

[image: Cover Image]



PRAISE FOR DAVE RUBIN

“Dave Rubin’s willingness to have tough conversations with those with whom he disagrees has made him a political force—and a target. This book shows why.”

—Ben Shapiro, author of The Right Side of History

“Dave Rubin is bridging America’s great divide. He reminds us that, while we may not always agree with the ‘other,’ we need to LISTEN to them. Rubin has mastered the vital skills of listening and of asking questions that do not serve an ideological agenda.”

—Eckhart Tolle, author of The Power of Now and A New Earth

“Dave Rubin has been years ahead of the mainstream media, for years.”

—Peter Thiel, entrepreneur and investor, author of Zero to One

“Dave Rubin is one of the bravest, smartest people I know, as well as a tremendous television presence.”

—Tucker Carlson, Fox News host and author of Ship of Fools

“Dave Rubin is one of a kind. A truly great interviewer. Bright, curious, and funny.”

—Larry King, host of The Larry King Show

“Dave Rubin’s genuine curiosity and willingness to seriously consider opinions across the political spectrum have rightly made The Rubin Report a necessary corrective to modern journalism. Don’t Burn This Book charts his personal and political transformation from predictable progressive to independent and informed thinker in a manner that his readers should find topical, engaging, personable, and, above all, reassuring.”

—Dr. Jordan B. Peterson, author of 12 Rules for Life and Maps of Meaning
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It’s Time to Come Out

THE ORIGINAL TITLE of this book was Why I Left the Left.

For many months, the master plan was to give a definitive account of my political evolution. But, as soon as I cashed the publisher’s advance check, I decided that wasn’t the book I wanted to write.

You don’t need me to go on for 250 pages about how the left has completely lost its mind. You already know this—at least on an intellectual level—and you can probably appreciate why I, a former lifelong lefty, have changed my allegiance.

This is because (as if I haven’t said it on The Rubin Report enough already!) the left is now regressive, not progressive.

What was once the side of free speech and tolerance—the one that said, “I may disagree with what you say, but I will fight to the death for your right to say it”—now bans speakers from college campuses, “cancels” people if they aren’t up to date on the latest genders, and forces Christians to violate their conscience.

They also alienate sensible grown-ups who dislike high taxes, oppose open borders, enjoy the free market, and harbor a healthy distrust of socialism. They’re equally unwelcoming for sane, decent people who happen to be fiscally conservative, classically liberal, libertarian, or—dare I say it—the worst thing of all: straight, white, and male.

Rather than being all-inclusive and fair, the left is now authoritarian and puritanical. It has replaced the battle of ideas with a battle of feelings, while trading honesty with outrage.

So, instead of retracing why I left the left, what you need is a book about how to leave the left—and where to go next. You need a path forward—a road map of how to get there.

And even if you’ve left the left already, or never were part of the left in the first place, this book will help you understand our crazy political climate.

No matter what brought you to this book, I’m guessing you’re trapped in a political purgatory with “tolerant” progressives who are holding you hostage. Perhaps you still cling to a few old-school left-wing principles but deviate from the party line on a few others—which is completely reasonable, yet you spend a lot of time self-censoring for fear of saying something slightly “un-woke” and unleashing the mob.

If so, don’t worry. You’re not alone. Over the past few years, I’ve received countless emails from various people who bite their tongues and keep their opinions secret every single day.

If you’re in denial about whether this applies to you, ask yourself: Do you ever find yourself seeking out certain sections of the bookstore when you’re alone? Do you crack self-hating jokes to double-bluff your way through the day? Or do you dither over what’s diplomatic for your Facebook feed?

Do you secretly watch Fox News with your finger on the back button in case somebody enters the room? Do you methodically clear your browser history to erase all evidence of PragerU videos? Do you hide your subscription to Ben Shapiro’s podcast? Or worry that your kid brother will catch you laughing at a Stephen Crowder video?

Maybe you don’t want your friends knowing that you read books by Jordan Peterson or newspaper columns by Bret Stephens? Or you’re ashamed of watching YouTube’s The Rubin Report, which is hosted by the very scary (but quite dapper) Dave Rubin?

If the answer to any of these questions is yes, then I’m afraid you’re living in fear of the woke machine. You’re politically closeted, and it’s time to come out. This book will show you how.

Trust me, I know how it feels to deny the truth and to hide from the world all too well. I was a closeted gay man—without a single person I felt like I could be honest with—for twenty-five years, and it nearly broke me.

Every day that I denied my reality, I became increasingly lonely and depressed.

It got so bad that my doctor put me on a powerful antidepressant called Celexa and told me to start seeing a shrink. Unfortunately, the medication didn’t work and I never really connected with my therapist. She did, however, make one astute observation: she said I had the perfect blend of Catholic and Jewish guilt—the first is giving a blow job and feeling bad over it, while the latter is giving a blow job and worrying what your mother will think.

Without medication or therapy, I found other ways to cope with my depression. I began doing stand-up comedy six nights a week, which was an easy way to avoid the dating scene. But when I moved to Manhattan after college in 2001, my shame reached its tipping point and I’d developed a habit of downing bottles of cheap red wine alone in my apartment. To top it off, I also turned into a pothead.

One day in early September, I was walking through the Upper East Side when I began to hallucinate. I thought the buildings on both sides of the street were shaking, swaying from side to side. It was like a scene from Christopher Nolan’s psychological sci-fi movie Inception, or Woody Allen’s Deconstructing Harry, in which Robin Williams is forever out of focus from the rest of the cast.

This was the moment I knew I had to get a grip on reality. I was literally self-medicating to the point of delusion and it scared me straight (pun intended).

So, later that day, I reached out to my good friend Mike, who was one of the first openly gay comics in the city. We knew each other from the stand-up circuit and often went for drinks. He had no idea what was coming that random Monday evening, but at the end of the night—as we parted ways at the Times Square subway station around 12:30 a.m.—I came out for the very first time.

Instantly, I felt a massive wave of relief crashing over me. The world seemed so much bigger, brighter, and bountiful as I walked home—and, contrary to the warnings of televangelist Pat Robertson, I hadn’t been struck by lightning.

Instead, I felt buoyed by a huge rush of adrenaline. As I climbed into bed, the future seemed truly exciting. That night I slept better than I had in years.

But the next morning I was jolted awake by a panicked phone call from my dad. He was clearly distressed, so I thought somebody had died—until he told me that he’d just seen a plane hit the World Trade Center’s South Tower. Apparently, a second plane had hit the North Tower just eighteen minutes earlier. He could literally see the smoldering buildings from his office in the Garment District of Midtown Manhattan.

Shocked, I turned on the TV to CNN and there it was. America was under attack. When I walked outside, I could taste the black, acrid smoke against the roar of police sirens. Hundreds of dazed and confused people had brought First Avenue to a standstill.

Like them, I felt totally stunned by the worst terrorist attack on U.S. soil, but I also felt a strange sense of guilt about it all. It sounds crazy and deeply self-absorbed to admit now, but as this ungodly horror was unfolding, I honestly thought it had something to do with my coming out. I’d released this awful secret into the world, and now the world had struck back.

I was so twisted by the closet’s solitary existence that I genuinely believed 9/ 11 was a consequence of my coming out just a few hours earlier. That’s how fucking insane the closet makes you. It’s a depressing, solitary place where there’s only room for one. There’s no light, no air, and no comfort. Just you and your private, dysfunctional thoughts stuck in a constant feedback loop from hell. It’s a danger zone for your happiness, your relationships, and ultimately, your identity, which is why it must be vacated early on.

Otherwise, it produces a cycle of shame, deceit, and self-loathing that, once started, is hard to stop. You’ll morph into a proficient liar, your friends and relatives will never get to know the real you, and perhaps most tragic of all, you’ll never truly know yourself.

As if that isn’t enough, staying closeted also changes your relationship with reality. That’s because every time you’re inauthentic with the universe, you’re disrupting your experience of it. This sends truth into a state of flux, distorting everything around you. It’s like an endless, bad trip.

Conversely, the more you operate truthfully, the more reality remains stable and order manifests in your life.

Despite all of this, the proverbial closet has never been busier. Good, decent people just like you are lining up to lock themselves away from the real world for a whole host of reasons. Some are motivated by self-loathing, while others fear rejection and even professional suicide.

Each individual story is different, but they all share the same common through line: the abject fear of being themselves in today’s modern world.

Fortunately, in the months that followed September 11, 2001, I witnessed courage in others that inspired me to up my game. As a result, I forced myself to be more honest with more people, more often, even if it pushed me out of my comfort zone.

Eventually, I was living my truth in real time, every single day, until it became my new normal. I was finally being myself.

Now, twenty years later, my life is exponentially better as a result of this—professionally, personally, and psychologically. Sure, if I’d done it sooner, I could’ve saved myself a whole bunch of pain and heartache along the way, but hey, hindsight is 20/ 20, right?

This lesson was incredibly useful when I found myself hiding in the closet yet again: this time, for my political beliefs.

If you’ve been watching The Rubin Report, you probably know that my intellectual journey from progressive to rediscovering what it means to be truly liberal has been a long one. But it’s also been facilitated by some of the world’s greatest contemporary thinkers, including Jordan Peterson, Sam Harris, Ben Shapiro, Thomas Sowell, Dennis Prager, Bret Weinstein, Ayaan Hirsi Ali, Christina Hoff Sommers, and Peter Thiel.

They too came out of the political closet and helped me to see that tribalism is dead, and that diversity of thought is far more important than diversity for its own sake. Now, having gone through the coming out process twice, I’m imparting my wisdom to you.

After you read this book, you’ll have no excuses left. You won’t be able to hide anymore.

Part biography, part blueprint for a future that’s firmly rooted in the individual rather than the collective, this book details the current madness of the left and, more important, gives you the intellectual tools to figure out who you really are—and with whom you will ally—in these crazy, confusing times. It’s a road map back to sane, balanced thinking that’s liberal in the historical sense, regardless of your political persuasion.

This book is your ten-step guide for political authenticity. In it, you’ll learn how to:


•Embrace your wake-up call: It’s the catalyst that brought you to these pages in the first place.

•Think freely or die: You’ll get a much-needed crash course in classically liberal principles that stand the test of time. This is not a policy subscription for every issue of the day. It’s a guidebook to the underlying principles that will help you navigate our political landscape. Liberalism, not leftism, is the best way of thinking that leaves room to agree to disagree, to change your mind as you learn new information, and to be tolerant of others—while remaining intolerant of intolerance. From here, you’ll make decisions that are best for you, which in turn will be best for the people and community around you.

•Stop worrying about whether you’re a Nazi: If you decide to embark on this intellectual journey, a member of the woke mob will undoubtedly accuse you of being a Nazi. In this chapter, you’ll acknowledge the (ridiculously) obvious truth that you are not, in fact, a Nazi. By truly owning this knowledge, you’ll free yourself from the number one weapon that authoritarians have in their arsenal: shaming. Once you let go of this undeserved guilt, you’ll remove the power from this loaded word by stopping such accusations to control the way you think. Sure, you know that real racists and bigots exist, but that doesn’t make you one of them. Obviously.

•Check your facts, not your privilege: Perhaps most important, you’ll also arm yourself with some facts that will enable you to combat some of the most pervasive political myths of our time, from the wage gap to climate change. All too often we go into conversations, arguments, and debates without proper information at hand. Instead, we rely on some general sense of what we believe. You’ll also learn how to have more productive political dialogue, making Thanksgiving dinner with your loud, opinionated uncle a bit more bearable.

•Never, ever surrender to the mob: Once you have the facts, it’ll also be much easier to resist the outrage mob. Currently, one of the key tricks the mob uses is to keep you second-guessing yourself, something that’s quite easy to do when you don’t know what you’re talking about in the first place. If you are telling the truth, though, and keeping your cool, you can not only stand up to the mob but also stare them down. At times it’ll seem like your entire life is about to become undone, but the secret of the mob is that it is always looking for new prey. It’s a little dog with a loud bark, and eventually, if you don’t give it what it wants—in this case your apology or surrender—it’ll quickly get bored and move on to its next target. In the midst of this you will find out who your friends are, either through their support or their attacks, but you will come out stronger. Know that and don’t be afraid.

•Stop hating America, the West, and straight white men: One of the motivations you’ll have to stand up against the mob is that you’ll love your country, the straight white men within it, and Western values in general. In fact, you’ll know that America isn’t perfect, nor could any nation ever be, but that she has granted more people more freedoms than any other country in the history of the world. You’ll also know that straight white men aren’t evil (it’s actually racist and sexist to believe so) and that Western values rooted in individual rights are the cornerstones of free societies. Defend them proudly!

•Learn how to spot fake news: So much of this hatred comes from our deeply corrupt mainstream media. Activists pretending to be journalists have helped spread fake news more than Donald Trump ever could do on his own, so we’ll look at how to spot the lies. You’ll learn that the blue-check Twitterati at Vox, BuzzFeed, and HuffPo release ideologically driven articles presented as legitimate journalism. You’ll no longer believe that just because the staff at The New York Times and CNN once did their jobs they also do it now. Instead, you will become a discerning consumer of news, a person who challenges their beliefs and understands that if a story fits a narrative too well, then it’s probably just propaganda. This partisan activism is partly what has led to the hysterical nature of cable news and click-bait culture that we see today. It’s not really important who knows more, or who has the truth on their side, it’s about who feels the most righteous. This can be fun and it can go viral, but knowing facts and fighting for the truth are far more important and eternal. Return to these pages when need be.

•Find a mentor: In this chapter, you’ll learn why a smart, complementary mentor is the ideal as you cultivate your new future. You’ll also hear the lessons I was taught by my friend and mentor, Jordan Peterson—the psychology professor and global phenomenon. He’s had an indelible effect on the person I am today, and I had the honor of touring alongside him for two years. He helped me become a better person, and I hope that sharing my journey will give you a little something extra to ponder too.

•Move on with your life: You’ll understand how to pack all of this stuff away and go live your life away from endless introspection, self-obsession, and navel-gazing. Sure, it’s important to be switched on, but it’s unhealthy if you can’t switch off. Chapter 10 gives you express written consent to stop politicizing everything in your life. Trust me, this is a game changer.



Don’t Burn This Book may not usher in world peace, balance the national debt, or improve your sex life, but while those are worthy pursuits, that wasn’t my goal. Instead, I want to champion the values that keep people safe, sane, and free.

The reason? These shared values are under threat. We currently live in a time when people from the world’s freest societies are afraid to speak up for fear of an outrage-fueled mob. Sure, these people can be intimidating, but if they haven’t stopped me, then they shouldn’t stop you. In fact, the world desperately needs people like you—unafraid of the truth and brave enough to stand up for it—no matter the consequences.

All right, now let’s get to it, you racist, sexist, homophobes …
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Embrace Your Wake-Up Call

THEY SAY THE first step to recovery is admitting there’s a problem.

This, therapists believe, is crucial, because denial ain’t just a river in Egypt. It’s something that keeps people trapped in a cycle of dysfunction—with no motivation to change, ever.

Unfortunately, breaking through years of self-deception can be tough. The prospect of so much heavy lifting often puts people off, causing them to double-down into themselves, rather than to push through to the other side.

But by virtue of the fact you’re here now, we’ve already established this isn’t you.

Usually, at this point in the recovery process—when someone first acknowledges his or her issues and tries to unpack them—programs such as Alcoholics Anonymous will insist that the person stop drinking.

This is different. I want you to get “sober” through compulsive thinking.

That’s right, people, I want you to walk into a bar and order yourselves a full-bodied opinion. I want you to get absolutely wasted on facts until 3:00 a.m., and then, when you’re just about ready to pass out, I want you to get another large glass of reality and chug it.

I then want you to have intellectual binges that are so wild you go missing for days, eventually waking up on a stranger’s sofa, hung-over on reality.

OK, this technically makes me your enabler, but that’s cool because—spoiler alert!—you’re not the problem here. It’s what you’re not doing.

Chances are you’ve seen all the red flags throughout the past few years, but failed to react appropriately out of loyalty, optimism, and a fear that if addressed, the fallout could be toxic. You’re worried about losing friends, the prospect of awkward family dinners, and what perfect strangers might say to you on Facebook. But that fear has to end and it has to end now.

See, there is no reason to believe that you will ever be braver than you are right now. In fact, chances are you’ll become less brave as time goes on. And if you miss the boat, there’s a good chance you’ll end up stranded.

So, to help you achieve what shrinks call “the breakthrough,” consider this book the literary equivalent of a hazmat suit. Except, rather than handle radioactive chemicals, you’ll face a truth that’s only hazardous to your health if you continue to ignore this: the left is no longer liberal.

Once upon a time, the left truly was liberal. Liberals used to champion the rights of women, black people, and gays. They fought for all marginalized groups to be equal under the law.

This was authentic liberalism based on individual rights and it was a damn good thing.

Unfortunately, this is no longer the case.

Trust me, this is not some random assumption I’ve pulled out of thin air. It’s a sober conclusion I’ve reluctantly reached after years of watching my old “team” transform into a baying mob of hysterical puritans—a feral gang that sows division through identity politics and encourages societal tribes to rank themselves in a pecking order of “oppression.”

The left’s vision is a new social order that despises our hard-fought freedoms (eroding the First Amendment in favor of hate-speech laws), promotes socialism (through the redistribution of wealth), and denies scientific fact in order to weaponize the power of feelings (by asserting that there are more than two genders, for example).

Worse still, they implement all of these things with brute force: violence, censorship, character assassination, smear campaigns, doxing, trolling, deplatforming, and online witch hunts. Tricks that are deliberately designed to leave people down and out. Ideally, jobless and without the resources to push back.

If you see no problem with all of this, or even condone it as part of a greater “good,” then we have some serious work to do. You’ve got Stockholm Syndrome and need urgent intervention.

But if you want a world where people are judged equally by their actions, rather than by their immutable characteristics, such as race, gender, or sexuality, then—woohoo!—you’re already on the right track. You’re awake, rather than “woke.”

Getting to this point isn’t easy. In fact, it usually takes years of hard labor because our factory settings—everything the system teaches us to believe—are programmed into us from a young age.

These include a range of 2-D arguments that simplify life and position our starting point on the left, such as Democrats = good, Republicans = bad, progressives = humane, conservatives = merciless, socialists = generous, and capitalists = greedy, etc.

These presumptions are obviously fallacies, but they’re easily swallowed by the idealistic and impressionable youth. The message is even more appealing when it’s constantly reinforced through academia, the media, and celebrity, which make it look cool and credible.

Years of conditioning take hold before anyone even starts to question whether Barbra Streisand and Cher are wrong about foreign policy, immigration, and free speech—and by then, you’re in too deep to simply walk away. It’s like a controlling relationship. Or the hot girl who catfishes on Instagram. Underneath the filter, it’s a different story …

My personal wake-up call happened in three parts.

It first began in 2013, when I relocated from New York City to Los Angeles, California, in order to join The Young Turks TV network. As a registered Democrat who had only voted for Democrats, including Barack Obama twice, this was a dream come true for me. Finally, I was in the “good” fight with my fellow liberals.

Unfortunately, the honeymoon period wore off within the first year after what I imagined The Young Turks to be didn’t match the depressing reality. My colleagues positioned themselves as moral guardians of the new media. It quickly became clear to me that they were just pushing propaganda by selectively editing stories to drum up click-bait headlines, without ever considering counter-narratives or challenges to their agenda. In essence, they designed the first model of the dangerous outrage machine that produces what we have come to call fake news. In the beginning I’d dismiss this and always try to push the narrative back into the center while discussing whatever political dramas were big at the time, but every debate seemed to end with somebody, somewhere, being called a bigot—just for having a different opinion.

Simply put, no matter what the conversation was about, there was always a smear on hand to shame someone into silence.

At first, I believed these accusations—why wouldn’t I? There’s no smoke without fire, right? Wrong. This became abundantly clear to me when the network’s main host, Cenk Uygur, launched a scathing attack on conservative commentator David Webb.

In a heated segment about racism, Uygur described Webb—who’s black but questions the narrative that America is a white-supremacist nation—as an “Uncle Tom of the conservative movement,” adding he’d betrayed his African American roots in order to succeed in “white society.”

“David, I hate to tell you, but you’re still black!” he spat to the camera one day. “You can be their bitch all day long [but if anything ever happens to you, Fox News will defend your white shooter].”

Foaming at the mouth and wide-eyed, Uygur then invited his co-hosts to join the pile-on. They needed little encouragement to smear Webb as “Tucker [Carlson’s] bitch” and even implied he’d “sold out” his own children to get a media career.

“[He’s] Fox News’ very own mouthpiece for antiblack sentiments,” members of the crew said. “It’s not an easy statement for us to make, unless it’s completely earned.”

Little did they know that I knew better—Webb was actually an old friend of mine and we went back many years. We’d previously worked together at SiriusXM radio, when I’d appear on his show to debate hot topics from a liberal standpoint. Although the subject matter was sometimes contentious, we always kept it civil and soon became buddies. (In fact, I can tell you two things for sure about Webb’s character: first, he can knock back bourbons without flinching, and second, he’s the real deal and truly believes what he says. And not only does he say what he believes, but he can also support his beliefs with facts.)

Because I knew Webb firsthand, alarm bells began ringing in my head. Here was a good man being lambasted as a fraud by “tolerant” progressives.

I couldn’t help but wonder: Why would color-blind progressives be slamming Webb on his ethnicity? Would they have treated him this way if he were white? Weren’t we supposed to be the good guys, the non-racists?

Quickly, my co-host’s motivation became clear to me: It was character assassination in the name of self-protection. They wanted to kill Webb’s credibility before his opinions could slay their entire worldview. To them, he was just an inconvenient black dude who needed to be taken out.

This was one of the clearest examples of the totalitarian, religious nature of progressivism I had ever witnessed firsthand.

Fortunately, I knew Webb was a good guy—and nothing of what The Young Turks crew claimed him to be. As a result, I was disgusted by their behavior, but my feelings of revulsion were also wrapped up in confusion, which initially kept me from speaking up. Looking back, this makes me want to go back in time and slap the 2013 me. Repeatedly. But at least it was the beginning of my awakening and gave me the unpleasant jolt I needed.

The second flash point event came soon after. It happened in late 2014, when neuroscientist and author Sam Harris appeared on HBO’s Real Time with Bill Maher to discuss his book, Waking Up: A Guide to Spirituality Without Religion.

For those who aren’t familiar with the show’s format, Harris, whom I’d never heard of at this point, was brought on for a “protected interview.” This meant he wasn’t expected to converse with the other guests, including Ben Affleck. He was only booked for a one-on-one with Maher.

The interview started off fine, but quickly got hijacked when Harris made the reasonable distinction between criticizing people and ideas, including religious beliefs.

“We’ve been sold this meme of Islamophobia, where criticism of the religion gets conflated with bigotry towards Muslims as people,” he said. “It’s intellectually ridiculous.”

Before anyone had time to draw breath, an agitated Affleck jumped in. But instead of contributing to the conversation like a grown-up, he basically shouted Harris and Maher down and called them racists, which has now become a standard debating tactic for most progressives.

“Are you the person who officially understands the codified doctrine of Islam?” Affleck peacocked at Harris. The audience fell silent.

“Why are you so hostile?” Maher replied, perturbed. “Because it’s gross and racist,” Affleck shot back, hackles raised, like a toddler having a tantrum and throwing his toys out of the stroller.

I should point out here that this tactic is typical of people who don’t know what they’re talking about. Instead of having a solid argument based on fact, they simply moralize their way through life—shouting people down and throwing loaded terms around as a distraction.

Their over-the-top emotion is enough to convince unthinking people on a base level. They’ve won, because it appears as if they’re morally right.

Keen to capture this incident in the moment, I leapt from my sofa, grabbed my notebook, and began scribbling down thoughts as the conversation continued to derail. Suddenly, everything I’d been thinking privately about the dysfunction of the progressive mind was bursting forth right in front of my eyes. And not only that, but this manifestation of lefty hysteria was Batman vs. both my favorite comedian and a mild-mannered
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