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			Advance Praise for The Curse of the Bearded Lady

			 

			“In America’s fight for women’s rights in sports, culture, and life, our movement needs a variety of truth-tellers, so why not a hilarious political satirist like A.J. Rice? His latest book dismantles the Trans Mafia’s propaganda and reveals a movement of bullies that melt when exposed to the heat of mockery. He has unleashed a fierce defense of principle, wrapped in humor.” 

			—Riley Gaines, Women’s Rights Activist, a 12x All-American Swimmer, Host of The Riley Gaines Show on Outkick on Fox News Media

			 

			“After decades on the sidelines watching the greatest male athletes in the world compete against each other, it’s shocking—and honestly heartbreaking—to see pretenders who couldn’t make it try to dominate women’s sports. A.J. Rice calls out every one of these imposters in this gutsy and hilarious book. If you care about fairness, women’s sports, and telling the truth even when it’s controversial, this is required reading.”

			—Michele Tafoya, Former Sideline Reporter for NBC Sunday Night Football and Host of The Michele Tafoya Podcast on the Salem Podcast Network

			 

			“The fight against the Trans Mafia is not just a legal and political fight, but a cultural one. This book is for Americans who care about women’s rights; but also, for Democrats who still don’t know what a woman is, my friend A.J. Rice is more than happy to mock them into oblivion.”

			—Christina Bobb, Former Legal Counsel to President Donald J. Trump, United States Marine Corps Veteran, and Author of Defiant: Inside the Mar-a-Lago Raid and the Left’s Ongoing Lawfare

			 

			“The Trans Mafia empire is a dark place. A.J. Rice has the gift of cutting wit, devastating facts, and poetic perspective and he’s the light you’ll want navigating you through the madness. This book is a must read if you want to be armed and dangerous in all the right ways. I’d love to see a member of the Trans Mafia try to stand up against this.”

			—Chanel Rion, Primetime Host of Fine Point with Chanel Rion on One America News Network

			 

			“The Curse of the Bearded Lady grapples with two key questions related to the left’s lunatic obsession with gender identity and the destruction of women’s spaces: 1. How the hell did we get here? and 2. Is it enough to ‘live and let live’? In this devastatingly funny book, A.J. Rice manages to deliver a deeply serious takedown of the modern progressive movement and its insistence that we all tolerate its embrace of insanity.”

			—Amber Duke, Senior Editor of the Daily Caller and Author of The Snowflakes’ Revolt: How Woke Millennials Hijacked American Media

			 

			“A.J. Rice brings moral clarity to a reckless and confused world. Men are men and women are women. This should not be controversial; this is a biological principle. In his hysterical new book, he exposes the insanity of the Trans Mafia and mocks the bad ideas that have led to men infiltrating women’s spaces in the 21st century. This is a must-read for every American who still has a brain and the courage to use it.”

			—Hannah Faulkner, Host of Live with Hannah Faulkner on LFA TV, and Author of Last Chance to Save Our Republic

			 

			“A.J. Rice once again delivers a devastating blow to the depraved cultural forces looking to undo American sanity and destroy Western Civilization. With his hilarious new book, he wastes no time taking a verbal blow torch to the sacred cows of the Left. And in this case, the sacred cow has seventy-two genders.”

			—Stacy Washington, On Air Talent on SiriusXM’s The Patriot, CEO of ShareNet Ministries, and Author of Eternally Cancel Proof: A Guide for Courageous Christians Navigating the Political Battlefront

			 

			“As Western Civilization tiptoes toward the gallows, with his hilarious new book, my brother from another mother, A.J. Rice, pushes back with biting satire and irreverent humor in a way that only he can!” 

			—Emerald Robinson, Host of The Absolute Truth on Lindell TV, Former White House Correspondent for NewsmaxTV and One America News Network

			 

			“As a classically trained musician horrified by radical transgender ideology’s takeover of mainstream music—epitomized by artists such as Chappell Roan and their aggressive activism and indoctrination of young fans—I wholeheartedly recommend A.J. Rice’s The Curse of the Bearded Lady as an explosive, witty, and essential takedown of the Trans Mafia that every culture warrior must read as a powerful tool for reclaiming truth, sanity, and America’s moral and creative soul!”

			—Chloe Castillo, Founder and President of Make Music Right

			 

			“Everyone needs a good laugh at the Left’s insanity, and this new book by my publicist and friend A.J. Rice is a must read, especially to get educated about the scourge of the Trans Mafia infection hypnotizing America’s youth through schools, technology, and culture.”

			—Sam Sorbo, Founder of Sorbo Studios, Host of The Sam Sorbo Show and Author of They’re Your Kids: An Inspirational Journey from Self-Doubter to Home School Advocate

			 

			“A.J. Rice does the impossible: He makes the left’s ongoing woke meltdown…hilarious. His latest political comedy reads like a guided missile through progressive chaos—with a tour guide who knows how to shake people out of their cultural malaise with a laugh! Rice’s insider connections to the Trump administration give him political receipts, his commentary gives you whiplash, and his jokes make the Trans Mafia’s ongoing apocalypse go down in flames.”

			—Alex Swoyer, Editor-at-Large at the Washington Times and Author of Lawless Lawfare: Tipping the Scales of Justice to Get Trump and Destroy MAGA

			Praise for The Woking Dead

			 

			“At last, my former radio executive producer, A.J. Rice, unleashes a must-read takedown of the cultural and political forces rampaging across America—and a sharp, incisive primer on how we can defeat them.” 

			—Laura Ingraham, Host of Fox News Channel’s 
The Ingraham Angle, and #1 New York Times Bestselling Author

			 

			“A.J. Rice and I go way back! He has been a coal miner in the conservative trenches for patriotic projects for years. Including my own. It’s about time America found out what is on his mind.” 

			—Pete Hegseth, United States Secretary of War and 
New York Times Bestselling Author

			 

			“Having worked with A.J. Rice on many of my own projects, I know him to be astute, no-nonsense, and on point. Stop what you’re doing right now and pick up a copy of The Woking Dead!” 

			—Judge Jeanine Pirro, United States Attorney for the District of Columbia, and #1 New York Times Bestselling Author

			 

			“In The Woking Dead, my former executive producer A.J. Rice nails the cultural madness and dark manipulations of the radical left as few others do or can: with smarts, humor, and refreshing common sense. A must-read for those who care about the precarious state of our beloved America today.” 

			—Monica Crowley, Chief of Protocol of the United States, Assistant Secretary of State and New York Times Bestselling Author
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			“You should be women, and yet your beards forbid me to interpret that you are so…”

			William Shakespeare

			Macbeth, Act 1, Scene 3

			***

			“Boys have a penis, girls have a vagina.”

			Joseph, Age 4

			Kindergarten Cop, 1990
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			Foreword

			The Patients in Asylum-Room America

			By Dr. Carole Lieberman, M.D.

			If you feel as though you’ve fallen down the rabbit hole and landed in Alice’s Wonderland, where nothing is as it seems, you are not alone. If the Trans Mafia and its leader, the Bearded Lady, had their way, we would all be losing our minds and calling it sanity. The goal is simple: to drive the rest of us mad enough not to notice anything aberrant about them.

			By “aberrant,” I do not mean people who are genuinely gay, lesbian, or even authentically trans. I mean those coerced—by ideology, social contagion, or fear—to believe they are something other than what their genes and anatomy made clear at birth. That distinction must be drawn at the outset, because it’s where rational discussions of sex and gender usually break down.

			Psychiatry has long understood that when you spin a person’s world until up is down, left is right, and a boy is a “girl,” you disorient him. Confusion breeds dependence. The disoriented become easy prey for whoever claims to have the answers, however irrational those answers may be.

			The true epicenter of madness is the emergency room of Bellevue Psychiatric Hospital in New York City. I know because I trained there and served for a time as chief resident. My years at Bellevue included countless overnight shifts in the psychiatric ER—the trenches of mental illness. There we treated everyone from the desperate walk-in to the “brought-in” criminal deemed too deranged for straight-away incarceration. It was a menagerie of madness, chaotic and demanding, but also the most profound education a psychiatrist could receive.

			Each patient who arrived at Bellevue was ushered into a small exam room, where we conducted a psychiatric evaluation to establish a preliminary diagnosis and determine the proper course of treatment. Some would be sent upstairs to an inpatient unit for voluntary or involuntary hospitalization. Others would leave with a prescription and a referral for outpatient follow-up. Every case came with a story—often riveting, sometimes heartbreaking—and our task was to listen, discern, and decide what could be done to help.

			If a man came in insisting, against all rational discussion, that he was the president, a celebrity, or a woman, the course of action was straightforward. He would be diagnosed as delusional or psychotic and admitted for treatment immediately. The same would hold true for a woman claiming to be a man. Today, however, the protocol has been reversed. Instead of recognizing delusion for what it is, we are instructed to “affirm” it—and to use the preferred pronouns as we do so.

			Who, then, are the people who make up the Trans Mafia? Why would a man come to believe he is a woman, and defend that belief so fiercely that he demands everyone else affirm it too—by calling him “her,” allowing him to compete in women’s sports, or granting him access to the ladies’ room? Before this ideological movement took hold, a man who wanted to feel or appear as a woman would dress in women’s clothing. He was called a transvestite, not a woman. He did not believe he had become one, and he did not expect others to believe it either.

			Let’s return to the basics. A person’s sex is determined by their chromosomes. There are only two: male and female. Females are born with XX chromosomes and a vagina. Males are born with XY chromosomes and a penis. Sexual orientation and gender expression are more complex, shaped by genetics, hormones in utero, and the psychological environment of early childhood. Social and environmental factors may play some part as well, but they do not alter biology.

			The Diagnostic and Statistical Manual of Mental Disorders, published by the American Psychiatric Association, defines what is—and isn’t—considered a mental disorder. Its definitions have shifted over the years, not always for medical reasons. Homosexuality, for example, was categorized as a mental disorder until 1973, when politics inside and outside the APA changed that. In 1980, the DSM introduced “gender identity disorder,” later replaced in 2013 by “gender dysphoria”—a rebranding meant to remove the stigma of calling it a “disorder.”

			How quaint that the language changed while the underlying reality did not.

			Today, gender dysphoria has become the label hastily applied to children as young as three years old—an official-sounding pretext for placing them on what can only be described as the Trans Conveyor Belt. The first stop is puberty blockers and cross-sex hormones; the next involves surgeries that remove or alter healthy organs. In an era when insurance companies have made it increasingly difficult for clinicians to be reimbursed for traditional care, this new “gender industry” has emerged as a perverse gold mine, with each lifelong patient representing tens if not hundreds of thousands of dollars in billable treatments and follow-ups.

			According to the DSM, gender dysphoria in children is defined as “a marked incongruence between one’s experienced or expressed gender and assigned gender, of at least six months’ duration,”1 as demonstrated by six or more criteria. These include a persistent desire to be—or insistence that one is—the opposite gender; a strong preference for cross-dressing and resistance to clothing associated with their biological sex; a preference for cross-gender roles in play; an affinity for toys, games, or activities typically associated with the opposite sex; a preference for opposite-sex playmates; a strong rejection of behaviors typical of one’s biological sex; discomfort with one’s sexual anatomy; and a desire for the physical traits of the opposite sex.

			The DSM also stipulates that this incongruence must cause “clinically significant distress or impairment in social, school, or other important areas of functioning.” The criteria for adolescents and adults mirror these but are modified for maturity and context.

			The problem lies in how these diagnoses are made. A true psychiatric evaluation should be in-depth, comprehensive, and discerning—capable of distinguishing between genuine gender distress and the far more common struggles of childhood and adolescence: parental conflict, social pressure, bullying, or even heartbreak.

			Yet too often, clinicians perform only cursory assessments, more akin to affirmational interviews than diagnostic examinations. For those determined to label a patient as trans, the DSM provides an easy workaround: Other “specified” or “unspecified” gender dysphoria.

			Institutions once charged with safeguarding health—the American Psychiatric Association, the American Psychological Association, and the American Medical Association—have aligned themselves with the Trans Mafia’s ideological activism instead. Any professional who dissents risks public denunciation or professional ruin.

			Meanwhile, patients remain the casualties of this conformity: men and women who still need care for their hearts, lungs, or joints are now treated by physicians forbidden to acknowledge their biological sex. The medical culture of “go along to get along” has produced an atmosphere where surgeons perform “top” and “bottom” surgeries, “specialists” chemically induce lactation in men, and professional accreditors drive dissenters out of the profession.

			Doctors used to be trained to see and describe reality as it is. Now they are instructed to deny it—with a knowing wink—and call the denial compassion.

			All of this would have made Sigmund Freud turn in his grave. His Interpretation of Dreams was what inspired me to pursue psychiatry in the first place. Later, I was privileged to study child psychoanalysis under his daughter, Anna Freud, at the Hampstead Clinic in London. Both father and daughter understood that human development, particularly sexual development, followed predictable stages—and that rushing or distorting them could lead to profound psychological harm.

			The Trans Mafia represents, in many respects, a petri dish of psychopathology. Distinct from individuals who are authentically gay, lesbian, or trans, today’s converts to “gender identity” have been conditioned to believe that rejecting their biological sex will bring happiness, beauty, confidence, and belonging. Yet the fantasy rarely survives reality. Altering the body does not heal the mind; it often compounds the anguish when the promised euphoria never arrives.

			Why, then, are children so easily caught in this web? Because the institutions responsible for their education have become vehicles of indoctrination. Schools now prioritize ideological sex education over the basic skills of literacy and numeracy. Sigmund and Anna Freud both warned that children discover sexuality on their own, in their own time. They do not need instruction in masturbation or “gender theory” before they have even learned long division.

			Nevertheless, many classrooms have become cesspools of sexual dysfunction and deviancy—drag performances, gay sex instruction manuals, and “inclusive” curricula that confuse rather than clarify. Authentic orientation needs no recruitment. Yet children are being enticed, through exposure and suggestion, into experimentation that blurs boundaries and, in some cases, amounts to abuse.

			It’s no wonder so many young people fall prey to social contagion, online influencers, or even parental projection—the desire to have a child of a different sex. Cultural trends only intensify the confusion. Movements like #MeToo have, in some cases, fostered resentment and identity distortion among men, some of whom unconsciously respond by adopting feminine personas or competing against women in arenas once reserved for them. Before President Trump’s reelection in 2024, this inversion of reality was still being lauded as progress.

			Each episode reinforces the collective unreality. What was once diagnosed as folie à deux—a shared delusion between two people—has metastasized into a cultural epidemic. What we are witnessing now is a form of mass psychosis—a folie aux millions. Children see adults modeling confusion: political leaders appointing openly transgender officials to high office and celebrating them as heroes; governors mandating tampons in boys’ restrooms; school boards installing litter boxes for students who “identify” as animals.

			The result is an archipelago of the disturbed, bound together by a single, corrosive idea: that denying biology is the key to self-fulfillment.

			The motive behind all of this—the institutional capture, the linguistic coercion, the indoctrination of children—is not, and has never been, about compassion for those who are authentically LGBTQ+. It is not about inclusion, affirmation, or acceptance. The deeper goal is far more sinister: to make us doubt the very existence of objective reality. To force us into a world where truth bends to ideology, and where those who control the narrative control perception itself.

			George Orwell foresaw this in 1984: “Doublethink means the power of holding two contradictory beliefs in one’s mind simultaneously and accepting both of them.” It is the mechanism by which the Party rules—by compelling citizens to “know and not know,” to believe what they are told, even when it contradicts what their senses plainly reveal. This is not merely about pronouns or gender identity. It is about thought control, social engineering, and cultural submission. The creed of the Trans Mafia is, at its core, a tool of those who would dismantle Western civilization by erasing its grounding in reason, faith, and truth.

			And into this maelstrom strides A.J. Rice—the only writer with the balls to call this madness by its name. If you’ve read his previous books, you’ll recognize the hallmarks of his prose: sharp, fearless, irreverent, and unflinchingly funny. He sees what others refuse to see, and he says what others are afraid to say. The Curse of the Bearded Lady is the third volume in what he rightly calls his “Mental Illness Trilogy.”

			Rice is an original, but he is also a composite: a little bit Stanley Kubrick, a little bit Andy Kaufman, a little bit Woody Allen. Like Kubrick, he is an artist of extremes: intellectually rigorous, visually vivid, and darkly humorous. “A satirist,” Kubrick once said, “is someone who has a very skeptical view of human nature, but who still has the optimism to make some sort of a joke out of it.” That description could just as easily apply to Rice, who manages to extract laughter from cultural decay without ever trivializing it.

			Like Kaufman, Rice refuses to play by conventional rules. He delights in disarming his audience, turning discomfort into revelation. You can almost picture him, cape flapping, grinning like Kaufman’s “Foreign Man” as he announces, “Here I come to save the day!”

			And like Woody Allen at his best, Rice masks a sharp and searching intellect beneath a veneer of neurotic humor. Behind the dark-rimmed glasses and the punchlines is a man who sees through the delusions of the age—and who insists that the joke, however absurd, be told.

			Taken together, Rice’s trilogy—The Woking Dead: How Society’s Vogue Virus Destroys Our Culture, The White Privilege Album: Bringing Racial Harmony to Very Fine People…On Both Sides, and now The Curse of the Bearded Lady: How the Trans Mafia Whacked American Sanity—forms a panoramic satire of our national derangement. It’s a Kubrickian comedy of errors, an absurdist farce, and a cri de cœur for sanity—all rolled into one.

			If the world feels upside-down, if you’ve begun to question your own grip on reality amid the daily onslaught of pronoun policing, ideological gaslighting, and cultural absurdity, this book is your antidote. It will remind you that you are not crazy, that truth still exists, and that the path back to sanity begins with refusing to lie—no matter the pressure.

			We may not be able to wake up from this nightmare as Alice did in Wonderland. But thanks to A.J. Rice, we can at least see it for what it is—and laugh, fiercely, as we find our way out.

			Welcome to the madness of modern America—rendered with wit, fury, and clarity as only A.J. Rice can.

			
			
		

	
		
			Introduction

			A Comedy Noir with a Peer Contagion

			“The fool doth think he is wise, but the wise man knows himself to be a fool.”

			—William Shakespeare, As You Like It

			Someone once said comedy is the art of turning horror into humor. That’s the essence of The Curse of the Bearded Lady: laughing in the face of madness before it devours us whole. Nothing in living memory has been funnier—or more horrifying—than a movement convinced there are seventy-two genders. It’s Monty Python by way of Mengele: absurd theater with real victims.

			I’m not here to conduct a medical examination of the Trans Mafia. This is a cultural autopsy. If Billy Shakespeare could write tragedies, histories, and comedies, why can’t I? The radicals refuse to surrender, even as the second Trump Administration dismantles their gender-mad stranglehold on America’s vital institutions. This book will show how we got here, how we fight back, and how the Democratic Party’s obsession with mainstreaming the Bearded Lady will doom it to political extinction.

			The Pressure System

			A high-pressure atmosphere is more than a physical or meteorological force We understand the pressures of gravity and the ocean’s depths. We can measure the strain on submarines and spacecraft. But we rarely measure the deadliest pressure of all: peer pressure—the atmospheric crush of lies, shame, and conformity on the fragile psyche of a child.

			That pressure now has a name: transgenderism. It’s a peer contagion,2 not a cause—an infection spread by social proximity, by political design, and by willful ignorance. Elon Musk calls it the “woke mind virus”3—a mental disease he says “killed his son,” who now insists he is Musk’s daughter, and despises his father for mourning his loss.

			Transgenderism is also a pressure group, complete with its own protection racket: the Trans Mafia. Within its ranks are doctors, teachers, journalists, activists, bureaucrats, and therapists—all sworn to a cosa nostra of delusion. Their capo is the Bearded Lady—the patron saint of self-mutilation, self-deception, and “social justice.”

			The Trans Mafia’s method is pressure. Its members squeeze hospitals, schools, corporations, and newsrooms until every sane person either submits or breaks. They call it “inclusion.” I call it extortion. What follows is mass indoctrination4 and the forced adoption of a lie so grotesque that even George Orwell would’ve blushed.

			This book defends self-evident truths—the ones we once taught children before we started chemically castrating them. There are two sexes. They are different, they are real, and they are immutable. To deny this is to deny human nature itself, and to allow this denial is to collaborate with evil, because passivity in the face of evil is complicity—and evil, when normalized, becomes policy.

			We face a terrible evil that wears a lab coat and carries a scalpel. Doctors who harm children not by accident, but by design, including surgeons who maim the healthy and psychologists who groom the confused. Then bureaucrats hide the evidence behind euphemism and acronym. It’s the normalization of sadism. To those who preach caution, we offer action. To those who counsel retreat, we stand our ground. We will never make peace with cruelty.

			And cruelty deserves ridicule. Comedy, after all, is moral warfare by other means.

			The Contagion

			The Trans Mafia knows that evil spreads by contact. Psychologist Paul Marsden described “social contagion” as the transmission of behaviors through exposure. “The social contagion thesis,” he wrote, is “that sociocultural phenomena can spread through, and leap between, populations more like outbreaks of measles or chickenpox than through a process of rational choice.”5

			What once spread laughter now spreads despair. We’ve replaced jokes with diagnoses, rebellion with ritual, and rebellion’s price with puberty blockers.

			The “Werther effect”6—copycat suicide—has become a social strategy. The Department of Health and Human Services even warns that media coverage of suicide can trigger suicidal behavior, especially among youth.7 The Trans Mafia has industrialized that effect. Every school assembly that celebrates “gender diversity” is a recruitment drive for self-mutilation.

			The contagion is deliberate. The cure must be, too.

			We must decontaminate every compromised institution—from medical schools to elementary schools, from the CDC to CNN. Education must once again serve democracy, not the cult of self-annihilation. Classrooms should be laboratories of reason, not incubators for ideology.

			As Justice Louis Brandeis wrote in New State Ice Co. v. Liebmann, “It is one of the happy incidents of the federal system that a single courageous state may…serve as a laboratory.”8 Tennessee has already volunteered. The state outlawed puberty blockers and cross-sex hormones for minors, insisting that children deserve protection, not experimentation—and in June 2025, the Supreme Court agreed. In United States v. Skrmetti,9 the justices affirmed Tennessee’s right to defend its children from the medical vandals of the age, declaring that such laws are not discriminatory but democratic. Tennessee became the first laboratory of sanity. The rest must follow.

			And the need could not be clearer. In recent years, America has seen a grim pattern the press refuses to connect: the Nashville Covenant School shooting of 2023, where a self-identified trans woman murdered three children and three adults; the Annunciation Catholic School massacre in Minneapolis in 2025, carried out by another trans-identified killer who left behind a confession of regret and rage; and the public assassination of Charlie Kirk by a man described in the press as “troubled,” and whose partner proudly proclaimed allegiance to the Trans Mafia online.

			Each act of terror has been treated as an isolated incident, stripped of ideology and context, as though gender dysphoria were just a coincidence that kept showing up at crime scenes. The media has drawn no lines between them—only chalk outlines. But the pattern is obvious: a contagion weaponized by activists, incubated in classrooms and social media, and now spilling into the streets.

			The bodies of Christian children in Nashville, the shattered sanctuary in Minneapolis, and the blood on a public stage where Kirk fell are not anomalies—they are warnings. The contagion that began as a cultural joke has metastasized into murder. The denial of biology now denies humanity itself. This is not a joke.

			The Reckoning

			This cultural contagion threatens not just America, but the entire West. That’s the Trans Mafia’s goal: total dissolution. If we don’t stop them, the contagion will metastasize, and if it does, the casualties will mount: mass shootings, suicides, shattered families, ruined faiths, and hollowed-out institutions.

			Some readers will think they’ve stumbled into film noir—grim, cynical, morally gray. But this book is about triumph: about facing evil, mocking it, and winning. The chapters that follow lay out the institutions we must free, the tactics we must use, and the jokes sharp enough to draw blood.

			By now, there’s usually a pejorative adjective in front of my name, and it’s rarely flattering. That’s fine. If the Cultural Marxists want to die on the hill of the Trans Mafia, let them. Stack their bad ideas sky-high and let the crows feast.

			Comedy, they say, is tragedy plus time. Well, time’s up. It’s Game Six, and like Michael Jordan, we’re here to dunk every joke we’ve got right in the painted face of the Bearded Lady. Nothing cuts through delusion like perfectly timed derision, and nothing terrifies tyrants like the sound of the audience laughing at them.

			
			
		

	
		
			Chapter One

			“I’m Gonna Make You a Heteronormative Offer You Can’t Refuse…”

			Be afraid. Someday soon, people who believe men can get pregnant

			and that bearded women are normal will be running the world.

		

	
		
			Patient Zero of a Mental Illness: The Bearded Lady

			Most of us don’t particularly care if the guy sitting across from us on the bus is wearing a dress and lipstick. America is full of eccentrics; we’ve always had our share of kooks, bohemians, and fellows who look like they wandered out of a Fellini film. Americans, by and large, are a tolerant people. “Live and let live” is practically a civic sacrament. Be whatever you want to be. Dress as you like. Call yourself whatever you like. That’s fine. Just mind your own business. Don’t demand that we participate in your personal pageantry. Don’t insist we pretend you’re a “she.” And for the love of decency, stay away from the kids! Insisting that everyone else nod along with what plainly isn’t so—that’s as un-American as it gets.

			Actually—now that I think about it—I might care after all.

			A man cannot “transition” into a woman any more than I can transition into King Arthur by swinging a broomstick at the neighbor’s hydrangeas. If a man truly believes he is a woman simply because he feels it deep inside, he is not enlightened. He is mentally ill and deserving of compassion, therapy, and perhaps a firm, quiet talk from someone licensed to handle delusions—the same kind of help we’d offer someone convinced he’s Napoleon and who insists on being addressed as “Emperor” or “Sire.”

			A good working definition of mental illness is the inability—or refusal—to distinguish objective reality from fantasy. Our legal system uses precisely this test to determine whether someone can be held criminally responsible for his actions. If a defendant cannot grasp that his actions were wrong, he is remanded to a psychiatric hospital rather than a prison. This is merciful; it would be unjust to punish a person who literally cannot understand reality. Think of it as the inverse of working for the New York Times.

			The campaign to normalize mental illness began in earnest during the four long years of the Biden vegetable presidency. It arguably kicked off with the government’s attempt to force everyone—everywhere, all the time—to wear a mask, as though society had suddenly transformed into a nation of germaphobes terrified of catching a cold. That bit of political theater weaponized a morbid fear of sickness and helped transform pathological hypochondria into a patriotic duty. What had once been a niche disorder—confined largely to people who washed their hands two hundred times a day or bought surgical gloves in bulk—suddenly became a mass condition (thus, the need for this book, the third volume in what has become, for all intents and purposes, “The Mental Illness Trilogy”).

			It’s no coincidence that the normalization of another form of mental illness—gender dysphoria—emerged at the very same moment. A demoralized and PTSD-addled population is an easy population to manipulate. After being browbeaten into accepting absurd rituals such as standing six feet apart, treating every stranger like Typhoid Mary, and sanitizing themselves like surgeons prepping for an organ transplant, Americans were softened up for the next wave of absurdity, and the same manipulative moral bullying was used again. If you didn’t wear a mask, then clearly you didn’t care whether Grandma got sick and died. You were practically a murderer. Similarly, if you refused to agree that a seven-foot-two Shaq-looking guy—with a bulge in the unmistakably wrong place—was an honest-to-goodness woman, then you were a cruel transphobe and hater of “transgender women.”

			This tactic worked for a while because most people, understandably, do not want to be labeled the villain in someone else’s morality play. But this crusade was never about popularity or feelings. It was—and remains—about facts. And facts, as John Adams famously said during the defense of British soldiers at the Boston Massacre, are stubborn things.

			George Orwell had something to say about stubborn facts, too.

			In his novel 1984, the Party maintained power by controlling reality itself. Facts were whatever the Party declared them to be. They could change at any moment, and when they changed, Party members were expected not merely to pretend to believe the new “facts,” but to truly internalize them. One of the novel’s most chilling scenes10—captured perfectly in the film adaptation with John Hurt as Winston Smith and Richard Burton as the implacable O’Brien—reveals the essence of this tyranny.

			Winston lies strapped to a table; O’Brien hovers over him. O’Brien holds up four fingers. “How many fingers am I holding up?” he asks. “Four,” Winston answers. “And if the Party says there are not four but five,” O’Brien asks, “how many are there?” Winston pleads: “Four!” He begs O’Brien to acknowledge objective reality: four fingers, not five. A burst of excruciating electricity jolts through Winston’s body, “clarifying” matters. Eventually Winston learns to see—really see—five fingers, because survival demands it.

			The tyranny of Oceania was not primarily physical oppression, but something far worse: mental oppression, the destruction of the mind’s capacity to insist that two plus two equals four. It was the annihilation of reality itself.

			And here we are, being told that the Bearded Lady—a fully grown man with a visible manhood—is, in fact, a “woman,” and that we must not only say it but believe it.

			Or else.

			International Bearded Women’s Day?

			International Women’s Day sneaks up on men every March like a spouse catching you elbow-deep in the cookie jar. One minute you’re minding your own business, the next—BAM!—International Women’s Day. Suddenly you’re not only taking out the trash, you’re the trash.

			How exactly does one shop for this holiday now? What’s the perfect gift? Flowers? Chocolates? A heartfelt note? Or maybe a DNA test to prove your chromosomes? Because after years of the Left erasing women, the whole enterprise has gotten a little…murky.

			The day was once about civil rights, domestic abuse, real struggles. Now it’s about whatever “women” happen to be this week. Don’t ask Supreme Court Justice and Broadway star11 Ketanji Brown Jackson. During her 2022 confirmation hearing, she was asked the softest of softballs: “What is a woman?” Once upon a time, you didn’t need a PhD in biology to field that one. XX chromosomes, adult female. Done. But Jackson, on the cusp of becoming one of the most powerful women in history, punted. She either couldn’t, or wouldn’t, define it. “I can’t…I’m not a biologist,” she said.12 And now this same person interprets the Constitution.

			She’s not alone. Try asking almost any Democrat these days and watch the gears grind. They mumble, stumble, then collapse in a heap of gender pronouns. Matt Walsh turned the whole clown show into his documentary What Is a Woman?13—and the joke wrote itself.

			So here we are, every March, trying to celebrate “women’s” day in a world where women can’t be defined. A holiday with no object of praise, no clear subject, and no end of irony.

			Lady Gaga found a way to celebrate—by linking arms with Dylan Mulvaney, the cross-dressing biological man who almost single-handedly vaporized Bud Light in the marketing disaster of the decade, toasted by Gaga as though failure itself were worth a Grammy.

			Megan Rapinoe undoubtedly clapped along. After all, she wants biological men to play on the US Women’s National Soccer Team—now that she has safely retired. (Funny how principle always takes a backseat to pensions.)

			Nevada’s beauty pageant organizers were ahead of the curve. In 2021, they crowned Kataluna Enriquez, a twenty-one-year-old biological man, as Miss Nevada. Enriquez checked every intersectional box: Hispanic, trans, born male. In Biden’s America, his defeat was never in the cards. How could a biological woman compete? The man was declared the most beautiful woman Nevada could offer. (Well, aside from Senator Jacky Rosen, whose charms scream “wife material,” assuming one’s ideal wife is a DMV clerk.)

			So International Women’s Day is no longer about women. It’s about “all women”14 in a “world that’s diverse, equitable, and inclusive.” It’s about the Lia Thomases of the world ,15 men who crash women’s sports and shatter records in swimming, weightlifting,16 or fighting. Fallon Fox mauled his female MMA opponent so badly she left with a fractured skull and seven staples.17 Call it “progress”…or else. The Biden White House joined in erasing women, handing a Women’s Courage Award18 to a biological man from Argentina. The most courageous woman in the world, according to Washington and its media chorus, has a Y chromosome.

			Trump, mercifully, is trying to drag us out of this madhouse. Because if men can be women, women’s awards, women’s sports, and women’s very identity aren’t just diminished—they’re deleted.

			A Parliament of Porn

			2023 might go down as the year Democrats got America butt sex for Christmas.

			If you don’t remember this story, consider yourself lucky. And if you do—my condolences.

			What does a degree in “Society and Environment” prepare you for? Well, thanks to a widely circulated video,19 now we know. Millions watched. Most recoiled. Only the P. Diddy white party crowd seemed to enjoy it. The footage was shot in the Senate Judiciary Hearing Room, by an unknown man doing far more than “hearing testimony” from twenty-four-year-old Aidan Maese-Czeropski, a recent graduate and former legislative aide to Senator Ben Cardin, Democrat of Maryland.

			Emphasis on former. Maese-Czeropski is no longer working for the gentleman from Maryland. His résumé now includes something far more graphic than “staff assistant.”

			Plenty of outraged pearl-clutching followed over the defilement of a hallowed chamber. But let’s be honest—this wasn’t exactly the first time the Senate Judiciary Room was profaned.

			The incident wasn’t an outlier, but an emblem. A fitting metaphor for the degradation of Washington, DC, where the American people are routinely bent over, told to smile, and forced to pretend it’s just the cost of doing business.

			The video reveals what arrogant left-wing apparatchiks like Maese-Czeropski really think of the taxpayers footing their salaries: utter contempt. And he’s just one of many faceless staffers who wield outsized influence in our so-called republic.

			Here’s a dirty little Beltway secret: most laws aren’t written by elected officials. They’re crafted by unelected staffers—the cabin boys of Congress—anonymous aides who Americans don’t know and can’t vote out. They’re cousins to the bureaucrats at the FDA, EPA, CDC, and DOE—creatures of the regulatory state who answer to no one and act accordingly. They govern with disdain for the people they’re supposed to serve. Their power is enormous and unchecked.

			That disdain was on full display when Maese-Czeropski decided not just to have sex in a Senate hearing room but to film it—an act so brazen, it makes a bathroom stall look like a model of discretion. The space he desecrated isn’t some random side office. It’s where Supreme Court nominees are vetted. It’s where public business is conducted—though lately, perhaps, it’s better suited to a Pete Buttigieg circuit party.

			Anyone who saw the Maese-Czeropski video will never look at that room the same way again.

			It’s like leaving a No. 2 in Lincoln’s lap at the Lincoln Memorial. That’s how people like Maese-Czeropski treat American institutions: toilets of convenience. And that’s what they leave in our laps every time they draft one of their insufferable laws under the byline of a puffed-up, self-important senator.

			But here’s the deeper question: how did Maese-Czeropski get hired as a legislative aide in the first place? Did he have a law degree? Any real experience in foreign policy, tax, or trade—the areas listed on his résumé?

			No.

			What he did have was the right political pedigree. Before joining the senator from Maryland, he was a “climate and energy fellow” at Friends of the Earth—a radical lobbying shop pushing the same laws that staffers like him later draft.20 According to his own LinkedIn profile, he “engaged” with Native tribes and congressional offices to “analyze local pollution problems,” co-authored papers on the Arctic National Wildlife Refuge, and bragged about helping kill oil leases. Translation: more activism, less expertise.

			He was also a field organizer for Biden in 2020, where he claims to have recruited four hundred volunteers in Loudoun County, canvassed “tens of thousands,” and led Latino outreach that registered “hundreds” of new voters.21 (One wonders how many were even eligible to vote.)

			The point is, as always, politics. Not merit. Not ability. Certainly not respect for the institutions he disgraced. Maese-Czeropski had no more business serving as a legislative aide than he had filming himself in the Senate Judiciary Hearing Room. But instead of apologizing, Maese-Czeropski did what Leftists always do: he played the victim. He claimed the outrage wasn’t about his actions—or the fact that he gleefully filmed them—but about “who he loves,” as if that had anything to do with what the whole world saw on camera.

			This is standard-issue Leftist doublespeak. Weaponized language. Gaslighting at scale. They invent words like “homophobic” to smear anyone who refuses to clap along: not people who fear homosexuals, but people sick of being force-fed ideology. Disagree, and you’re a “hater.” Object, and you’re guilty of thoughtcrime.

			It’s all theater. A gimp-mask production of power politics.

			Bring out the gimp from Pulp Fiction. That’s the script. That’s how they run the show.

			And make no mistake—when the Left says “love wins,” what they mean is: you lose. Bound, gagged, and bent over a table in the Senate Judiciary Room.

			Stop Deadnaming the Gulf of America

			How do you identify anything if you’re forbidden to call it by its proper name?

			The answer is simple: you can’t. And when you can’t call a thing what it is, you can’t think clearly about it, either. You can’t have a coherent conversation when “man,” “woman,” “truth,” and “reality” all mean whatever someone’s feelings dictate at any given moment. You can’t say, “I’m walking my dog,” when you’re actually sitting on the couch with your cat in your lap.

			Apparently, calling man’s best friend a dog rather than a cat—and not calling a man named Bruce “Caitlyn,” (which Ricky Gervais did anyway at the 2016 Golden Globes22)—is a new kind of hate crime. It’s called “deadnaming,” and it’s the latest entry in America’s ever-expanding dictionary of delusion. According to USA Today, “Deadnaming is when someone refers to a transgender or nonbinary person by a name they used before transitioning”23—a roundabout way of saying “using their real name.”

			There’s a lot to unpack in that one sentence, beginning with the words “transgender” and “nonbinary”—two terms invented to heighten confusion rather than clarify reality. There are men who like to dress up as women; those are called transvestites. There are also human beings—singular, not plural. A person who calls herself “they/them” has a pronoun problem, not a gender identity.

			In the Showtime series Billions, the character Taylor, played by Asia Kate Dillon, demands to be called “they.”24 But Taylor isn’t plural. She’s a single, androgynous woman pretending to be an entire focus group. She also claims she was “assigned female at birth,” as if the doctor spun a wheel and picked one.

			No one is “assigned” a sex at birth. Babies are named by parents, not bureaucrats, and fathers don’t “assign” anything except, well, the one ingredient necessary for life itself.

			Meanwhile, the Democratic governor of Wisconsin wants to rename pregnant women “inseminated persons,”25 because apparently language, like biology, must be sterilized.

			“Deadnaming,” USA Today continues, “can be intentional or unintentional. Both instances cause harm.” Translation: butt-hurt feelings, as when a two-hundred-pound man with an Adam’s apple, a blond wig, and a bad attitude gets “triggered” when the cashier at Dollar Tree says, “Have a nice day, sir.”

			Ask former Admiral Richard (not Rachel) Levine—Joe Biden’s handpicked “first openly transgender official,” honored by, of all places, the National Women’s History Museum.26 The irony alone could sink a ship.

			Representative Mike Collins of Georgia had the temerity to mock this nonsense and hurt some more butts, posting on X: “Stop deadnaming the Gulf of America.”27 The Athens Banner-Herald clutched its pearls, claiming he had “taken a shot at the LGBTQ community.”28 But Collins wasn’t firing at a “community.” He was targeting absurdity: a virtue-signaling, acronym-stuffed fantasy land that doesn’t exist outside of social media and faculty lounges.

			Where is this so-called “community”? Is it a place? A parade? A collection of confused adults dressed like the Village People arguing over whose pronouns are valid this week?

			Even Victor Willis, the actual lead singer of the Village People, has more sense than all of them. The man was married to Phylicia Rashad of The Cosby Show, for heaven’s sake. “That assumption,” Willis once said of rumors he was gay, “is false.” He performed “Y.M.C.A.” at President Trump’s inauguration29—a fact that must have given the Left hives.

			Remember that old rhyme—“Sticks and stones may break my bones, but names will never hurt me”? That’s hate speech now. Olivia Hunt, “policy director” at the National Center for Transgender Equality, warned that refusing to play along isn’t just impolite—it’s dangerous. “It’s a matter of physical safety,” she said, not merely butt-hurt feelings. Apparently, names are now weapons of mass destruction.30

			“Trans people all have different relationships to the names we’ve used
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