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Introduction

			Let’s get one thing absolutely clear…we’re all stupid and we all do dumb things.

			I’m defining “stupid” here by its commonly referred use for the past hundred plus years or so as actions freed from the shackles of logic, reason, self-preservation, common sense, and evident success in the opposing action.

			I’m defining “dumb” here as…those actions.

			We all do things without thinking them through.

			We all do things impulsively. Propelled by emotion.

			Things like lashing out, quitting a job, saying no to dessert, getting married, buying that shirt that the young, cool sales clerk said suited you, or thinking that social media was a good idea.

			We’re all stupid and we all do dumb things.

			And we’ve been that way forever.

			Even since before the days Grog said to Oorg, “I bet I can sneak up on that sleeping mammoth.”

			I think you can imagine how that turned out for Grog without me going into much detail. Unless you believe it went well for Grog. Then maybe as a member of the Make Everything Grog Again (MEGA) group, this book might not be for you. But thanks for buying it!

			So what is this Stupidpocalypse I refer to? Well, reader, here’s the deal…

			At some point in recent history, let’s say…around when the USA decided it might be funny to let a two-dimensional cartoon of a businessman notorious for making bad decisions make decisions that would affect the whole planet, the Stupidpocalypse began.

			You see, up until that point being stupid and doing dumb things was a cause for embarrassment. If you had been stupid and did something dumb, you did your best to conceal that fact or mitigate any damage.

			However, suddenly it was okay to ignore evidence…replace facts with hunches…regard opinion as truth…and somehow not laugh when saying things like “alternative facts.”

			Don’t like how something is going? Remember it differently!

			Don’t like this factual account of something? Make up your own!

			Accountability became as passé as the word “slacks.”

			Many people learned that if you do enough stupid things in rapid succession, it might be okay.

			At least for a while.

			Now, I should also clarify that this book will not simply bash the “right.”

			No, just as stupid needs no passport, it also exists on every part of the political spectrum.

			It’s just that the dumb things the “right” have been doing recently are less “funny haha” and more “funny oh my god we’re all going to die,” so they stand out more.

			But don’t fret…stupid, like a viral pandemic, doesn’t care who you voted for.

			However, it’s important that we’re aware of the Stupidpocalypse.

			Renowned science fiction writer Ray Bradbury famously wrote a short story about a time traveler who stepped on a butterfly in the prehistoric past and changed the outcome of a presidential election in 2055.

			The Stupidpocalypse is like that…except instead of one guy accidentally stepping on a butterfly, it’s a bunch of people with cans of bug spray.

			We need to be vigilant. We need to be…smarter. We need to at least gird our loins or any other parts of us that are dangerously ungirded.

			As funny as a stupid person doing a dumb thing is, it can have potential impacts on real life.

			Especially when there are multiple stupid people doing multiple dumb things.

			For example, a drunk man being attacked by a Canada goose and trying to fist fight with it—funny.

			Large groups of drunk people going around provoking and punching Canada geese at random is a problem (even if they are dicks sometimes and easy to provoke by calling them a “raccoon with a pilot’s license” or “American”).

			Again, we’re all stupid and we all do dumb things.

			Stupid is indeed everywhere in varying degrees.

			Politics doesn’t have a stranglehold on dumb things.

			Parenting, marriage, family, America, social media, technology, Canada, America (I mention it twice because of American Exceptionalism).

			So, what to do about this Stupidpocalypse?

			The first step is…don’t panic.

			Panicking leads to stupid decisions and doing dumb things and we’re already quite full of those, thank you very much.

			The second step is…read this book.

			It won’t provide any protection but it will hopefully provide distraction as you patiently wait for the world to finish spiraling into abject idiocy.





Foreword

			BY RYAN REYNOLDS

			We’re not related, and I will not be able to write the Foreword for your book.

			—Ryan Reynolds





Parenting Is a Joke





Animals Are Better Parents

			SURVIVAL TIP: IF WORRIED THAT YOU ARE FAILING AS A PARENT, REMEMBER THAT GIRAFFES LET THEIR BABIES DROP SIX FEET TO THE GROUND WHEN THEY’RE BORN IN ORDER TO SNAP THE UMBILICAL CORD AND SHOCK THEM INTO THE WORLD, AND THEY TURN OUT JUST FINE.

			I remember it very well.

			I remember both of them actually.

			I was in the room for the birth of both of my sons. Despite that deeply scarring and terrifying experience, I love them to bits and I am immensely proud of both of them. They are me, but far, far better. They may not have as large a social media following as I do, but that’s not a measure of success. Well, it is a literal measure of success in a very real way, so I may be entirely wrong about them being completely better than me, but I’m still very proud of both of them.

			I also vividly remember cutting their umbilical cords. You ever had undercooked calamari? It was like cutting that. Rubbery and probably quite chewy (I didn’t chew it off; I used scissors). I apologize if that puts you off undercooked calamari, but that’s life. Also you shouldn’t be eating undercooked calamari. It’s gross.

			It was also a very primal experience…cutting my sons’ umbilical cords, not eating calamari. Though it’s close. Watching new life emerge onto the planet right in front of your eyes reminds you of how we’re all just animals…except, for the most part, we wear pants.

			I also remember about three weeks into our first son’s life, a neighbor popped by “to see the baby.” It’s around the three week point of being a parent that the novelty of having this new accessory in your life starts to wear a bit thin. I’m not saying you don’t love your baby any less, it’s just that the weight of keeping another person alive becomes very evident. Plus, you haven’t slept in about…three weeks. The baby’s cries melt into white noise like after a really loud rock concert when your hearing is basically just low-definition crackling. You love your baby so much but also…what the hell is the problem please tell me and will that make you stop crying?

			Anyway, this neighbor stood at the door and asked to see our new baby. I don’t think I said any words to her. I turned and fetched our infant son in his car seat and plunked him down in front of her and gestured the words, “That is baby. See baby? Yay.”

			She bent down and looking adoringly at his adorable little face, said words that sent a shiver down my spine: “Enjoy this time. This is the easy part.”

			I stared at her blankly. I forced a smile but still did not speak despite words like “fuck,” “right,” and “off” spinning in my mind.

			She was right, of course.

			We soon discovered that a baby that stays in the same spot when you put it down is A LOT easier to care for than one who immediately transforms into a diapered ninja as soon as you loosen your grip.

			As your kids grow, the challenges don’t stop, they just change. Until one day you’re facing the same challenges as they are, except you’re still their parent.

			But back to the distressing birth scenes.

			Seeing my children being born was a privilege. As I said, it also felt a bit primal. You start to feel a way that can only be described as that thing that makes you retract your hand from a burning hot oven before you even know it’s hot. It’s spinal. It’s visceral. It’s animalistic.

			Which makes you look at things differently. Suddenly you start crying at bathroom tissue commercials. You start to hate/love “Cat’s in the Cradle” by Harry Chapin because it hits like a spike to your heart. You start to anthropomorphize animals and their relationship to their offspring.

			But then you read up on animals and how they treat their offspring and realize they may actually be better parents than we humans are.

			Every parent wants their child to grow up to be strong, independent, and resilient, yet none of us feel comfortable dropping an infant from six feet in the air when it’s born like giraffes do.

			Every parent cherishes the time they may get to spend breastfeeding their child…but not until they’re eight years old like orangutans do. Freakin’ weirdos.

			Every parent wants to protect their child from the elements and harsh environment, yet not for months on end like emperor penguins do.

			Every parent wants to provide for their child and leave them something, yet very few of us get to leave territory and food supplies like red squirrels do when they die.

			Animals really do a great job at parenting. Though I would stop at saying we could learn a thing or two from them. At least not literally and directly.

			Case in point, the Strawberry Poison Dart Frog father urinates on the eggs laid by his partner to keep them moist. I feel fairly confident that my wife, Shannon, wouldn’t have been keen for me to try that when she was pregnant.

			To be honest, I’m not sure I even could. (Bashful bladder.)

			Therein lies my point: animals are better parents, kinda. The dad frog is like, “I’ve drank like six frog-sized beers, and I am ready to do my duty.” I don’t know if I could be that good of a parent. Maybe, I guess. If everyone did it. This is creating some distressing imagery in my head.

			My point is…animal parents focus on what will keep their kids alive and thriving.

			We could learn a thing or two from them. But again, and I cannot stress this enough, maybe not the peeing thing.





Digital Umbilical Cord

			SURVIVAL TIP: TRY TO MAINTAIN A HEALTHY AND SAFE LEVEL OF PLAUSIBLE DENIABILITY TOWARD YOUR CHILDREN.

			I can say with 100 percent authority, that when I was a child, I was glad there were times my parents had no idea where I was or what I was doing.

			From smoking horrendous menthol cigarettes (your entire existence can smell like an ashtray with a half-sucked mint in it!) behind the grocery store across the street from our home to being chased out of a then-illegal cannabis field by people with rifles on the back of a truck. We “accidentally” discovered the field by an abandoned farmhouse when we went there to climb up the side of the half-gone silo to see the dead pig floating in rainwater about thirty feet below. Good times, good times.

			There exists a time in every child’s development where the inner idiot must be indulged. Stupid must conquer reason occasionally.

			Consequences must be made evidently real and give you a pretty good scare. And being chased by cannabis growers with rifles on the back of a pickup was a pretty good scare.

			I feel this is essential for the healthy evolution from “little idiot” to “big stupid adult who should really know better.” (I feel that I should note that in Canada, where I live, cannabis is legal and those folks with rifles on the back of a pickup are now probably legally selling their wares in a store called Mom’s Favorite Cannabis.)

			To be clear, I’m not one of the people who say, “When I was kid, our parents would send us out at the start of the day and not expect to see us again until the streetlights came on!”

			No. I mean, it’s largely true, but that’s just lazy parenting.

			As a human parent, you have a certain level of responsibility for the safeguarding of your spawn. These days, sending children out at the crack of dawn and having them unaccounted for for hours seems somewhat, if not absolutely, irresponsible.

			That may have been the thing back in our day, but so was the unprescribed over-consumption of valium by some parents.

			And sure, the kids who survived grew up to have some formidable life skills, but the same could be said about those people who finally get rescued after being lost for thirty days in the wilderness and look a little uncomfortable when asked about what they ate to survive, and by the way, what happened to their friend?

			There has to be a balance for parents. Somewhere between “police state” and “betcha don’t have the guts, fate.”

			Text messaging is in that sweet spot, I think. It can provide the illusion of immediate assurance of safety from child to parent and it can simultaneously provide global reach for one of a parent’s most effective parenting tools…guilt.

			Technology has brought us many benefits, but the notion that I can, from the comfort of my couch, fire a short, seemingly innocuous, and loving message to my children no matter where they are on the globe that I know will explode like an atomic guilt bomb and keep them in check is wonderful.

			These messages are not directives or admonishments. There is no need for “Please be careful” or “Don’t do anything dangerous.” No, no…the secret is to disguise them as offers. Let me give you some examples of messages and their translation.

			Message: “Hope you’re having fun!”

			Translation: “Don’t come home late and make the loudest bowl of cereal ever.”

			Message: “Just wanted to let you know I’m so proud of you!”

			Translation: “Put down the vape. You look like a futuristic idiot.”

			Message: “Your teeth look so good since you got your braces off!”

			Translation: “I don’t care how cool the dead pig is, get down from the ladder on that silo.”

			It’s truly the perfect union between technology and parenting. An easy way to kink the digital umbilical cord and remind your children that you love them and they better appreciate that.

			But of course, like all good things, you can go too far.

			One of the coolest things you can do with mobile phones is find people’s exact locations. For this reason, getting your child a mobile phone of their own so you can track their whereabouts seems like a good idea.

			And it is…for a time.

			If your child is younger, say “watches SpongeBob because it’s funny” young, then yes, a good thing.

			This technological wonder will allow you to confirm that they are indeed at the park.

			This ensures that they are indeed where they are supposed to be.

			If your child falls into the slightly older “watches SpongeBob because…dude, this show still rocks, dude…heh heh” category, you may not want to know where they are.

			Hear me out…

			Think back to the places you would be when you were in your teens.

			Not the every-weekend-hangout spot of your friend’s basement or garage, I mean the weird places that boredom or curiosity would take you to.

			The places where you learned how to do that thing that you still do as your party trick today.

			The places where you found out who you are…or more frequently, who you aren’t.

			Now imagine your parents knowing where you were during those times.

			Questions would demand to be asked. Answers would satisfy no one and the whole experience would make you determined to outwit being tracked.

			That’s not good for anyone.

			We’re lucky to live in this age where we can check in with our kids no matter where we or they are.

			We just have to make sure we don’t abuse it.





How to Choose Your Favorite Child

			SURVIVAL TIP: CHOOSING A FAVORITE CHILD IS LIKE CHOOSING A FAVORITE CAR TIRE. ONCE IN MOTION, YOU’RE STUCK WITH THE ONES YOU’VE GOT AND YOU WANT THEM ALL TO PERFORM WELL.

			I was once asked who was my favorite child.

			I replied that the kid next door, Kelsey, seemed pretty good as far as kids go.

			Then I realized they were specifically referring to my two sons.

			Should you have children, you may already know this, and if you don’t, it’s about time you did.

			If you don’t have children and someday hope to, it’s important you know this as well.

			There is no benefit to choosing a favorite child. Despite how maddeningly frustrating one or more may be at any given time, your favorite one will turn on you eventually.

			Children, I was shocked to initially discover, are not carbon copies of their parents. Sure, they may look like you, act like you, think like you to an extent—and actually, that’s pretty annoying sometimes too, now that I think about it.

			Children are their own beings. They are merely other humans you have created and/or guided into life. And we can all agree that humans are awful and by that reasoning, your children are awful too. This realization, while initially harsh, will provide you comfort as we discuss this issue further.

			Choosing a favorite child is foolhardy. It is the equivalent of choosing a favorite tire on your car…while doing 80 mph on the highway. You may begrudge how much they cost, how they’re impossible to keep clean, how they seem to be making too much noise…but you ultimately want and need all of them to perform well.

			What happens if some time in the future you’re old, frail, and in need of help and your favorite child is unable to come provide assistance and you’re stuck with the other children who know they aren’t the favorite? I’ll tell you what happens…what happens is you better not have any problems with your email because your also-rans offspring aren’t going to help.

			No, there is no benefit to choosing a favorite child.

			What you need to do is stay flexible. Instead of choosing a favorite, recognize there will be times that one or more of your children may be entirely unlikeable. Again, they’re just humans. Humans that you have to buy food and expensive sneakers for.

			Stay flexible and choose your least favorite(s). Acknowledge this will change. Make them work for your love.

			I realize this may sound cruel and could promote rivalry between siblings.

			Well, only if you’re lucky.

			Imagine waking up on the weekend and your children are racing to be the first to cut the lawn, clean the kitchen, or vacuum the living room. All vying for your approval and the coveted status of “favorite child.” All the while you know
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