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About the Book

‘I was 22 years old, a hard-on with a pulse: wretched vice-ridden, too much to burn and not enough minutes in a hour to do so. 1995 was a full 365-day year of drinking, fucking, lying, raging and exploration for me - not a dull one in the bunch. It was a time of self-shit: self-importance, self-absorption, self-indulgence and selfishness. I was the only person in the known galaxy and I wanted what the fuck I wanted sooner rather than later.’

The action begins in West Des Moines, Iowa, where Corey Taylor, frontman of Slipknot and Stone Sour, systematically set about committing each of the Seven Deadly Sins. He has picked fights with douchebags openly brandishing guns. He has set himself on fire at parties and woken up in dumpsters after cocaine binges. He lost his virginity at eleven. He got rich and famous and immersed himself in booze, women, and chaos until one day he realised, suddenly, that he didn’t need any of that at all.

Candid. Literate. Brilliant. Seven Deadly Sins is a brutally honest look at ‘a life that could have gone horribly wrong at any turn’, and the soul-searching and self-discovery it took to set it right.


About the Author

Corey Taylor is an American musician best known as the lead singer of hard rock bands Slipknot and Stone Sour, which together have sold over 10 million records. Taylor has been nominated for 10 Grammies and has won one. He has also written his own monthly column for UK magazine, Rock Sound, since 2001.
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TO MY CHILDREN

whom I hope I inspire …

TO MY WIFE

whom I hope I endear …

AND TO MY GRANDMOTHER

who instilled in me the will to succeed.


I cannot call to mind a single instance where I have been irreverent, except toward the things which were sacred to other people.

—MARK TWAIN

Active Evil is better than Passive Good.

—WILLIAM BLAKE

Fuck it all and fuck it—no regrets …

—FROM “DAMAGE INC.,” METALLICA
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chapter

1

In the Beginning—Or How I Learned to Love the Ceiling Fan

I ALWAYS TOLD myself I would write a book.

I knew one day I would sit myself down and pound words into submission—spinning yarns, webs, and tales of days gone by, of woebegone afternoons tinged with bittersweet delights. I would hunch above the paper and weave in and out of fancy, hoping I would be the next Hunter S. Thompson … or at least somebody like Anonymous. But I also made a solemn oath to myself that I would try to write something not only of value but also something that had never been done before. I wanted to do the unthinkable: Bring to the world a whole new subtext, a wholly different genre. I wanted revolution in wood pulp. I wanted death in the sentence. I wanted to reinvent the word.

Obviously this was not going to happen right away, and on some kind of masochistic level I was okay with that. I was still kicking emotional crabs out of my soul crotch, reaching for the razor while rinsing out the Rid. Anyone confused by that last metaphor can pat themselves on the back and walk away clean, so to speak. Anyone who has dated a stripper or lived with scumbags knows that scenario too well, and we have more than likely met at a survivors’ meeting or two.

Anyway, between Tony Robbins and Dianetics, I really do not know what the hell is going on in the literary world today. People shill get-rich schemes on late-night TV disguised as tax dodges and government grant programs. “Celebrity” wannabes suck off traffic cops once or twice and are thrown book deals like fish to the porpoises at Sea World. When Paris Hilton can top the bestsellers’ lists, we are one more Connect Four move closer to Armageddon. I wish I were being funny, but I am clearly not. No one this awesome gets incensed for no reason at all. No one in my zip code anyway.

I was hoping to have my shot at irreverence. I was hoping to be a shot in the arm for some kind of polysyllabic retaliation. Instead I am just hoping to keep from neutering the global book market. I mean, come on. What can I say that has never been said before? Between the Kennedys and the Royals, what could I possibly bring up that has never been uttered? Unless I plan on making up words, I might be lit out of shuck. Last time I checked, the written word has been around since those Celtic Hippies put little crazy tree symbols on anything flat and called it “Beowulf.” So therein lies my conundrum: Much like Cialis, what will I do when the time is right?

[image: figure]

Fast forward years later, when I found myself across a dingy wooden table from a mysterious learned man in an exotic locale, seated for a meal of foodstuffs called “sushi” in a dark and cursed land known as Los Angeles. It was in this dinette of Japanese comestibles that I was toiling over this tome you hold in your hands, and I had reached a point of no return when this man posited writing about the Seven Deadly Sins. Now I countered that the only way to do this subject, one that has been driven into the ground with derisive frequency, was to give it my own unique and cantankerous spin. He offered that in order to do that, I should start at the beginning.

I thought for a second. Doing so would mean going in harder than I have ever allowed myself to do in the past. So I asked, “The very beginning?”

He said, “Hey, those are my spicy tuna rolls.”

“Oh, sorry. I thought they were my B.C.S. rolls.”

“Do they look like your B.C.S. rolls?”

“Well, if you squint and look at them from the side …”

“What the hell are you talking about?”

“Wait, what was the question again?”

I know what you are thinking. You are asking what that whole last exchange has to do with anything. Well, I will tell you the very key to this whole disaster lies in that little tête-à-tête. For starters, they were indeed his spicy tuna rolls and, by fuck, do not forget it. But more importantly, it gave me a launchpad, an academic Cape Canaveral to blow my little Sputnik into the hearts of a world that might not be ready for this Great Big Mouth.

From the beginning, huh? Insert long, dramatic sigh … and begin.
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For me, it all started one frigid bastard of a night in 1995.

I was twenty-two years old, a hard-on with a pulse, wretched and vice-ridden … too much to burn and not enough minutes in an hour to do so. The year 1995 was a full 365-day year of drinking, fucking, lying, raging, and exploring. It was a time of self-shit: self-importance, self-absorption, self-indulgence, and selfishness. I was the only person in the known galaxy, and I wanted what the fuck I wanted sooner rather than later. The gift of life was horseshit; all I wanted was everything and I wanted it fast. There are certain mornings when I can still feel that year in my joints and the fatty tissue of my back. The crazy thing is that if I could do it all over again, I would, but this time I would take it even further than before.

I was a drifter with no leash, no money, and no cares. I slept wherever my body fell, sometimes because I was exhausted, other times because the people I had gone to “the party” with just left me in the middle of nowhere. The thing you have to remember about “nowhere” is it is merely a combination of “now” and “here.” Grammatically I know that is incorrect, but if you have not spent your whole life in the Land of Nowhere, you do not know what the fuck you are talking about.

When you are stuck in an insurmountable situation, things like sin and hell do not really cross your radar or increase the pressure in your moral barometer. You do not give a shit about consequences as long as you get off and get off hard. You have an image, of course, but unless the Holy Ghost himself comes up and points a loaded .38 at your face and compels you to repent, there is a rat’s ass chance in Hades that you would comply. These are the psychoses that fester when your world is a vacuum. Bring on oblivion, just do not change the fucking channel.

In 1995 I was an absolute crazy person. I caught gonorrhea twice. I took to “stage-diving” off of van roofs and onto strangers in parking lots. I picked fights with douche bags openly brandishing guns. I set myself on fire at parties. You see, this was not Bridge Club; this was hopeless abandon. This was Mad Max and Gummo all rolled into one. Get it done before you drown in a river of shit was our motto. It did not matter: Too many of my friends were dying or going to jail. Pretty soon there would not be anyone left to throw a party. So do what thou wilt with the soul provided. If I was going to burn, it was going to be on my terms.

Then one night in 1995, there was a party. I know that is a bit redundant because there was always a party. But this one was different. There was a stink like destiny on the smoke. There was legend around the corner. And for some reason, I was always in the middle of it. To this day, I could not find this house on GPS if you held a gun to my head. I could not tell you the owner’s name if you paid me. But I remember the insides like it was yesterday. And it all started in the garage.
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I am getting ahead of myself. Let me set the scene.

Every weekend the unclean would descend on a little building in West Des Moines called Billy Joe’s Pitcher Show, a tawdry little place that housed a karaoke bar, a concession area, four bathrooms, and the world’s single greatest movie theater ever. No stadium seating like you see today—just ’70s tables with ’70s chairs and all the ’70s ashtrays you could fill. During the week there was little fanfare—$1 movies reaching the end of their theatrical release and $2 Jell-O shots for caterwauling yuppies “singing” Huey Lewis covers. But on the weekends, this was ground zero. This was our turf because every weekend Billy Joe’s Pitcher Show presented The Rocky Horror Picture Show.

From all over Iowa, tribes of misfits packed the place. The movie did not really matter, you see. There was nowhere else to go. You had to be twenty-one to get in a bar, and this was the era just prior to the great resurgence of all-age shows. There were no youth centers (well, no youth centers you’d want to go to, and some were dangerous), and no one was legally allowed to gather in parks after the curfew, which I never bothered to learn. To quote Henry Rollins, “your choice was fish.” We were the greatest motherfuckers of our generation and we had nothing to do. So we turned nothing into something, mostly out of nothing at all. Billy Joe’s became the rallying point. Billy Joe’s became the catalyst. And we defended it with our own blood.

Call one of us a fag, and we all threw down. Call one of us a loser, and you’d be dealt with severely. Just because you did not understand us, it did not mean we were wrong. We were amazing because we wanted to be, and fuck you if you could not keep up. We felt like the latest and maybe last great iconoclastic surge, and it did not matter if the world did not know our names. The world was not allowed to join our club.

The party began at the theater, as always. We would pass the hat, buy as much shitty booze as possible, and eventually invade some house with a bit of room, a radio of some sort, and a lot of insurance. This night we managed to procure shelter from the storm in a three-bedroom, two-bathroom, two-story, cookie-cutter house in the suburban hell known as West Des Moines. That, as they say, is when the real fun began. In fact, to this day, people merely refer to the following series of events as The Night.

I have faint memories for the first few hours: shots of Jager, vomiting, jumping on moving cars, more shots of Jager, smoking on a couch when I was not even supposed to be smoking inside, even more shots of Jager … it is always the nights you cannot remember that eventually become the stories you don’t forget. During a lull in the roar of the insanity, I made myself scarce to catch my breath.

I found myself in the garage, smoking a cigarette, freezing my ass off, and sitting on an unforgiving metal folding chair in the middle of a concrete void. I was coming around again, the proverbial second wind, which was usually when I ended up doing the most damage. The halo of liquor was giving way to the horns of ingenuity, and I was reveling in the moment, sober enough to appreciate it and drunk enough not to take notes. Later I learned that you have to live in those moments, not for them. If you look too hard, they blow right by you. If you do not live enough, you will regret every breath. So I was reflecting, but not too much. I was just getting started.

And as it turns out, at that exact moment, the starter pistol happened to walk through the garage door. For the sake of our story, we will call her “Beth” She was a fiery-eyed, raven-haired miscreant from parts unknown, prone to wearing black and fluttering her heavily shadowed eyelashes. She had a pheromone about her that just screamed “lust.” And we had been flirting for weeks.

Beth slid slowly through the door and stopped at the top of the stairs leading into the garage. As I looked up, she said something low and seductive. Being smoother than chocolate pudding, I fired back, “Huh?”

“I said, ‘whatcha doin’, silly?’” Her eyes were burning with a cross between mischief and innovation. Something was on her mind, and God help me I wanted to know what it was.

She came and sat in my lap and kissed me slowly. It was then that she revealed her plans: I was to be the lucky winner of a threesome with her and another girl who we will call “Kelly,” who was on the other side of the sexual spectrum but equally enchanting. As if on cue, Kelly came in the garage and sat on my lap as well. I have got to tell you, when two girls are straddling you like a pommel horse, you are subject to the will of your crotch. Lust is a lozenge I live to savor for days. But we will get back to that sooner than later.

So let’s review: Our hero has just imbibed copious amounts of alcohol, thrown up, and has now been propositioned for a threesome with two comely vixens. Things could not look better, right? Well, as I have been shown time and time again, fate hates us all.

We sequestered ourselves to one of the bedrooms, most likely the host’s parents’ room based on the Spartan layout and garish décor. But it didn’t matter what it looked like; the lights were soon off and pesky clothes shed in haste. Mouths found skin— those “sticky fumblings” that Hannibal Lecter described with such relish—and soon the three of us were a Chinese puzzle with no solution, a delicious triangle of heat and ferocity. The girls were giggling and moaning. I was happy for them to do what they wanted to each other, as I, too, was extremely busy.

As this was taking place, a coup was being plotted downstairs. A bum rush was about to happen, the definition of that phrase being “a large group of people invading a space they were not invited to, nor has enough room to handle their numbers.” Forty people whispered and giggled, determined to inject themselves into our festivities, at just the right moment. It did not help matters that my best friend, Denny, was Cobra Commander behind this fiendish scheme, but it made sense because he was the guy I had appointed to watch the door so nobody would interrupt us.

Well, just as three bodies were learning new ways to occupy the same space (and just when it was getting very, very good), the door burst open, the lights flew on, and a multitude of cheers and jeers sounded the great chorus that officially put an end to our sweet little tryst. Needless to say, I was very angry, but seeing the good-natured mischief on everyone’s faces, I slowly let that ebb from my mind and, climbing out of bed buck naked, proceeded to throw my soiled yet unfulfilled condom at the closest gawker.

As I was putting my clothes back on and watching the crowd gathered at the foot of the bed getting larger, I had a magnificent idea. Maybe it was the booze coursing through my blood stream. Maybe it was my eyes still recovering from the shock of the lights being turned on. Maybe it was because I just wanted to give these fuckers a taste of their own medicine. But I had the idea in my head, and no one was going to stop me from doing what I wanted to do. It was simple: I was going to stage dive off the bed onto the big pocket of onlookers, and they would crowd surf me out the door and down the stairs to the bar in the kitchen, where I would make myself a drink.

It bordered on ingenious. How could it not work? I was Corey Fucking Taylor, even then. So, pulling on my pants (I was at least that courteous), I leapt onto the bed and jumped … and flew head on into a ceiling fan that I had either forgotten was just above the bed or just did not see because of drunken tunnel vision. I swear to you, and this is not for comedic value or to belie any weakness on my part, this had to be the strongest ceiling fan known to humankind. I am talking industrial strength, folks. It hit me three times in the space of two seconds: once in the forehead, once right between my eyes, and the last bruised the tip of my nose. It gashed my head open and gave me two black eyes. I mean, one second I was the coolest dude at the concert, the next I was on my back trying to figure out what the fuck just happened. It was so fast that I did not even know it until I realized someone was helping me, in a daze, off the floor. And God love my friends, they never told me how fucked up my face was, so I mingled amongst them looking like Rocky Balboa until I caught my own reflection in a bathroom mirror an hour later. I should have just carried around a sign that said, “Take a Picture with the Party Zombie.”

I tell you this story not to brag nor to build up some kind of false image of myself. It is just very important to this collection of insights and incites that you understand right out of the gate that when I talk about “sin,” I know what I am talking about. This is no novice you are dealing with: Decades have not washed my hands clean yet. Think about this: In one night—hell, in one five-hour period—I experienced every single one of the so-called seven deadly sins. I was a mad-dog linebacker running the moral gamut of gluttony, greed, lust, sloth, wrath, envy, and vanity. And to this day, I recall this confounding chain of events with fondness and a knowing smile.
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Which brings me to the reason behind this book, a reason I have embraced like a summer romance. I have cleared my schedule and my throat to call all of your attentions to a fading little fact that no one wants to admit because they are so mired in habit and weird guilt. I know you can handle the truth. I know you can take a shot to the brain groin. I believe in you, so believe me when I tell you this.

The seven deadly sins are bullshit.

Everybody still here? Anybody convert to Scientology because I let fly that little nugget of reality? No? Then we may continue.

For centuries, these so-called “weapons against morality” have been the big scary banners waved in the faces of millions. They have been used as the righteous fist packs by the Right or the Holy Brigade to keep masses of normally free-thinking, free-spirited folks under a multitude of firebrand thumbs. When the world seems to be jumping up and down and celebrating a little too much, fun-hating fuckfaces trot out these Golden Rules of Control to knock us all off of the Giddy Wagon. Why most of us cannot mind our own business I will never know, but I do know this: Nine times out of ten, sin is a matter of opinion, and in my opinion sins are only sins if you are hurting other people. So if you are not hurting anyone else, where is the damn sin?

Sure, the seven deadly sins can induce pain and malevolence in the best of us. They can overwhelm the greatest minds and the most stoic souls. But they can also empower and influence you to do incredible things at pivotal moments in your life. To say these things are mortal weapons that bend us all into the worst scum in humanity is an outright travesty. We all experience these feelings. We all struggle to maintain civility in a savage world. But there are times when it is our right as people to let these “sins” wash over us like a warm Caribbean wave. There are times when I say we, as a species, should just out and out revel in the sensations that these “sins” predicate. We are human fucking beings, for Christ’s sake: We are not perfect. It is in our peculiarities where we find our character and individuality. Personally, I do not know if I could trust a person who does not have some grit left over from his or her past. We are defined by our dignity to rise above debasement; we are certainly better people for doing so.

They say “let he who is without sin cast the first stone.” That is exactly my point. Not only are we all guilty of just being ourselves, we were never guilty in the first place. The only problem comes when we become caricatures of these deadly whims, like the politician who extols family values yet is forced to resign because of a dirty little fuckfest with a hooker in a truck stop bathroom, or the movie star who believes himself above the great unwashed just because his cheek bones are pronounced and angular. These people are not sinners: They are just shitty people.

I am not selling salvation here, but I am preaching moderation. Some of you motherfuckers are indeed crazy. I have no qualms on pointing out the obvious. So what if you like to fuck? Who cares if you enjoy actually having money, or love to eat, or are impassioned, or use your covetous nature to push yourself to new heights? Who gives a shit if all you want to do on your only day off is lay in bed and fucking sleep? Or if you think you are the sexiest prick on the planet?

Who cares? That is none of my business. It is yours. If you can live with it and you are not hurting anyone else, frankly I applaud you. At least you are not touting some doomed party line about the expressway to heaven. The whole reason for these supposed sins is really about control.

Think about this: A thousand years ago, the aristocracy wrapped themselves in so much excess that they should have burned here on Earth, but because they were royalty, they were considered ordained by God. There were no accusations of depravity leveled at them. In fact, the only time they were circumspect was when they killed one of their own. If they were given a theocratic pass just because of their birthright, what, in these modern times, makes it any more different for us? Sure, on one hand that sort of logic is a great reflection of medieval ignorance. And yet it would mark the very definition of America’s founding principles: We are all equal. So one man’s sin is another man’s indulgence. Blue bloods glut themselves every day on the wants and needs of the upper crust. So when those of us in the middle or at the bottom do it, why should we burn in the house of the Christian boogeyman? Why should we be condemned for weekend indulgences that are just another Monday for the echelons of wealth?

So I say, “no more.” Not now, not ever. I say covet the good life with every fiber. Cherish the spirits that make you feel flush and alive. Laze the days you are not devoted to keeping your family afloat financially. Get while you can, for tomorrow it may be against the law. Throw caution to the wind and free yourself of superstitious shackles. Believe if you want, but practice what you want. The days of fear are over and there is no turning back.

This book is a few parts flight, a handful of fancy, and a lot of why there is such a thing as freedom of the soul. We are vessels of profound depth when we have an inkling about why we are here. So why should we be saddled with inferred differences when we all feel the same? Just because we think something does not really make it a sin. Just because we want something, doing so does not make us sinful. Just because we feel, it does not make us sinners. There is real vitality in letting yourself indulge in what life has to offer. Quicken your spirit and you might just save your soul. Okay, maybe I am offering a hint of salvation after all.

There is, of course, also nothing wrong with depriving yourself of sins. But too many people put themselves on a pedestal for denying themselves simple things. Please, be pious on your own time: We’re all alive in here.

Maybe with this book, you can figure some things out. Most likely, it will just help me work out some serious shit from my own life. I may be a fuck, but I am not an absolute fuck. Sure, I have done some things I am not proud of, but I would not call them sins—I would call them mistakes. You are not allowed to learn from sins because they are held against you for the rest of your life. That is, unless you are Catholic. Confession is like the fine print in an airtight contract, and I am sure most of the faithful envy you.

Mistakes? Well, hell, we all make mistakes. And what’s more, we are expected to learn from them. It is part of our journey. It is how we move from innocence to resounding wisdom. It is how we keep from retaining a fucking baby’s psyche well into our nineties. It is how everyone keeps from shitting themselves in public and on each other. It is our ever-learning, ever-adapting GPS for this thing called life.

Let me give you an example. At one of the several mundane jobs I held down before I became “The Artist Known as Corey Fucking Taylor,” I had unbelievable access to all the resources and wealth that were held therein and took every opportunity to fleece the coffers by using my position and my knowledge of their security systems to do so. It was so easy to steal from this place that even the managers were doing it. So I joined in, not because I am inherently wanton but because I was fucking broke and I made less than jack shit. Now, I had not stolen anything in years. I had gone through my “shoplifting” phase when I was thirteen, and it was run-of-the-mill stuff like candy bars and Playboy magazines. So it was a novel sensation to skim tills, steal merchandise, and have sex in my place of business. To put it another way, I basically became the Caligula of the graveyard shift. I was a total scumbag: I stole more money in one night than I actually made in one week. I had orgies in the backrooms. And I walked away with thousands in retail products. But the real reason I did it was because I could. Is that a good reason? Not at all.

To this day, it makes me sick to think about it. It was a period in my life that I look back on in shame. It should not have mattered if everyone was doing it or if the people who owned the store might have deserved it because they were crooked as fuck, keeping hundreds of thousands of dollars off the books while paying us serfs like newsies. I have always been vehemently against theft, but there I was, robbing people blind and not giving a shit what the consequences were. I took advantage of a system I was entrusted to maintain, and I squandered it on avarice and greed. When it was over, I never stole another thing again. I do not take pride in that fact; I just know my boundaries and that is one I have vowed never to cross. But in retrospect, if I had not gone that far in the first place, who is to say I would feel that way now? If I had not done these things, who is to say I would be as indignant about it today? So the misguided acts of my past have brought me to the virtues of my present and will hopefully lead me to the grace of my future. But I do not consider them “sins.” I consider them mistakes, capriciousness in the face of youthful abandon. I found my moral limit because I crossed my own line and did not feel good about it.

No one can hold me accountable. That is a job for my conscience and my soul. I am the only judge of what I am capable of, because who really knows me but me? Who really understands the road I have traveled if they can’t even find it on a map? The difference between knowing yourself and trusting yourself is minute, but its repercussions are infinite. Now a lot of the devout will refute that by saying He knows you better than you know yourself. Yeah, that is great and all, but seeing as I have never seen any proof of his existence besides the nihilistic ramblings of billions of followers, I will take my chances with myself, thank you very much. Like I said, nobody knows me better than myself, and I learn from my mistakes.

Can you imagine how boring life would be without the seven little spices? You talk about sloth, but why would men and women get out of bed if there were no lust? Why would people want to be in a band if they couldn’t feel the rush that rage brings to the musical table? Why would anyone want to be a bleeding heart without even a hint of greed in their dirty little soul? Why would the world go round if there weren’t a few rules to break? A few revolutions to make? Let’s put it this way: Why would you want to take a deep breath if you were expected to hold the damn thing?

Sure, I am making a case for the defendants, but then again most petty sins are simply excuses to buck the system and feel alive. Why have free will if you cannot put a few miles on it first? It is like comparing felonies and misdemeanors: Stealing candy is not the same as murder, and lust does not always mean rape. It is important to remember these distinctions before we go any further. If you can’t, you will never get my humor and you will always think I look fat in this skirt. Damn, there’s my vanity coming out again.

Oh, who am I kidding? I could just be looking for any excuse to be a lecherous mook. That is half the fun, right? Remember when you were a kid and you would try any improbable excuse to get out of trouble? That could very much be the case here. I do not want to be saved; I just do not want to burn. I mean, I am a cynic, but I am not an idiot. I could be way off in my assumption that there are no pearly penthouses in the sky, no vengeful angels waiting to smack me around with their halos to shake the excess rust off of my bones. What do I know? I do know this: If there are loopholes in the laws this year or the next, I am jumping through with both boots because life is not supposed to be fucking dull. We are walking, talking, breathing reasons for beating the odds, and I do not believe after all of that we were meant to spend this miracle mastering the art of knitting. Unless, of course, you really like knitting.

I do know it does not take a sinner to sin. It does not take a Doubting Thomas to feel guilty. We are all cut from the same cloth and we all have bouts of insanity. But are these not just the rapturous whims of our enamored skins? I defy anyone, from Gandhi to Gallagher, to show me they are not susceptible to pleasure on any level, whether it is a chocolate bar or an orgy at a swingers’ club. “Sin” is so ingrained into our culture that we are all capable, and culpable. Our very universe, when it is not expanding to make room for better, newer ideas, thrives on that which we cannot or should not have. So if you can afford the down payment, why should you not exploit it? If you still have the stamina, why should you not attain it?

The Haves and the Have-Nots have been doing bloody battle for aeons. The class system has been a part of our lives since the day we started washing our loincloths. Is that not a part of this whole thing as well? If you are a little better off, you can turn your nose up at the masses and say they are where they are because they didn’t try hard enough, that the sin of the poor is sloth and envy because they long for what we have and are not willing to sacrifice for the bounty that life can provide. If you are on the other side of the tracks, you can ball your fists up and say that the bourgeoisie were handed their wealth, that they are sinners on every level—greed, gluttony, lust, vanity—across the board.

Morals and superstition have controlled the best of us for centuries. They have also allowed intelligent minds to give credit to deities that may or may not exist for human advances and victories for much longer than I have been alive. So the dark side of the lucky penny becomes the hidden agendas of the egocentric. Sure, you will cure cancer in the name of God’s will, but if you want to be a decadent pig, you are on your own. Why should you not fuck for God? Why should you not attack a Vegas buffet for Jehovah? Double standards are too frequent, and no one is making a case for the defense.

Besides, where is the fun in being a zealot? Taking yourself too seriously gets you seriously fucked up. Zealots are the first to point fingers and the last to take responsibility. They will lead from the rear and survive by running away just so they can infect some other group who do not know any better. I want to be very clear: I have no idea what I am going to say next. My point is to make people think so they will not blindly agree with everything I say. The difference between a philosopher and a fanatic is about as thin as the profit margin at a casino, but at the end of the day it is very clear. A philosopher thinks out loud to make things better for everyone else. Fanatics make themselves louder because they think they are better than everyone else.

All I am saying is that there have to be choices. You live once, for all we know. You are given this gift of flesh and sentient thought, and you want to hole up in a cave your whole life? What about adventure? What about excitement? What about rewriting the rulebook to concur with a society that doesn’t believe in fairy tales? The constitution of the United States is occasionally amended to reflect the mood of the people, but it is staunchly defended as well. So why not look at the facts, not the fables? The seven deadly sins—being greed, gluttony, lust, pride, wrath, envy, and sloth—should be changed to the seven petty sins. They are outdated and hardly deadly—barely PG-13 in this decade. What about murder? What about theft, embezzlement, and Ponzi schemes? You do not have to steal to be greedy, but you do not have to be greedy to steal. That may seem redundant, but take a second and think about it. It will make a sense too terrible to let go.

The time has come for a spiritual reshuffling, a kind of esoteric game of bingo. We can make a world based on common sense if we really wanted to, but we do not. That is a sin in and of itself: We have the intelligence and wherewithal to build a better mousetrap, but we are all very happy to run the game by the old rules. When punishment gets good to you, the time may be overdue to reevaluate the allegiance you place in your guides. That’s like ending up addicted to Ben Gay because you are used to being on your knees.

Make mine life. I would rather see people enjoying themselves than the few controlling the many. The status quo has always been to ignore and pray that things just naturally work out. I would rather see my generation realize its own potential than see it slowly warp itself in the design of the one that preceded it. Most would rather have you toe the party line than think outside the box. So much for self-sufficient concepts: Satisfaction should always come at a cost, but the payoff should manifest almost instantaneously.

But I have hope. And at the end of it all, that is what this book is all about. Hope that people can stop holding themselves back even slightly and start realizing potential they never dreamed existed. Hope that people can stop carrying the bricks of guilt and self-disgust and use them to build a foundation on their own morals, not someone else’s expectations. The strong from the past always plant the seeds of the future. We have great reserves of good in us, and I have seen them firsthand. Ancient bylaws and tomfoolery have warped the way toward a life that makes more sense and less enemies. I want this book to make you decide whether or not your supposed sins are even worth holding onto rather than just using them as excuses to appear kind when someone important is watching.

This book is also about the fun you can have when you stop holding yourself back. It is a look at a life that could have gone horribly wrong, and yet with the right head on its tattooed shoulders, it took the right way
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