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			This book is dedicated to my television agent, CAROLE COOPER, who has watched my back for more than twenty years.

		

	
		
			 

			
			So nice, with your bad self

			Livin’ in America,

			I feel good.

			—JAMES BROWN

		

	
		
			 

			
			INTRODUCTION

			If you know who I am, you know why I get letters like this one from a certain Linden S., who lives in Rochester, New York:

			

			O’Reilly, dislike and contempt dominate your thoughts. So highly charged is your bias that it is a constant astonishment to realize that you are unaware of the effect of your own thinking. A thoughtful, deliberative person doesn’t stand a chance with you.

			

			That’s only one letter, selected at random. They come in bushels every day. Something about me and my nightly news analysis program, The O’Reilly Factor, drives some people up the wall.

			But, hey, I’m used to it. I didn’t even have to have the top-rated cable news program to get the same response from my first-grade teacher. I was controversial in the first grade, Linden! I come by it honestly!

			It took Sister Mary Claudia only to the second day of first grade at St. Brigid’s School in Westbury, New York, to get my number. When she ordered our class of sixty six-year-olds to open our Think and Do books, I slumped in my seat and let loose a deep sigh. See, I have always had a thing about lies, lying, and liars—and this book was pure propaganda. The illustrations of kids smiling while doing math problems was a major lie. I knew that at six years old.

			But Sister Mary Claudia didn’t care and leapt on me like a mongoose.

			“William,” she shouted. “You are a bold, fresh piece of humanity! You will open your book and close your mouth. You are bold!”

			Thus was laid down the course of my life and career, as writers of another age might put it. Ever since, I have starred in a series of confrontations with overreaching authority figures. Sometimes I was just being a pain in the rear. (Hey, you have to practice these things!) But a lot of the time I was challenging the prevailing wisdom because my sense of justice or truth was outraged. That outrage became my passion . . . and my vocation. Today I get paid a healthy sum for pursuing that passion on national television in prime time. The O’Reilly Factor has been on the air for four years, and they say the ratings are steadily rising while the overall prime-time ratings for cable news networks are sinking. Sister Mary Claudia, can you hear me over the harps?

			Doesn’t matter. If the good sister’s not in touch, there are always people like the Reverend and Mrs. Dennis N. of Georgia:

			

			Mr. O’Reilly, you have lost us as viewers. We are sure your lies are born of ignorance. Repent while you still can.

			

			Thanks for the concern, but it’s too late, Reverend.

			


			If you’ve tuned in to The O’Reilly Factor, you know that I usually have five guests on my hour-long program. You might see me interviewing George W. Bush about the latest wrinkle in his campaign. Or bugging former special prosecutor Kenneth Starr about his refusal to go public with all he suspects about the Clintons and their sleazy shenanigans. Or getting former White House chief of staff Leon Panetta to admit that the Clinton administration doesn’t know what happened to some $1 billion it sent to Haiti. Some people think I’m a tough interviewer, but I think I’m fair. And I’m appreciative of my guests. It takes guts for some of these people to come on the Factor, because they don’t know which way I’m gonna go.

			Sometimes I bring on my paid on-air consultants, like Newt Gingrich, Geraldine Ferraro, and Dick Morris. They don’t usually agree with each other, as you might expect, and they don’t usually agree with me. And I always begin each program with a “Talking Point.” You’ll see what I mean as you read this book, because I use a few here. And I always give the floor at the end of the program to viewer reactions, which are by far the liveliest in all of broadcasting. Some of those comments are scattered throughout these pages.

			If you haven’t seen The O’Reilly Factor, you might be wondering whether I’m conservative, liberal, libertarian, or exactly what. I hope you’re still wondering when you do catch my program and also after you’ve read this book, my first attempt to put my thoughts in print.

			See, I don’t want to fit any of those labels, because I believe that the truth doesn’t have labels. When I see corruption, I try to expose it. When I see exploitation, I try to fight it. That’s my political position.

			And in this book, just as on the Factor, I will not waste your time. Count on it. I will get to the pith quickly and undiplomatically—even if the pith pithes you off. Sorry, but that’s not my problem. I tell it. You hear it. The truth is often annoying. It’s always easier to look the other way. But it is essential that we all look at American life the way it really is today. If we don’t do that job, we’re gonna lose the battles to the frauds, fools, and thieves—the kind of people you are going to be hearing about in this book.

			I love doing the Factor. I’m proud of my work. But television can be frustrating because there are so many subjects every day, and so little time every night. So I decided to write a book that would have no commercial interruptions and no director signaling me that a segment’s got to end. I took my time writing this book, and I hope you will take your time reading it and thinking about my ideas. What I’ve tried to do here is give a blunt look at our times, which are very complicated. America in the twenty-first century can be a savage place, full of ridiculous situations and idiotic people. Life in the U.S.A. can also be fun and rewarding. But to make that happen, you have to separate the good from the bad from the ridiculous. I’m trying to help you do that . . . in a none-too-gentle way.

			The O’Reilly Factor, the book, is divided into three sections. The first part of the book deals with what you as an individual are up against in your life as an American: That means things like your status in society, money, sex, and the ever-present media. Then we focus on personal relationships—the important ties that bind you to family, friends, and bosses. The final chapters concern America itself and what is happening to the country today.

			I won’t spoon over any Chicken Soup advice here. We’re not gonna get “in the zone” or use New Age claptrap or find answers in any Mars-Venus conflict. This is just the straight story as I’ve lived it and you’ve lived it. You’ll see.

		

	
		 

		
		18. THE BAD factor

		When I use the word “bad,” I mean “awful.” “Bad” is so annoying that you want to club it with a baseball bat and bury it forever. But that’s not possible. The bad in America is with us wherever we go. Whatever we do, it still raises its ugly head. We can’t escape, no matter how hard we try. In our times, technology makes the bad worse, because it cannot distinguish between bad and good. It just spreads it all around, wildly. That is the moral weakness of technology.

		For some reason, millions of us embrace the bad. I know because, at times, I am one of them. My excuse? I find bad things funny. But that is merely an excuse, and I’m not proud that I pay good money to see bad movies and eat bad food and read bad books. On the other hand, sometimes I just get hoodwinked. And often I am too lazy to seek out the good stuff—it’s usually more difficult to work my way through and/or it costs more. That’s the difference between a cheap mass-market paperback thriller and a new hardcover book about history or politics.

		There are so many bad things in America I’m only going to give a sampling.

		


		ANY U.S. AIRLINE. Okay, it’s a little bit worse for me because of my height. Still, anyone who boards an airplane in America these days is bound to feel

		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		


		
		
		
	
		 

		
		19. THE GOOD factor

		For the rest of the book, let’s be totally positive. And why not? There are more good things in America than anywhere else on earth. I can only list a fraction of them. And there’s not much to say about them, because you’ll recognize right away what I mean.

		If you’re afraid I’m going to start sounding like Up with People or something, skip this chapter. The next chapter, which is very short, is the last important thing I have to say. But if you’d like to join me in thinking about some of the good things and people that enrich our lives in America, here goes . . .

		


		Let’s forget the bad and ridiculous people by honoring the good people. No nation on earth has produced so many original personalities as we have—and still do.

		I’m listing just a few of the Americans I admire:

		BILL COSBY. Maybe he comes across as a little bitter sometimes, but he is honestly funny. In fact, I prefer him when, as in his earlier solo stuff, he doesn’t get cloying in situation-comedy style. Even now, though, he is capable of keenly insightful jokes that can be devastating. Kindly Dr. Huxtable has a very sharp mental scalpel. And through his positive image on TV Cosby has presented an admirable role model.

		BILL MURRAY. With good material Murray is the funniest human being in the country. Even with bad material he’s always watchable. He’s got that great gift of making you think that only you and he are in on the joke—even though tens of millions of other people are watching and get the same feeling.

		MIKE MYERS. The ultimate funny yuppie, Myers is the most creative performer I’ve ever seen. How did this Canadian get our culture down pat? In person he makes you wonder if he might really be out of his mind, though he is very much a gentleman, and he certainly deserves the big bucks for the two Austin Powers flicks. Some of his cleverest characters are in the SNL skits, and even though Myers did a cloying Oscars interview with Barbara Walters, he’s still damned good!

		PAUL NEWMAN. This seventy-five-year-old sex symbol made a pact with the devil. I know it! He can still steal the screen from any young actors, men or women, by just raising an eyebrow. But it’s one thing to maintain a magnetic screen presence into senior citizenhood. Much more important, Newman raises millions for ailing children. Warren Beatty talks big. Paul Newman walks big.

		CHARLTON HESTON. He’s underrated as an actor. His conservative politics probably keeps some critics and other people from appreciating his great talent, but he commands the screen no matter how hokey the flick. A director friend once shot a sixty-second public service spot with this very professional actor at Heston’s Hollywood home. Heston looked at the script for the first time, walked once around his pool, then sat down before the cameras. “Would you like to take time to memorize your lines and rehearse, Mr. Heston?” my friend asked. “Son,” said the actor, “I’ve been doing this for a while. Just roll the cameras.” The take was letter-perfect. During some of the recent uproar about his work for the National Rifle Association, Heston was satirized in an Op-Ed piece by Gary Krist for the New York Times. Heston tracked down the writer’s home telephone number and called to say, “That was very funny. It’s good to have some humor injected into this thing.” Good. Sane. A gentleman.

		LUTHER VANDROSS. His early stuff was the best, to my ears. Now he has a tendency to “Barry White” the romantic ballads, and that’s not fair to his own originality. Still, his music is almost perfect. It holds up well after many airings. And I say that “Here and Now.”

		SANTA CLAUS. Originally Dutch, he was brought over as a folk tradition by the folks who settled the present-day New York area, calling it New Amsterdam. When that colony collapsed and the English moved in, they took over Santa Claus, too. Now we Americans own the rights. He is a great role model for kids, so keep the faith going as long as you can. They will thank you for it when they’re adults. Everyone remembers when they discovered that Santa Claus might not exist. Can’t prove it to me.

		ARETHA FRANKLIN. According to published reports, the woman can be quite a behavioral problem. Okay, I’ll steer clear of her, but her recordings will stay with me forever. She’s laid down no better single than “Chain of Fools.”

		GENE HACKMAN. The best character actor alive, he and his agent had to fight hard to get him the lead in The French Connection. But that hit movie is unimaginable without him. He never overdoes a role, even though he’s been signed to do some intense villains and maniacs. Check out his Lex Luthor in the Superman movies for a different side, a comic brilliance that is quite a surprise after so much serious stuff.

		DENNIS THE MENACE AND THE PEANUTS GANG. All put together, these are the greatest kids on the planet. They were my childhood role models, along with Eddie Haskell. Make of that whatever you will.

		THE HARDY BOYS. I’m talking about the original, the authentic brothers in the Dixon books, not the bland Frank and Joe in Disney’s TV series. And I don’t much like the new Hardy Boys paperback books being written by a slew of writers today—too much violence and realism, too much sophistication. No, if you have young boys, make sure they go back to the originals.

		JANET JACKSON. Don’t know why, but I like her. It’s time for her brother Michael to be installed in Madame Tussaud’s Wax Museum. I mean now. But Janet is a lively performer who seems to understand the meaning of the word “melody.” This, of course, separates her from most of the other top rock performers of the day.

		STEVEN SPIELBERG. With his technical expertise and superb visual sense, he is a great moviemaker. Sometimes his movies try too hard to make a political statement, maybe, but every one of them has been interesting. That’s something you can’t say about the work of another great filmmaker, Francis Ford Coppola. And Spielberg is always trying something new. At his best, he comes up with deep insights into the human condition.

		TOM HANKS. This great actor is also a hysterical comedian—an extremely rare combination, although too many actors and comedians today don’t realize it. He’s also rumored to be a nice guy, but I don’t know that from my own experience. I first noticed him in the TV series Bosom Buddies, in which for some reason he ran around every week dressed like a girl. Even then, you could see that he had star power. By the way, his costar in the show was Peter Scolari of The Bob Newhart Show. When Regis asks, you will know.

		ROBIN WILLIAMS. I mean, Robin Williams the comedian. Not R.W. the actor. Especially when he goes for the heartstrings, he tries too hard and he’s not convincing. But he was terrifically funny in Good Morning, Vietnam; Mrs. Doubtfire; and The Birdcage. These were cartoon characters, but it worked. Williams is unusually smart, bringing in several levels of humor at once and juggling words like crazy, but sometimes the wit is lost in the swirl of his hyperdelivery.

		JONATHAN WINTERS. Williams’s acknowledged role model, Winters is one of the funniest men who ever lived. He has been very underappreciated in America because it’s so hard to harness his wild genius in the usual TV and movie formats. If you’ve never heard them, try his comedy albums. They are the best of all time, and that includes the albums of Mel Brooks, Carl Reiner, Richard Pryor, and George Carlin (and I believe they’d all agree with me).

		SAM DONALDSON. You have to know something about backstage TV to understand how good Sam is. He’s a risk-taker in an industry dominated by phonies and charlatans and yes-persons. And he’s never boring. Even if you think he can be obnoxious, I think you have to agree that he has proved over and over that he has guts. That is rare in TV news. (Of course, I guess another exception, if you believe ABC-TV, is hard-hitting Earth Day correspondent Leonardo DiCaprio.)

		CHARLES RANGEL. The congressman from Harlem may be to the left of Karl Marx, but he will show up anywhere to defend his positions, and he does so with good humor. I always enjoy sparring with him, and I find that he is always worth listening to. Why? Because he is a hardscrabble guy who actually cares about his constituents. If we had more elected officials like him, from left to center to right of the political spectrum, this would be more like the country designed by our Founding Fathers. There’s nothing wrong with having opposite points of view. What’s wrong is corruption or incompetence.

		DORIS DAY. For my eyes, she is quite simply the prettiest, most all-American actress ever. She is also a comedian with a deft touch. It’s become chic or something to laugh at just about anything about the 1950s, and that includes such Doris Day classics as Pillow Talk. Well, go out and rent one of her hits, and you might be surprised. They’ve gotten better with age. In her personal life Ms. Day apparently had a great many disappointments, but she does not whine publicly, and she has devoted herself to doing great work with abused animals. In case you have no idea who I’m talking about, the closest thing we have to Doris Day on today’s screens is Debra Messing, star of TV’s Will and Grace. I hope she learns from her predecessor how to have a memorable career and a dignified public image.

		MIKE WALLACE. If you’re still the best interviewer in the television business at age eighty-two (and also a noted figure on the New York City celebrity circuit), you’re doing something way right. Wallace is deeply ensconced in the establishment, and so the portrait of him in the film The Insider is mostly accurate. Still, he demonstrates that it’s possible to get better with age. Maybe that’s because he’s still just about as competitive as when he started out.

		PAUL HARVEY. Even further into his eighties than Wallace, he is as good on radio as Mike is on television. In fact, I consider Harvey to be the best radio man ever. In person he is much more soft-spoken than you expect and almost frail. But when that studio light turns on, this pro booms out his stories and opinions in a voice that still gets people thinking all over America.

		DAVE BARRY. He is the funniest writer in America, and it has nothing to do with his haircut. Barry’s yuppie frame of reference, which you might think has already been covered by others, is staggeringly original and funny. And I am not making this up.

		ELVIS PRESLEY. Despite the outfits from Hell—those capes and sequins!—there’s never been a better onstage performer, at least not in my lifetime. Even if he was usually in a haze, he somehow knew exactly how to engage the crowd on every song. He made Frank Sinatra look like Frosty the Snowman.

		ANN-MARGRET. She was reputed to be a close friend of Elvis. Whether that’s true or not, she is perhaps the sexiest woman in the country. (Sorry, Ms. Reno.) If you haven’t seen her in Viva Las Vegas, you must do so immediately. As I recall, Ms. Margret didn’t need silicone-enhanced boobs or lip implants or fake cheekbones. She still sends Pamela Anderson to the back of the line.

		STEVE ALLEN. This totally original comic mind is the godfather of talk TV. Aside from some of his dopey songs and half-baked political ideas, he was great hosting The Tonight Show. With his topical humor he opened the way to the equally brilliant Johnny Carson and the less brilliant Jay Leno.

		ELAINE MAY. It’s simple: She’s the funniest woman in America. She and Mike Nichols burst on the scene with their comic skits in the late 1950s. No one had ever hit the nation’s funny bone in quite that way—it was dry wit that had people rolling in the aisles. If you have no idea who she is, check out the movie The Birdcage with Robin Williams and Nathan Lane. Nichols directed, and she wrote the screenplay.

		MICHAEL JORDAN. Okay, he didn’t make the grade in minor league baseball, and his enthusiastic golf outings leave him pretty much in the duffer class. But the greatest basketball player of all time is also the best athlete I’ve ever seen play in any sport.

		ROBERT KENNEDY, SR. He was the toughest politician I ever saw. He said that he never forgot a friend or an enemy, and I believe him. He took on the Mob and the corrupt unions. Biographers say he was “ruthless,” but there’s no question that Bobby Kennedy was also ruthlessly effective. He did what all politicians should be doing: He tried to right wrongs. How his brother Teddy came from the same family beats the hell out of me.

		WILLIE MAYS. His stats are legendary, but there was more to Mays than the numbers. The whole package—man and talent—made him the best baseball player I’ve ever seen.

		CLINT EASTWOOD. I’ve mentioned our encounter in “The Celebrity Factor,” and you know that he’s been my role model on bad days. He was the shrewdest actor/director I’ve ever met. If he went downhill after Unforgiven, give the guy credit. After all, he dug pools for a living before becoming the biggest movie star in the world. There’s never been anything fancy about Eastwood. He just understood screen presence and timing. He’s made some of the most entertaining movies ever, at least for the men in the audience.

		PETE HAMILL. I’ve never read a better columnist and print journalist. He’s honest and unafraid. He knows that this country is based upon the hard work of blue-collar Americans. Hamill remains a role model for me to this very day.

		WILLIAM SAFIRE. The smartest newspaper columnist I’ve ever read has also got to be one of the hardest working. Agree with him or not, you can see that he always does his homework before spouting his opinion. He does not rest on his laurels.

		MIKE ROYKO. Based in Chicago, he didn’t get as much attention, maybe, as the journalists in New York and Washington, but he was the toughest newspaper columnist I ever read. His death left a huge vacuum in journalism but was a relief for some of the scoundrels who inhabit the Windy City.

		PETER GENT. This former Dallas Cowboys football player wrote the finest sports novel ever, North Dallas Forty. Don’t rely on the movie. Find the book and read it.

		MICHAEL CRICHTON AND TOM CLANCY. Crichton’s Rising Sun and Clancy’s Red Storm Rising are the two most entertaining American novels I’ve come across. Maybe something about the word “rising” does it for me, but both men know how to keep a story rocketing along. They also pack their novels with fascinating facts about how the real world works.

		“THE STAND,” BY STEPHEN KING. There’s no better piece of science fiction—in or out of print. That includes Jules Verne and Isaac Asimov.

		“SHIBUMI,” BY TREVANIAN. This is by far the most gripping thriller I’ve ever read. I don’t know how he does it. From writing my own novel, I’ve learned that it’s not as easy as it looks.

		“THE LEGEND OF SLEEPY HOLLOW,” BY WASHINGTON IRVING. Call it fantasy, horror story, literary folk tale, whatever you want, it’s the best. Do not see director Tim Burton’s ridiculous movie of the same name starring Johnny Depp. Unless you just want to see how brilliant storytelling can be turned into childish nonsense.

		THE DOORS. Okay, I’m sorry about Jim Morrison. I can’t defend his outrages or his self-destruction. Another waste of talent and promise. I wish all of these guys had more sense about their personal lives. But in the end, all I care about is their music: They were the best hard rock group ever.

		THE BEACH BOYS. Forget the sentimental, confused TV “docudrama,” or whatever it was. These guys are responsible for the most fun songs ever. That’s all I need to know about them.

		EARTH, WIND AND FIRE. Tops in the R&B category. By the way, if you think you don’t like R&B, try them as an introduction. Same for the Doors, if you think you don’t like hard rock. You might be surprised. When someone’s the best—in anything—it’s worth your time.

		


		Okay, you’ve heard me out on some of the good people I know something about. They give me pleasure, sanity, entertainment in a world that can be crazy and disappointing some days. They remind me of the good things in American life.

		And there are many good things . . .

		For example, we take for granted the amazing convenience that is available to practically all of us, especially in the matter of feeding our faces. We don’t have the best food in the world, because we race around like lemmings, but we do have the most variety. In many parts of the country restaurants and grocery stores are open around the clock. And we have the best junk food on the planet, including Breyer’s ice cream, Nathan’s hot dogs, Pizza Hut deep dish, and Snapple orange drink. Don’t tell your nutritionist (or any of your kids going through a health food phase), but I have to tell you that purely from the standpoint of taste, you can’t beat this stuff.

		In addition to convenience we have the widest variety of diversions. Even if you’re a miserable grouch who hates everything, you can find some diverting entertainment. The listings for live music, sports, traveling shows, fairs, rodeos, exhibitions, lectures, and all the rest in even a medium-sized town are usually amazing throughout the year. Or you can click through hundreds of cable TV channels. (Yeah, I made fun of them in an earlier chapter, but if you have special interests and you read the schedule carefully, you’re likely to find something good every night of the week. Sports, history, nature, drama—it’s all there.) If you’ve joined the twenty-first century, you’re hooked up to the Internet—a continually growing international resource of information and conversation. There’s stuff on the computer I haven’t even figured out yet, but it’s making the world a more interesting place. And there’s your local library, where every kind of book imaginable is free. Try getting that kind of info in Cuba. You’ll be cutting sugarcane for the rest of your life.

		And aside from watching sports live or on TV, this country is chock-full of people who like to keep playing until they drop. You are bound to be near some kind of league doing something. Anyone can bowl. Softball teams are available for all age groups and talent levels. There are pickup games of basketball and baseball in most parks. Health clubs are everywhere, so it’s easy to find an affordable place to swim, jog, lift weights, or simply baste in the sauna pretending to be Finnish.

		I mean, only a moron can be bored in this country. Take a trip to Belgium and then tell me America isn’t the land of diversion and entertainment. Soon, if the experts are right, the technology of “virtual reality” will allow you to experience just about everything without having to leave your house. Twenty-four hours a day of this would not be a good idea, of course: Leaving the house and getting out into the real world is what life is all about. But occasionally, when you’re tired some day, the virtual option can provide an interesting break, right? Hello, Halle Berry—is that really you inside the virtual reality gizmo?

		And speaking of options, we have religious options, style options, lifestyle options, vacation options, transportation options, and on and on. Americans have more options in more areas than anyone else alive. The Swiss? I believe fondue, Alps, and yodeling just about covers it. Talk radio in Lucerne? No way. Professional wrestling in the shadow of the Matterhorn? Doesn’t happen. The NFL? Can’t get it, Klaus. Back to the slopes with your toboggan, guy.

		Maybe it’s jingoistic, but I thank God that I was born here in America—even though it was in New York City! My parents brought my sister and me into a world of plenty, even if our seats weren’t all that great—but that was just the luck of the draw. I could just as easily have been conceived in Islamabad. In that case, I’d be much more familiar with the habits of a cobra, maybe, but I would have missed out on Howdy Doody, the Mouseketeers, and The Untouchables. I wouldn’t have played Little League baseball and high school ice hockey, or had my first slow dance to the hit single “Hey, Paula!”

		


		But what better tells the story about America than the movies we love? I can’t end a chapter about the Good Factor without listing my favorites. After all, despite Fellini and Kurosawa and David Lean and a few Frenchmen whose names I forget, American movies are still the best in the world. It all started here in 1896, when Thomas Edison’s assistant W. K. I. Dickson came up with the first camera/projector system that actually worked. A little more than a decade later Cecil B. DeMille and other directors were at work in Hollywood. And look how they churn them out today!

		Expensive blockbusters don’t mean quality, of course. Modern film in America has declined at about the same rate as the national educational system. Thank God the good movies of the past are available on cassette, CD, and cable. Here’s what I like, and why:

		THE GODFATHER, PARTS I AND II. For my money, these are the best films ever made. Both (unlike the jumbled Godfather, Part III) are rich in almost every way: superb acting, brilliantly written scripts, and fantastic production values. Besides, a film is destined for historical importance when it contains the immortal line “Leave the gun. Take the cannolis.”

		CASABLANCA. The famous story goes that they had almost finished filming this classic before they could decide how to end it. No wonder, because no viewer ever wants it to end. You can see it ten times and then come back again. Made on the cheap, the film captures the menace of the conquering Nazis in an exotic Moroccan setting. Humphrey Bogart (of course), Peter Lorre, and Claude Rains turn in great performances that are also unforgettable acting lessons, but somebody forgot to wake up Ingrid Bergman. She’s beautiful, but only semiconscious.

		DRACULA. Of all the attempts, the best take on Bram Stoker’s novel is the one starring Bela Lugosi. It has the best line, and he delivers it perfectly: “I never drink . . . wine.”

		THE WIZARD OF OZ. Judy Garland’s a little old (they had to bind her sizable seventeen-year-old’s breasts) and the special effects aren’t much better than you get at Photo Mat, but no one’s ever complained. The thing works. It’s the best kids’ movie of all time. There’s no better witch anywhere than Margaret Hamilton. You hate her. You love her. The best line: “O-leeee-o, o-leeee-o.”

		THE PRODUCERS. Quite simply the funniest movie ever made, it is also one of the smartest. Zero Mostel, Gene Wilder and Mel Brooks collaborated on this caper movie with its notorious musical Springtime for Hitler. (Yeah, this kind of joke and most of the movie require a frame of reference that may be lacking in the audiences for American Pie.) Because the script’s so witty and the three stars are obviously improvising like crazy, you have to see the flick at least three times to catch all of the fun.

		SCHINDLER’S LIST. You will feel that you are actually in a concentration camp. This terrifying but inspiring story is a tremendous achievement; it will stay with you forever. Unlike a later film also directed by Steven Spielberg, Saving Private Ryan, the film understates its violence, making it possible for a larger audience to see it.

		THE EXORCIST. Max von Sydow, the great Swedish actor, is unforgettable in this film, which is both scary as hell and historically accurate. The best line: “I usta be a good Catlic, Father.”

		THE SHOOTIST. John Wayne’s last film is the best western I’ve ever seen. One of the classic acting moments of all time is the first meeting between the Duke and Richard Boone. If you ever doubted Wayne’s savvy as an actor, you have to see him in this movie. Sure, he had more presence than almost anyone, but he also had the talent to go along with it.

		DR. NO. The first James Bond film may be the best. For the first time, we saw Sean Connery, who gives one of the most dominating film performances ever. For my money, he still owns the role. He could play it in a wheelchair in his eighties, and I’d believe it. And then there’s Ursula Andress! She is very convincing, largely because she has only six words of dialogue and lets her bikini do the rest of the talking.

		THE BRIDGE ON THE RIVER KWAI. In my book (no pun intended) this is the best war film ever made. Alec Guinness is spectacular. Jack Hawkins and William Holden aren’t slouches. Like Schindler’s List, this is also great moviemaking that puts you believably inside a concentration camp, this time along with POWs. The best scene: captured soldiers tortured by being forced to stand in the hot sun.

		A SHOT IN THE DARK. Peter Sellers was great almost all of the time, but this is his funniest movie of all—and that includes the Pink Panther flicks and Dr. Strangelove. With Sellers you got unbelievable comic timing along with perfectly coordinated facial expressions. (You also got gastric distress working with this difficult actor, they say. When he had a heart attack on the set of a Billy Wilder film, the director said, “Heart attack? You have to have a heart to have an attack.”) Don’t even blink your eyes, or you’ll miss the full impact of Sellers’s genius.

		SOME LIKE IT HOT. You certainly know about this one: Marilyn Monroe, Jack Lemmon, and Tony Curtis, with the boys running away from gangsters by disguising themselves as members of an all-girl band. Even Curtis is good in this very funny, very clever romp. Marilyn is her legendary self, but her eyes are unusually clear, for once.

		SATURDAY NIGHT FEVER. I’ve already told you about my own disco fever. This movie perfectly captures a Brooklyn subculture of the 1970s that had echoes in towns all across the country. Look beyond the disco madness and you’ll see some of the best character acting ever. Best line: “Don’t hit the hair. I spend alotta time on the hair and you go and hit it.” And Travolta? He does the role so accurately that we all thought that’s all he could do, because he was just being himself. He’s been proving us wrong in a huge range of parts ever since.

		THE BIRDS. Even people who never saw it think they saw it. The film is part of our culture and part of our language. Hitchcock scared the pants off us with some of nature’s most harmless creatures. Check out Tippi Hedren: She really looks frightened. (And that’s before she had Don Johnson for a son-in-law.) Rod Taylor just looks confused. It’s the birds who look as if they’re having a real blast.

		BONNIE AND CLYDE. This is pure hokum and pure entertainment. Gene Hackman, who made my list of good people earlier in the chapter, is terrific as Buck Barrow. Even my pal Warren Beatty is good in this one. For once, he actually seems to be playing a character.

		Well, that’s enough. If I’ve missed your favorites, don’t write me a nasty letter. But I would like you to write me on another subject, as I explain in the next chapter.

	
		 

		
		20. THE GRATITUDE factor

		TALKING POINT: Thanks for reading this book. I’m grateful.

		Time is tight for just about everybody these days, and you’re probably bombarded by all kinds of information and opinion. So thanks for taking the time.

		Because I appreciate your interest, I look forward to your feedback. You can write to me:

		BILL O’REILLY

		FOX NEWS CHANNEL

		1211 AVENUE OF THE AMERICAS

		NEW YORK, NY 10036

		Or you can e-mail me at Oreilly@FoxNews.com.

		First of all, I really want to know whether or not you found this book worthwhile. I intend to keep on writing in this format, but if I can help it, I don’t want to waste anyone’s time. Second, I want to know exactly what you liked and what you didn’t like. If I’ve been unclear or incomplete or dead wrong, in your view, I want to know about it.

		Your comments might raise the kind of issues that I need to address down the road on the air or in my weekly column for APBNews.com or in the next book. I want my viewers and readers to be an active part of my ongoing discussion of what’s good, bad and ridiculous about our great country.

		And if this book enhanced your life in any way, I’d certainly like to know about it.

		THIS JUST IN: “Ingratitude is always a form of weakness. I have never known a man of real ability to be ungrateful.” —Johann Wolfgang von Goethe

		


		What I most wanted this book to accomplish was to instill in you a belief that you can realize your dreams and goals. As I’ve emphasized throughout, that takes discipline and determination—at least, to do it honestly—but it also takes an awareness of the big picture in today’s America.

		The formula is simple: Face the truth, then make the best of it. I hope this book has closed that deal. When you find yourself challenged by a tense situation, factor in the message of this book. Understand the game . . . and you will win—if you work your tail off and stay honest.

		What I’m talking about here is your Personal Factor.

		Use it.

		And as you do, I wish you the very best. After all, that’s the least I can do for someone who has honored me by reading this book.
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