point is: I’m a doctor. So I obviously know what the hell I’m talking about. And if I make fun of you in this book, it’s for good reason. I also make fun of myself in here. A lot. Like, a fuck of a lot.

			So look at the bright side: we both deserve it.

			Plus, if you sue me, it’ll just sell more copies of the book and even MORE people will end up reading whatever it is that’s got you in a snit. My prescription? Lighten up and laugh a little. And if you can’t manage that? This is REALLY gonna suck for you.

		

	
		
			Dedicated to my wife, Ann—who is everything.
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					Let he who is without sin cast the first stone. I’m gonna throw these fuckin’ eggs.

					—DENIS LEARY, 1971

				

			

		

	
		
			SHORTEST OPENING CHAPTER EVER

			I was sitting in the Miss Worcester Diner with my dad one day in 1965 when the guy behind the counter delivered my cheeseburger and said to him, “John, is there anything you can’t do? Some guys who come in here say you’re the best mechanic they ever worked with, other guys say as a carpenter and electrician you could pretty much build your own house. On top of which you play a great accordion, and I hear you were a pretty goddamned fast man on the Gaelic football field both over in Ireland and right around the corner here in Crompton Park. But if someone asked you to pick one thing and say that’s what you are, how would you answer?”

			My dad looked up from his coffee and said, “An American.”

		

	
		
			
				
					If you’re going through hell, keep on going.

					—WINSTON CHURCHILL

				

			

			
				
					Lead, follow, or get the fuck out of my way.

					—GENERAL GEORGE S. PATTON

				

			

		

	
		
			OH SAY CAN YOU SCREAM

			Dear Hillary supporters: What happened? Michigan, Wisconsin, and Pennsylvania is what happened. Plus, a server wiped so clean it might as well have been a free ad for BleachBit. How much do bridal party yoga pants cost? Three fucking states.

			But look at the bright side: It wasn’t the end of the world.

			Trump was victorious. And one year later the sky hasn’t fallen, the sun still rises, and Cher didn’t move to Canada. Plus, Canada’s not building a wall to keep US out.

			Yet.

			There will be no Trumpageddon. Or Hillary Apology Tour.

			Dear Trump supporters: Despite what your hero says, the press is not the enemy of the American people. The real enemy of the American people is butter—and politicians who have no sense of humor. Too many of us have turned into chubby fast-food junkies who can’t take a fucking joke.

			The president is guilty on both counts.

			And no matter how many misspelled tweets and blabbermouth declarations he makes, there was no voter fraud or Yugest Inauguration Crowd Ever Seen.

			Period.

			And Trump won’t be impeached for election ambiguities or for damaging the ozone with a massive carbon footprint comprised mostly of hair spray. It’s very simple math: the House of Representatives can’t agree on a catered lunch, never mind removing the president.

			Democrats moan, Republicans groan. Hillary speaks, the president tweets. Leaving people like me to ask the really important questions, like: Whatever happened to covfefe-flavored covfefe?

			American politics has always been a clown show, but our latest presidential circus finished as a fifty-fifty proposition that left this country divided right down the middle. Trump’s hyperpatriotic motto “MAKE AMERICA GREAT AGAIN!” resonated with one-half of the population. The rest bought into the ultrabland “HILLARY FOR AMERICA!” They both promised to bring back manufacturing jobs.

			Which will all be done by robots within the next seven years.

			And this clowniest of all clown shows ended up with no clowning at all. Funny friends I love from both sides of the aisle have lost their minds and all attempts at humor as they rage-tweet against Republicans or tweet-brag at the Democrats in a nonstop series of social media insult bombs. Hillary and Trump are both infected by the unfunny flu. Now they’re coming to get the rest of us. But not on my fucking watch.

			#Make­America­Laugh­Again

			Fake News: Trump won in a landslide.

			Alternative Fact: Hillary handed him a last-minute squeaker.

			Trump promised to drain the swamp. He didn’t. He just filled it up to overflowing with rich friends and family members. Just like Hillary would have done. And each tribe still drenches our electronic devices on a weekly basis, continuing the political turmoil with ridiculous partisan bullshit.

			Chelsea Clinton tries to tell Republicans-at-large that she doesn’t care about money. After a three-million-dollar wedding to a hedge fund founder. Eric Trump says Democrats aren’t even people—unless they play golf on Trump-owned courses, I’m guessing. Because Eric’s only real contribution to society so far is knowing the difference between a nine iron and a lob wedge. And how much to charge you for using both.

			#Make­America­Golf­Again

			Meanwhile, nothing gets done in D.C. They hold hearings to form committees to figure out sound bites to get book deals and fatter lobbying funds. They’re not fighting for us, they’re fighting for TV time—and free filet mignon.

			And what are the actual voters doing? We’re worried about Russian wiretaps on our Chinese phones while driving Japanese cars made in Mexico and sipping Guatemalan lattes topped off with Canadian milk.

			#Make­America­Anxious­Again

			Trump puts a tanning bed in the Lincoln Bedroom. Hillary gets paid for making speeches about why she isn’t sleeping there. While I’m still trying to decipher exactly what her motto was supposed to mean. “HILLARY FOR AMERICA”? She would have been better off with a more truthful approach: “HEY, AMERICA—IT’S MY FUCKING TURN!”

			Trump won with 306 electoral college votes, finishing forty-fifth out of the fifty-eight presidential elections in American history. Most high-ranking civil servants would shy away from discussing such pedestrian results and humbly enter office hoping to change people’s minds with four years of positive bipartisan action.

			Not The Donald.

			He decided to ignore the math and manufacture fantasy figures about My Amazing Victory and My Large Electoral College Numbers and The Biggest Mandate Ever. Can you really trust this man when he says, “I guarantee there’s no problem,” regarding the size of his own penis? Forget Billy Bush and “grab ’em by the pussy.” Here’s some REAL locker room talk: guys with big cocks don’t boast about them.

			They’re too busy fucking.

			Meanwhile, how insane is it that our most recent round of presidential debates devolved into a discussion about the girth and length of a male candidate’s genitalia? Let me speak for every guy I know—from both ends of the political spectrum—when I say this in a VERY bipartisan voice:

			Ewwwww.

			And let me publicly record the reaction of every woman I know from age nineteen to ninety:

			EWWWWWWWWWW!

			If we ever needed proof that it’s time for a woman to lead this country, Marco Rubio and Donald Trump provided it live one night on national TV when they both acted like fourteen-year-old boys at a circle jerk. I’m surprised Carly Fiorina’s head didn’t explode. Can you imagine her beginning a debate by saying, “The education budget is tight and so is my vagina”?

			No.

			The only recorded instance of Carly discussing her breasts in public was to warn other women about early cancer detection. While Trump and Rubio aimed street-corner crotch arrows at each other, Carly was focused on real issues, whether you agreed with her or not.

			So clearly one would think much of America was primed for a smart, classy, female voice speaking into its most powerful public microphone. And former Secretary of State Clinton seemed to have that bull by the horns. Two weeks before November 8 she held what looked like an insurmountable lead. Part of which actually held up, because Hillary won the popularity portion of the contest by almost three million votes.

			Which is probably how many e-mails she erased during the course of her campaign.

			If you’re a Hillary fan or an extreme die-hard liberal, stop reading this book right now. It’s only going to melt your lefty gossamer wings. Go buy Elizabeth Warren’s new book: I May Look Like Annette Bening, But I’m Really a Native American. It’ll teach you how to pay higher taxes while quoting Rosa Parks.

			If you’re a Trump fan or an extreme-right-wing conservative, close this book and put it back on the shelf immédiatement (that’s French for “now”). ’Cause otherwise your sanctimonious Second Amendment toes will curl up and pretty soon you are gonna be wicked fuckin’ pissed (that’s Boston for “angry”).

			Go to the current affairs and politics section of the bookstore, which is where you should find something to soothe your soul. Like the latest edgy Ann Coulter book that might as well be titled Democrats Can Suck My Dick.

			By the way, I bet Ann’s dick is bigger than both Donald’s and Hillary’s combined. Like her or not, Ann doesn’t take shit from anyone. I wish Bill O’Reilly had placed a midnight masturbation call to Coulter. His cock would still be stuck in a No Spin Zone.

			If you’re holding a hardcover copy of this book or perusing it on an iPad or your smartphone, it’s late 2017 or early 2018 and America remains the greatest country on earth. If you’re watching these words fly through the air on the new Apple iGram (their Hologram Launchpad Device), it’s 2028 and some of you are probably still flipping out about what a popular-vote drubbing Senator Jon Stewart and Congressman Stephen Colbert just took from President-elect Dwayne Johnson and Vice President Joe Piscopo, even after all those lurid stories broke about Joe banging The Rock’s seventeen-year-old babysitter.

			But all was seemingly forgiven when Joe did his hilarious throwback Sinatra impression as he guest-hosted SNL the weekend before Election Day. Referencing the May-December relationship during a parody version of “My Way”—with twenty-two-year-old cast member Suri Jolie-Pitt-McConaughey-Cruise playing the object of his affection—the former New Jersey governor slayed on social media with members of Generation Y’s Second Wave Millennials.

			In retrospect it’s clear the country was due to go Republican again after eight years of Elaine Benes. But the good news is that ex-President Louis-Dreyfus will soon return to HBO and star in a half-hour comedy series written and created by her former second in command, Vice President Larry David.

			And even though all he did was play golf for almost two full terms—establishing a probably never-to-be-broken Guinness World Record for Most Consecutive Days Playing a Sport (2,837)—David deserves our thanks for stepping in to take over after Bernie Sanders went off the rails with his Free Health Care for Former ISIS Members proposal in March 2021.

			President Rock, whose famed campaign slogan #ChiselMeIn really caught fire, has sworn to uphold his promise to change the spelling of “America” on day one of his new administration, officially replacing the e with a u.

			President Trump—who was forced to resign from office after admitting his Trump ties were made by Chinese orphans paid in organic rice balls (“This isn’t some cheap rice out of an Uncle Ben’s box, folks. I hear it’s the best-tasting rice in the world!”)—praised President Rock’s victory on his hit Trump Network TV show Big League, Big Hands, while gifting each audience member a free photo of himself and fourth wife Hailey Baldwin.

			Meanwhile, Melania’s controversial 2019 deportation by Donald made news again after New York City mayor Chelsea Clinton welcomed the ex–first lady back to the United States during Fashion Week, only to find out her father, Bill, was accused of groping several models during the show, which stole the media spotlight from the release of Hillary’s latest best-selling book, Orange Is the New Electoral College: My Prison Epiphanies.

			Sound ridiculous? Not anymore.

			What may have played out like political science fiction a scant twelve months ago now seems to be a foreseeable future. This is what happens when Amuricans have such limited alternatives.

			Last year, if you asked me the famous “who do you want answering the White House phone at three o’clock in the morning” question, my response would’ve been immediate: Not Bill Clinton. While he’s getting blown by another pudgy intern. And no more members of the Bush family. Especially ones not named George. What the hell kind of name is Jeb? Sounds like a jar of discount fucking peanut butter. He should’ve copped that old advertising catchphrase for his campaign motto: “Choosy conservatives choose Jeb!”

			I agree with what David Letterman once said: “Bush presidencies are like the Godfather films: you’re better off stopping after two.”

			I’ve had enough of the Clintons and the Bushes, the same faces and arguments for the last three decades. Forget hope and change—what happened to choices? In a country where you can buy sixty-seven different flavors of ice cream, binge-watch 435 TV shows, and customize your morning coffee until it’s actually just another flavor of ice cream, how is it we only get two political parties to pick from?

			This year, having blown through eight bazillion dollars and sixteen months of televised screaming, we were left with these two options: an apricot-colored guy who occasionally refers to himself as Ratings Machine DJT, and a woman who must own more pants than Men’s Fucking Wearhouse.

			Hillary reminds me of an angry math nun I had in seventh grade. So every time she began bellowing out another stilted speech on TV, my spine would harden like I forgot to do my homework. And whenever she managed to lower her humorless voice to its Nurse Ratched register, I turned into Jack Nicholson in One Flew Over the Cuckoo’s Nest: it just made me wanna piss her off even more. Hillary’s patronizing Missile of Shame launchpad approach often backfired. The basket of deplorables were already supporting Donald, but a lot of undecided voters were turned off by her lecturous indignation. Hard to be smug when you sound like a seagull.

			That’s not sexism, folks. It’s nunism.

			Then she would go on Ellen or Fallon or some other breezy talk show and be charmingly relaxed with a sunshiny smile and a happy disposition.

			What. The. Fuck.

			You can count on half of one hand the times Trump has actually laughed out loud in public. Once on Fallon when Jimmy mussed up the astonishing mound of chemical products that hold his head in place, and once more at the annual Al Smith Dinner when Hillary zinged him with some great one-liners. He certainly wasn’t smiling when Obama and Seth Meyers peppered him comically at the 2011 White House Correspondents’ Dinner. His skin was so thin you could practically see his Big Mac brain stem vowing revenge. It was a joy to observe. Like a scientific experiment in pomposity.

			I love watching Trump deal with descending the stairs of Air Force One. THAT’S a true laugh jackpot. He looks like a timid toddler every single time—eyes glued to his feet as if he’s just downed a stolen bottle of Tia Maria and didn’t know he had to exit the aircraft. Watch his process whenever he deplanes:

			
					Stand stock-still.

					Quickly wave to whoever the fuck.

					
					Stare down and pray: Left foot, right foot. Repeat.

					EYES DOWN! DON’T LEAN TOO FAR FORWARD! WE CAN DO THIS!

			

			Each time he reaches ground level the sense of relief is deafening. Check the Access Hollywood tape. The disgusting misogyny grenade overshadowed his concern about exiting that bus. He stood at the top of the stairs, paused for a moment, and said, “It’s always good if you don’t fall out of the bus. Like Gerald Ford, remember?” Then he took a deep breath, stared down, and began to gingerly move his worried white feet.

			It’s nice to know our tough-talking president will elbow jab his way to the front of a G7 summit meeting, fire disloyal cabinet members face-to-face, and put down the press in person with an explosive confidence never seen before.

			As long as there ain’t any stairs involved.

			That’s probably why he took the escalator down into the lobby of Trump Tower when announcing his campaign: staircases are Donald Trump’s kryptonite.

			#Make­Escalators­Mandatory

			Meanwhile, right from the get-go, I dug his off-the-cuff approach to public speaking. It’s like a comedy roller coaster every time he talks. Full of spastic elastic Jim Carrey facial takes and loudmouth meanderings your drunk uncle might spout at a boozed-up summer barbecue:

			“Do I approve of waterboarding? You bet your ass I do.”

			“And you can tell them to go FUCK themselves!”

			“I would bomb the shit out of ’em!”

			Full disclosure: I’ve said the exact same stuff without being drunk but with at least one “motherfucker” tossed into every sentence. Then again, I’m not the leader of the free world right now.

			I love watching President Trump boast about how great/successful/rich he is, probably because it makes me feel like such a good/humble/nice person by comparison. He’s called himself smart so many times even Fredo would throw a red flag. You know who makes Donald Trump look smart? Donald Trump Jr. Stick him in a room with a bowlful of Skittles and some Russian spies and pretty soon you start to resemble Neil deGrasse Tyson. Who might be the only famous person President Trump hasn’t insulted yet. He’s a bipartisan bulldozer. He’s a Monster Truck Ego Show, which makes fascinating television. It’s like the WWE took over the West Wing. Donald is Hulk Hogan with more hair, no steroids, and no script: just grab the mike and bloviate.

			His free-association bully pulpit approach becomes a relentless me, myself, and I gasconade. Whenever he puts his unchained id on public display, it bounces from subject to subject faster than an Alzheimer’s outpatient. Imagine his set list if he planned it out in advance: Big Hands, Bad Hombres, Schwarzenegger’s Ratings, Build a Wall, Disgusting Rosie, Where’s My African American?

			It’s a political car crash you can’t look away from.

			But when you give Donald a printed speech and force him to say it word-by-word? Suddenly he has less charisma than Chuck Schumer’s left ball.

			#WhatTheFuck

			Listen, if you’re not a gifted elocutionist like Ronald Reagan, Bill Clinton, or Barack Obama, what makes you think reading aloud from a teleprompter is going to make you sound trustworthy?

			Note to all politicians: it does the exact opposite. You sound like a tight-ass, worn-out bag of utter bullshit. Bad!

			Hillary ain’t no saint, and Donald is no day at the beach. He was accused of groping eleven women, handily beating Bill Clinton’s count of eight sexual misconduct allegations. Hillary made big money giving speeches to anyone willing to pay her exorbitant price; Donald bilked students out of hard-earned cash with a fraudulent university. She scrubbed cell phones to hide her sins; he refuses to release the tax forms that contain some of his.

			But Trump’s not a racist: the only color he sees is green. And Hillary’s not a socialist: she’s spent the last thirty years sucking money out of every available marketplace. In the end they’re both just rich old white people trying to grab as much cash as they can.

			More full disclosure: I voted for Hillary. But I sure as hell didn’t want to.

			She has more baggage than the day before Thanksgiving at LaGuardia Airport. Bernie Sanders seemed like a nice guy. Who should be running a Brooklyn arts commune. I dug Larry David’s Bernie Sanders on SNL more than Bernie’s Bernie Sanders—mostly because Larry looked like he could make it through the first term without using an oxygen tank.

			I chose Hillary because I don’t believe geriatrically religious white dudes should tell women what they can or can’t do with their bodies. Or that anyone should tell gay people who they can’t marry.

			Or a person who might have balls AND breasts where they can take a piss. What’s the most important word in the phrase “transgender American soldier”? The middle one.

			If there had been a great woman running on the other side—say Ana Navarro or Susan Collins—I would have gladly ticked a Republican box. And I wasn’t alone. Tons of us felt like we had to choose between the lesser of two evils.

			After it was all over, the mainstream media Monday morning quarterbacks talked about how the brash alt-right movement and economically stricken working class proudly brought The Donald into office. But I think part of the reason it came as such a surprise was because of all the “leaners” out there—folks who wouldn’t declare it out loud the day before the election, but might sidle up to a friend the day after and sheepishly admit, “I voted for Trump.”

			Quite a few of my friends did that.

			What state is our country in when we end up reluctantly casting our votes for politicians we don’t believe in?

			And if you think Trump’s not a politician, try to find one time before this election cycle when he ever mentioned the word “Bible.” Or “God.” Or “faith.” Search your memory bank. And the Internet. Both will come up empty. The closest he ever came to Christ was a Dominican busboy at Mar-a-Lago named Jesus. Not to mention all of the issues he changed colors on over the past five years—from abortion to the war in Iraq, to tax law, and yes, even Hillary.

			And if she had won the race, the same public protests and ridiculous D.C. rabble-rousing we’ve seen for the last twelve months would be taking place in reverse. Instead of the Million Women March with pussycat hats, it would’ve been the Swollen Prostates on Parade with free Avodart and lots of extra porta-potties.

			It’s just flip sides of the same ancient political coin. The issues separating them and us can all be negotiated.

			You wanna put a Democratic dent in the Republican armor? Stop stamping your social media feet and start planning to find an electable leader. You want another term of fat-cat Trumpian tax cuts? Quit gloating and get ready for a candidate not named Clinton. Democrats are whining about Republican bellyaching while absolutely nothing gets achieved—and our allies try to pull America’s head out of its own ample ass.

			Put the pettiness aside and let the negotiations begin.

			Like Tom Hagen said: “This is business, Sonny. Not personal.”

			An approach Ronald Reagan and Tip O’Neill were savvy enough to take back in the 1980s. Tip was the Democratic Speaker of the House and not afraid to criticize the Republican president. Reagan did the same on a daily basis to his Democratic rival.

			Until six o’clock in the evening.

			Then they’d sit down for a beer or call each other on the phone and figure out what the most important piece of work was for each side that week—and they’d find enough common ground to pass legislation that made both parties happy.

			After eight years of Obama fighting Republicans, and twelve months of Trump lashing out at Democrats and Republicans alike, it’s time to act like Tip and Ron. Otherwise, we are screwed.

			Two and a half centuries into being the Land of the Free and the Home of the Brave, where every citizen has the right to express his or her individual beliefs—a land full of complicated and multicultural tastes and opportunities—we’ve been broken down into two simplistic opposing teams: Left Wing Snowflakes versus Right Wing Nutjobs.

			Libertards versus Conservadicks.

			The Clinton News Network versus Fox’s Fair and Balanced Republican Report.

			Every single day it’s another circadian dose of dogmatic talking heads caterwauling over each other on CNN and Fox until they get off the air to trade witless factional barbs back and forth during twenty-four-hour Twitter feuds. Sometimes I watch these paid reps from each party yelling into the void and I’m driven to stand inches away from the TV shouting back like a madman while I wave two ferocious middle fingers in their vein-popping faces.

			We’re living in an endless echo chamber where everybody’s so busy bellowing across the divide they can’t hear what the other side has to say. Doomed to forever repeat ourselves. Here’s one solitary and true example I happened to stumble upon while watching TV:

			On the morning of February 22, 2017, White House Press Secretary Sean Spicer stood at his podium and claimed the Democrats were manufacturing resistance by training and dispatching protesters to Republican town hall meetings to disrupt conversations about Trump’s new health care plan.

			Fox News ran the press conference live and then gave quick commentary on what bad losers the liberals continue to be.

			Within minutes, at 11:25 a.m. to be exact, CNN produced footage from August 4, 2009, showing White House Press Secretary Robert Gibbs standing at the same podium claiming Republican Tea Party members were manufacturing resistance by training and dispatching protesters to Democratic town hall meetings in order to disrupt conversations about Obama’s new health care plan.

			CNN had quick commentary on how ironic it all was.

			Within a few more minutes, at 11:29 a.m. to be just as exact, Fox News ran the Spicer footage followed by the Gibbs footage followed by a comment on how ironic it all was.

			I would have switched back to CNN to see if they’d accuse Fox of plagiarism but I couldn’t because MY BRAIN SUDDENLY REFUSED TO GIVE A FUCK ANYMORE!

			Jesus!

			And I’m not referring to the one in charge of cleaning Donald’s dishes.

			Recently this headline jumped out at my face: GYM BANS CABLE NEWS CHANNELS, CITING SAFETY CONCERNS. The YMCA gym in Scranton, Pennsylvania, had to put a block on CNN, Fox News, MSNBC, and the Fox Business Channel because bipartisan cardio sessions were leading to partisan fistfights as Democratic NordicTrackers disagreed with Republican treadmill runners. Equipment was being thrown around while people tackled and argued. Total chaos erupted as they screamed and chased each other. At one point the police had to be called in.

			First of all, this sounds like an amazing workout. You get a great calorie burn from the chasing, total focus from the arguing, plus heavy lifting combined with kickboxing moves in addition to straining your neck muscles while engaging your physical and emotional core. Let’s call it Nine Minutes to Partisan Power Abs!

			My only problem: I’d want to kick every ass in that gym. Why? Because I can’t listen to another pile of steaming Republican horse dung while ducking a flock of batshit Democrats anymore.

			A lifelong Republican friend of mine was clenching his angry jaw recently as he recalled a workplace conversation with a Hillary supporter, who was still drenching social media with daily fanatical facts about the election ten months after it was over. Russia this and white supremacy that. Blah blah Bannon and yada yada Flynn.

			They screamed back and forth until it reached a boiling point. Which is when my buddy got tired of what started to sound like acrimonious personal accusations and stood up for himself: “Finally I had to tell this asshole: ‘Hey pal, I got nothin’ against you people—some of my best friends are Democrats.’ ”

			My heart sank. Have we really reached the point where an old-white-guy civil rights defense from 1962 is being recycled to explain our political situation in 2017?

			Sad.

			And I don’t mean a Donald Trump overused, Twitter-type “Sad!” I mean truly, madly, deeply sad. As in distressingly so. Two Americans who no longer look at each other as fellow citizens, but as enemies from opposing armies: the Ruling Republicans versus the Dog with a Bone Democrats.

			We’ve been reduced to and identified as being one or the other with no middle ground, very little wiggle room, and not one worthy alternative. Can you be a gun-toting, God-fearing, pro-life Democrat? Not unless you want your face chewed off by Nancy Pelosi. How about an atheistic, Meryl Streep–loving, Mexican-born Republican? Rudy Guiliani may eat your young. It’s all a wall of electronic white noise with no nuance anymore. We’re stuck in a self-righteous rut, endlessly bitching about Rachel Fucking Maddow or Sean Goddamn Hannity. With absolutely no gray area in between.

			I’m here to say the opposite is true. This country is full of unpredictable people and wonderful contradictions. I’m here to tell you it’s time for a new protest movement: Gray Lives Matter.

			There’s a ton of us out here who believe the extreme aspects of both parties are turning sane thinkers into cold outcasts as they lead us off the rails. All you have to do is open your Twitter app at any point in the day to witness a constant storm of blue impeachment tweets and red Republican retorts. As if the only thing social media can provide us is digital agita to incessantly reinforce our differences.

			Even love isn’t safe anymore. One in three Americans say that clashes over Trump have negatively impacted or ended their relationships. A flurry of so-called Trump Divorces have popped up in the court system, each involving implacable problems based on political affiliation. Which, to be fair, means they could also be called Hillary Divorces. Or Bernie Breakups.

			This acrimony has reached all the way into the White House.

			One Wednesday night last July, newly hired Communications Director Anthony Scaramucci famously told a reporter, “I’m not Steve Bannon—I’m not trying to suck my own cock.” On Thursday morning Mrs. Scaramucci announced that
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