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			Dedication
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			Prologue

			THE DON RISES

			‘Piers, we have a problem.’

			6 NOVEMBER 2024

			The cell phone rang out once, twice, three times ... nothing.

			Four, five, six times ... nothing.

			Seven, eight, nine times ... nothing.

			Then, just as I was about to hang up, a hoarse and exhausted-sounding voice answered.

			‘Piers!’ croaked president-elect Donald Trump.

			We’d shared hundreds of phone calls in the past 20 years. But the one we had the morning after his comeback win wasn’t any normal call.

			This was an extraordinary moment in history, not just for Trump, but for America and the world. He had just become only the second president after Grover Cleveland (132 years ago!) to secure a non-consecutive second term in office.

			‘This is quite something, right?’ he chuckled.

			‘Yes, it is,’ I chuckled back. ‘I’ve been watching TV all morning and can barely believe what I’m seeing. I just wanted to personally congratulate you on pulling off the greatest comeback in political history. You’re now officially the Tiger Woods of politics.’

			‘Thank you!’ he laughed. ‘I appreciate that very much, especially coming from you because I know you always say what you really think.’

			I reminded him that it had been 17 years since we’d met on Celebrity Apprentice.

			‘It’s been one hell of a journey since then,’ I said.

			‘Yes, it has,’ he replied, ‘for both of us!’

			‘Well, a bit more for you than me!’ I said.

			Certainly, if someone had said back in 2008 that Donald J. Trump, a TV star and realtor with no political experience, would win the 2016 election against the most-qualified candidate in history, Hillary Clinton, then lose the 2020 election after a once-in-a-century pandemic, then refuse to accept the result, and help fuel – wittingly or unwittingly – a deadly ‘Stop the Steal!’ riot at the US Capitol, then mount the most extraordinary comeback campaign as his enemies first tried to jail him – making him the first former US president in history to be convicted of a federal crime over hush money payments to a porn star – and then tried to assassinate him in two attempts within a few weeks, only for him to win a crushing victory at the polls in November 2024 ... well, I suspect we’d have all thought that person was bonkers.

			Yet, incredibly, that is exactly what happened.

			‘How do you feel?’ I asked.

			Trump’s not big on ‘feelings’, but I was genuinely curious what this all meant to him on a personal level. Nobody in history has ever been given a second chance at life and the US presidency in just four months.

			He paused and then repeated the question.

			‘How do I feel? Nobody has asked me that ... you know, I feel great!’

			‘I loved what you said about common sense,’ I said. ‘I think that really hit home with voters.’

			‘Well, it’s true,’ Trump replied.

			And he was right. It is.

			Trump’s implausible comeback is probably the single most vivid illustration of woke’s demise. It slammed the door shut on a frenzied decade of outrage, sensitivity and censorship with a defiant barrage of straight-talking common-sense ideas that many people feared were gone for good.

			You don’t have to like Trump or his politics to step back and appreciate the symbolic significance. How could he of all people return triumphantly to the highest office in the world in the era of MeToo, Black Lives Matter, ‘My Truth’ and endlessly offended cancel culture? The answer is:  because that era is over. Ha!

			11 APRIL 2022

			I was standing inside the gilded, gold-plated confines of President Donald Trump’s exclusive Mar-a-Lago private member’s resort in Palm Beach, Florida, and one of my production team was brandishing a document with a concerned look on his face.

			‘What’s that?’ I asked, bemused.

			‘This is a collection of quotes you’ve apparently said about President Trump in the past two years. Someone sent it to him in the last hour, and the quotes are not good. In fact, they’re really bad.’

			I was due to start an interview with Trump in precisely eight minutes, and it was intended to be a blockbuster exclusive to rocket-launch my new global TV show, Piers Morgan Uncensored on 25 April 2022. But as I hurriedly scanned the three-page white paper document, my heart sank.

			There were several dozen comments from me, taken from columns I’d written and interviews I’d given, in which I was savagely critical of Trump’s conduct in the last year of his presidency, from his woeful handling of the coronavirus pandemic to his refusal to accept defeat in the 2020 election, and the appalling 6 January riot at the US Capitol which followed.

			‘Is he going to cancel the interview?’ I asked, trying not to fret.

			‘I don’t know,’ came the reply. ‘But he is VERY upset.’

			‘See if I can go and talk to him about it,’ I suggested.

			Twenty minutes later, I was sitting in Trump’s office.

			Normally, he’d greet me with a cheery smile and the words ‘How’s my Champ?’ because I was his first victorious Celebrity Apprentice on the series that made him a TV superstar.

			But this time, there were no such welcoming pleasantries.

			He was staring at me across his desk with undisguised fury, clutching the document entitled ‘Piers Morgan Comments About President Trump’.

			‘What the fuck IS this?’ he snarled.

			Then he began slowly reading out some of the quotes.

			‘Trump’s a supreme narcissist ...’

			Pause.

			‘His pathetic antics in the past few weeks since losing the election in November have been utterly contemptible.’

			Pause.

			‘Trump’s now too dangerous; he’s morphed into a monster that I no longer recognise as someone I considered to be a friend and thought I knew.’

			Pause.

			‘He’s now acting like a mafia mob boss.’

			Pause.

			‘And all because Donald’s stupendous ego couldn’t accept losing and sent him nuts.’

			Each time he paused, he peered over the document at me, with mounting rage in his eyes.

			When I won Trump’s inaugural Celebrity Apprentice show in 2008, his final words to me as he announced the result were: ‘Piers, you’re a vicious guy. I’ve seen it. You’re tough. You’re smart. You’re probably brilliant. I’m not sure. You’re certainly not diplomatic. But you did an amazing job. And you beat the hell out of everybody ... you’re the Celebrity Apprentice.’

			When he won the 2016 election, I returned the favour by sending him a card saying: ‘Well, Donald, you’re a vicious guy. I’ve seen it. You’re tough. You’re smart. You’re probably brilliant. I’m not sure. You’re certainly not diplomatic. But you did an amazing job. And you beat the hell out of everybody ... you’re the President of the United States.’

			So, we had a reasonable understanding of each other’s personalities, good and bad.

			And it wasn’t like we’d never had a spat.

			He unfollowed me on Twitter (he only followed around 50 accounts at the time, and I was the only Brit, so this didn’t go unnoticed!) in April 2020 after he’d proposed using household disinfectant to fight Covid, and I’d hammered him in a column for spreading ‘batshit crazy coronavirus cure theories that will get people killed.’

			But a few months later, right before the 2020 election, he called me for a lengthy chat and chuckled about how ‘mean and nasty’ I’d been about him, so I mistakenly assumed he didn’t really mind me verbally whacking him from time to time.

			Wrong!

			I’d never seen him so livid or felt so uncomfortable in his presence as I did right now in his office.

			He was almost foaming at the mouth and kept shaking his head slowly and menacingly at me.

			There was no point in trying to deny the quotes. I’d said them, and I’d meant them.

			‘I’ve always been critical of you when I’ve felt you deserved it,’ I eventually said, ‘but as you know, I’ve also written and said many supportive things about you too. This is a one-sided hatchet job designed to stop you doing our interview.’

			‘It’s definitely a hatchet job,’ he retorted, ‘on ME!’

			Then he read another line: ‘January 7, 2021 – President Trump needs to be removed from office. As soon as possible ... through new emergency articles of impeachment, which would have the additional benefit of barring him from ever running for the presidency again.’

			‘REMOVED FROM OFFICE?!’ he shouted. ‘BARRED FROM EVER RUNNING FOR PRESIDENT AGAIN?!’

			Then he threw down the document and threw me a look of withering contempt.

			‘I thought we were friends?’ he shouted. ‘This is so disloyal! After all I’ve done for you? Why would you say all this about me?’

			‘I thought what you did was wrong,’ I replied, feeling myself beginning to sweat.

			This wasn’t going well.

			It looked for sure like Trump was about to cancel the interview, which would have been a massive waste of time and money for me and our team – leaving me an even more massive hole for my first show.

			I was desperately thinking of some way to salvage things.

			‘I don’t intend our interview to be confrontational,’ I said. ‘A lot of time has passed since I said those things, and a lot has happened in the meantime.’

			‘Why should I do it at all?’ he scoffed. ‘You’re not real. You’re a fake.’

			‘No, I’m just brutally honest.’

			‘DIS-honest!’

			We stared at each other for a few seconds, his eyes boring into mine with all the warmth of an Arctic glacier.

			It was time to change the mood music.

			‘There are a lot of positive things I want to discuss with you too,’ I stammered.

			‘Like WHAT?’ he snapped back.

			‘Like your recent golf hole-in-one. Your playing partner, Ernie Els, was raving about it.’

			Trump sat bolt upright.

			‘He was? Where?’

			‘In a local newspaper interview I read this morning. He said it was a brilliant shot, and you played really well ...’

			‘I did, I did.’

			‘Was that your first hole-in-one?’

			‘No! I’ve had seven!’

			Seven?!

			‘Amazing,’ I replied. ‘Congrats! Ernie said you were the best presidential golfer he had played with ...’

			Trump instantly ordered one of his aides to get him some copies of the newspaper containing the interview.

			Then he clapped his hands.

			‘OK, I guess I’ll still do the interview. I don’t know why, honestly, but I’ll see you down there.’

			Thank you, Ernie! I felt a huge wave of relief as I headed back to my team.

			Ten minutes later, President Trump arrived in the interview room and acted like nothing had happened as we posed for smiling photos together. But I could sense he was still very wound up, and there was none of the usual bonhomie between us that I was used to in our many previous encounters.

			I’d been promised 20 minutes and feared he would cut that down to punish me. But in the end, I got 75 minutes, by far the longest time I’d ever had with him on camera, and it was a fascinating, often riveting, and sometimes hilarious series of exchanges with arguably the world’s most famous person as we talked about everything from Ukraine, Putin, Kim Jong-un and nuclear weapons, to the Royals, transgender athletes, Twitter and Joe Biden.

			For the first hour or so, it was a perfectly normal interview. Trump displayed all the forthright style and brash humour that first propelled him into the White House and certainly showed no sign of losing any of his fabled energy.

			I also agreed with him about many issues, as I have done in the past.

			But the interview took a dramatic downward turn when I finally brought up his refusal to accept defeat in 2020 and the appalling scenes on 6 January.

			I told him I believed he lost the supposedly ‘rigged, stolen’ election, I repeatedly pointed out his failure to produce any evidence of the widespread voter fraud he insists occurred to rob him of his presidency, and I blamed his refusal to admit defeat for the deadly riots at the Capitol.

			‘Then you’re a FOOL!’ he sneered. ‘And you haven’t studied!’

			He was back to the furious Trump he’d been in his office and branded me a fool six more times, in between calling Senate minority leader Mitch McConnell ‘stupid’, and his former vice-president Mike Pence ‘foolish and weak’.

			Now abandoning any pretence at cordiality, Trump ranted that he was far more honest than me and again sneered that I wasn’t ‘real’, before haranguing me for exceeding our 20 minutes.

			He tried to end things by jumping to his feet, removing his microphone, and declaring ‘That’s it!’ before I reminded him that we hadn’t discussed his hole-in-one, so he then sat down again and chatted very happily about his golfing glory for a few minutes, before abruptly jumping to his feet again, and barking at the shocked crew: ‘TURN THE CAMERAS OFF!’

			Then he turned on his heels, and sloped angrily off through a side door, loudly muttering ‘SO dishonest ...’ Apparently, he was later heard denouncing me as a ‘scumbag’ and saying he wished he’d never done the interview.

			But I thought it was the best one we’ve ever done together; all the tension created by the damning document gave it a crackle and energy that made for compelling television.

			As for who sent him the document in the first place, Trump told me it came from ‘a friend in London’ and gave it to me to ‘keep as a souvenir of your treachery’.

			Mysteriously, it contains two random, very positive comparative quotes from British politician Nigel Farage who was by then working as a presenter for UK news network GB News.

			Oh, and by an extraordinary coincidence, Farage happened to have dinner with Trump at Mar-a-Lago on 8 April, just three days before I was there.

			You don’t need to be a rigged election conspiracy theorist to work out who went home, compiled the damning dossier, and sent it to him.

			Farage later admitted he’d done it and had told him not to do the interview. This seemed especially treacherous given that when Farage himself had interviewed Trump a few months earlier, I sent him a text saying: ‘Great hit with The Don, congrats,’ to which he replied: ‘Thanks, that’s very good of you.’

			The next day, I sent Trump an email thanking him for his time and included these words: ‘You had every right to get annoyed and call me a fool for not believing the election was stolen from you, but I also have every right to my opinion, and I wasn’t going to lie to your face just to avoid annoying you. The best friends are the most honest/critical ones, not the sycophants.’

			He didn’t reply.

			But once the interview aired, garnering huge global attention thanks to me heavily promoting our fiery exchanges, he piled into me with a series of increasingly savage attacks, culminating in a rally speech in Nebraska where he raged: ‘This crazy Piers Morgan, did you see that show? He’s sort of had it. I think Piers is over the hill. I did him a favour. I didn’t want to do his stupid show. He opened with great ratings when he did me and then after my interview was finished he bombed and he’s now down over 70 per cent. And maybe they’ll someday learn that … Maybe they should hire me as an anchor … We’d get the greatest ratings.’

			And he’s right: Donald Trump Uncensored would be TV gold.

			Our relationship now feels very far from golden. Perhaps we’ll never speak again?

			I hope not. Donald Trump remains one of the world’s most interesting people, and I still wouldn’t bet against him somehow returning to the White House in the greatest comeback since Lazarus.

		

		
			PART ONE

			THE WOKE TIMEBOMB

			Whenever I think of a perfect way to describe woke, my mind returns to a conversation I had on a west London street, shortly after I left Good Morning Britain for expressing my opinion that Meghan Markle may not be the most comfortable bedfellow with the truth – be that her truth, my truth, or anyone else’s truth.

			An elderly but very elegant and sprightly Australian lady bounded up to me and declared: ‘The problem with all these wokies is they just want to suck all the joy out of life. Don’t let them get away with it, Mr Morgan!’

			I gave her my word that I wouldn’t, and I think I’ve kept my word ever since.

		

		
			Chapter 1

			PEAK WOKE

			‘I don’t want anybody here to watch this and think we’re attacking you for being racist.’

			When I was forced out of Good Morning Britain after refusing to apologise for disbelieving Princess Pinocchio Meghan Markle, and a record 57,000 people complained about me to the TV regulator Ofcom, a friend forwarded me an email from Britain’s top criminal lawyer, John Kelsey-Fry KC, which read:

			‘If you happen to be speaking to Piers Morgan anytime soon, would you be good enough to make clear to him that 57,000 brainwashed complainants do not represent right-thinking people in this country.

			‘As it happens, I agree wholeheartedly with everything Piers said on this particular topic, but that is not the point.

			‘The views Piers expressed were legitimate and reasonable by reference to what was and was not in the Winfrey interview. The idea that one is forbidden from holding and expressing those views simply because to do so involves doubting, however sincerely, allegations of racism or claims of mental illness is simply contemptible.

			‘The inevitable consequence of such a prohibition is that so long as one complains of racism or mental illness one’s word must be accepted without question.

			‘This is unspeakable – as, it seems, are all contrary views.

			‘The wickedness of all this was exposed by the attacks on Piers. Everyone is entitled to their own assessment of the accuracy and reliability of the Meghan Markle complaints (in so far as there was sufficient specificity to judge). However, Piers has not been allowed the same entitlement – his contrary view was asserted to be driven by a personal animus against MM, i.e. not genuine, false, confected for revenge.

			‘This is iniquitous and demonstrates a serious disease which has infected public debate – “I am right, what is more I am so right nobody can genuinely disagree with me, ergo if anybody expresses a contrary view it is false and driven by racism, animus or some other malign motive.”

			‘The result is that people are frightened to speak their minds for fear of being labelled racist, uncaring or malign.

			‘If people like Piers are driven out of public debate there will be no debate. There will be no probing, no questioning, no proper analysis – only the self-appointed thought police who have commandeered the airways and the cowed, literally silent majority.

			‘I never thought to hear myself say this but we need the Piers Morgans of this world more than ever.’

			All flattery aside, it was a forensic prosecution of woke’s corrosive impact on free speech and an eloquent explanation of the disastrous mess it dragged us into. My now-infamous walkout came at the peak of the madness.

			Women were to be taken unquestioningly at their word about any claim. Gender, mental health and racial status were impenetrable force fields. Self-identifying as a pansexual moon donkey entitled you not only to a fair hearing but the equivalent of a standing ovation on Twitter. Anybody who questioned the consensus was to be hunted down and flogged by the permanently offended.

			In America, my long-time friend Sharon Osbourne was fired from her show The Talk on CBS, after she reacted angrily to her black co-host Sheryl Underwood accusing her of supporting a racist – me!

			‘I don’t know what he’s uttered that’s racist,’ Sharon said. ‘Tell me what he said that’s racist?’

			‘It is not the exact words of racism,’ replied Underwood, ‘it’s the implication and reaction to it.’

			‘I don’t understand,’ said a bemused Sharon. ‘If Piers doesn’t like someone, and they happen to be black, does that make him a racist?’

			‘No,’ said Underwood.

			‘Right, so why can’t it be that he just doesn’t like her? Why does it have to be racist?’

			There was no answer to this question. Instead, in a moment of stupendous disingenuousness, Underwood said: ‘I don’t want anybody here to watch this and think we’re attacking you for being racist.’

			Sharon chuckled ruefully. ‘I think it’s too late, that seed’s already sown.’

			Yes, it was, and it was sown very deliberately, just as it had been about me.

			Sharon was disgracefully bullied into making a grovelling apology, but all that did was fuel her woke tormentors into an even more ravenous bloodlust that required her to hire extra security after being bombarded with death threats.

			Two weeks later, she was fired.

			The conservative commentator Ben Shapiro texted me: ‘How dare you criticise Meghan Markle for tearing apart the British crown for her own personal gain based on literally zero evidence other than her word? I mean, we know how honest and altruistic and non-self-serving she has been for the past few years, so her word is basically gold where I am concerned. And we also know that to deny allegations of racism is in and of itself racism, which is not at all Orwellian. We must never, EVER question anyone’s sense of personal self-invention, the world must conform to individual self-creation, rather than individuals conforming to factual reality.’

			Never let it be said that Americans don’t do sarcasm.

			The issue of gender has been weaponised just as maliciously as racism to silence criticism. It’s what caused Harry Potter author J. K. Rowling to be subjected to horrendous abuse and threats after standing up for women’s rights.

			And it’s what led to US swimmer Riley Gaines, an equally brave and vocal opponent of trans athletes competing as women, feeling ‘violated’ by sharing a locker room with a ‘fully naked’ trans swimmer and even having to be escorted by police to a classroom, where she sheltered for three hours from a threatening crowd of howling protestors before she was able to safely leave a speaking venue.

			The whole ideology was imposed with voracious hunger by the big institutions that govern us, as evidenced by the medical profession and its sinister creeping linguistic assault on women.

			Mothers were renamed ‘birthing people’, breastfeeding became ‘chestfeeding’, and medical bible The Lancet even had a cover about ‘bodies with vaginas’.

			In Britain, our much-vaunted National Health Service (NHS) dropped the word ‘women’ from its main online health advice for women being treated for cervical, womb and ovarian cancers – despite the fact that ONLY women born to female bodies suffer from these diseases, because only women have cervixes, wombs and ovaries.

			This was supposedly done to avoid causing offence to transgender or non-binary people who don’t wish to be called women.

			But what about the offence this might cause actual biological women with breasts and vaginas (spoiler alert: that’s ALL women) who DO want to be called women?

			Where were THEIR rights in all this?

			The Johns Hopkins University in Baltimore, reputed to be one of the world’s best medical and scientific hubs of academic excellence, decided to unilaterally redefine the word ‘lesbian’ to be ‘more inclusive’.

			In its official online glossary of LGBTQ+ terminology, it said a lesbian was ‘a non-man attracted to non-men’. It explained: ‘While past definitions refer to “lesbian” as a woman who is emotionally, romantically, and/or sexually attracted to other women, this updated definition includes non-binary people who may also identify with this label.’

			Obviously, this egregious load of virtue-signalling woke piffle was bad enough.

			But it got worse.

			How did the same LGBTQ+ glossary define a gay man? It said: ‘A man who is emotionally, romantically, sexually, affectionately, or relationally attracted to other men, or who identifies as a member of the gay community.’

			So, let me get this straight (pun intended ...).

			If you’re a lesbian, you’re a non-man.

			If you’re a gay man, you’re a man.

			But what nobody’s allowed to be ... is a woman.

			And this misogynistic garbage was coming from one of the planet’s supposedly smartest medical brains? People who literally study biology every day of their lives?

			Dr Irwin Redlener, president emeritus of the Children’s Health Fund, told the New York Times that these sorts of linguistic interventions reflect ‘liberals going overboard to create definitions and divisions’.

			He added: ‘It actually exacerbates divisions rather than accomplishing something useful.’

			Exactly.

			And if you don’t fully grasp the problem, here’s a simple test: go up to Megan Rapinoe, Martina Navratilova, or Cynthia Nixon, call them a ‘non-man’, and see what happens ...

			Another of the many absurd aspects to wokeism is the belief in limitless self-identity: the notion that anyone can identify as whatever they like, regardless of science or biology, and must be respected.

			Of course, this only applied to woke causes.

			In the UK, there was an outbreak of ‘furry fandom’, a craze that involved kids at school identifying as animals. An audio recording emerged of a conversation between students and a woke teacher at Rye College in southern England after one of the kids refused to accept a classmate’s claim that she was a cat.

			‘How dare you?!’ snapped the teacher. ‘You’ve just really upset someone by questioning their identity.’

			The young student replied: ‘If they want to identify as a cat then they are genuinely unwell – crazy.’

			‘Gender is not linked to the parts that you were born with,’ the teacher raged, ‘gender is how you identify.’

			The student disagreed, saying: ‘If you have a vagina, you’re a girl, and if you have a penis, you’re a boy.’

			To which the enraged teacher snapped back: ‘You are talking about the fact that cisgender is the norm, that you identify with the sexual organ you were born with ... which is really despicable.’

			He then warned: ‘You need to have a proper educational conversation about equality, diversity, and inclusion because I’m not having that expressed in my lesson. If you don’t like it, you need to go to a different school.’

			Ironically, as I read this, I began to hiss and bare my feline fangs in fury.

			What in God’s name was going on at our schools?

			Why the hell were these teachers tolerating this deluded nonsense?

			Where are the parents of these kids who’ve adopted such brain-warped thinking?

			The next time a child identifies as a cat at school, they should be told that as a mark of respect for their new identity, they will be taken out of the classroom and put in a large cage with other actual cats who want to scratch and bite them all day long, they’ll be given water and tuna chunks for lunch, and must use a litter tray for a toilet.

			Trust me, they’ll be re-identifying as humans again by teatime.

			That teacher was emblematic of one of wokeism’s biggest flaws: it denies reality and promotes fantasy. And never has this been more insidious than in the systematic erosion of women’s rights at the altar of transgenderism.

			In the UK, a supposed ‘transgender woman’ named Isla Bryson was jailed for raping two women.

			In fact, he was a male rapist named Adam Graham who suddenly decided to self-identify as female at his trial to successfully get himself put in a Scottish women’s prison among future potential female targets, like a fox being locked up in a hen coop.

			Graham was moved back to a male prison after an intense media furore, but not before Scotland’s First Minister Nicola Sturgeon had at first refused to say he was a man, then made a humiliating U-turn. She would eventually resign for several reasons.

			How could a trailblazing female politician, who’d fought for women’s rights her whole life, have failed women so badly?

			The answer is simple: she was too terrified of the woke brigade.

			But the perils of this moral cowardice are obvious.

			In the US, a serial killer named Harvey Marcelin killed and decapitated a woman in Brooklyn. He’d earlier been accused of the attempted rape of an eight-year-old girl, and then raping and killing a girlfriend.

			On his release from prison, he killed a homeless sex worker and was jailed again. But he was released, again, 33 years later, and because he now identified as a transgender woman, he was shockingly placed in a women’s homeless shelter.

			And then, predictably, he killed again.

			In his trial, Marcelin was described as an ‘83-year-old woman’ and so the case was reported as an 83-year-old woman gruesomely murdering another woman.

			It wasn’t.

			It was a man pretending to be a woman who murdered a woman.

			Then there’s the scandal of ‘gender dysphoria’ clinics, which became so alarmingly prevalent across America and Europe, with thousands of children being irreversibly drugged and mutilated each year because barbaric doctors fuelled, and commercialised, their supposed transgender ‘leanings’.

			In London, the notorious Tavistock Gender and Identity Development Service was forced to close after a report concluded that 97 per cent of ALL the young patients there suffered from myriad other conditions like autism and depression.

			It was an utter disgrace, aided and abetted by the attempts to change how we think and speak. Anybody insisting you use phrases like ‘birthing parent’ is forcing you to implicitly agree with it. And these subtle impositions to rewire our brains were everywhere, as was the pile of reputations and careers thrown onto the cancel culture bonfire.

		

		
			Chapter 2

			HOW WOKEISM HELPED ELECT A PRESIDENT

			‘You know, we’re the party of common sense.’

			All of which brings me back to the morning of 6 November 2024.

			I’d gone to bed in a New York hotel room after Trump’s 2 a.m. victory speech and been up again since 6 a.m. watching the TV coverage simultaneously across multiple networks on various devices. And one thing became ever clearer as the morning wore on: Trump hadn’t just won, he’d flatlined his Democratic opponent Kamala Harris into complete and utter humiliating defeat.

			The Republicans had obviously prevailed in the key electoral college vote, and thus regained the White House. But it also looked likely, as was later confirmed, that they were going to win back control of the Senate, retain their majority in the House of Representatives, and even triumph in the popular vote, which had eluded Republicans since 2004. And they did it by increasing support from groups right across the political demographic, especially Latinos, African Americans and younger men.

			It wasn’t just a stunning validation for Trump, still smarting from the 2020 election loss that he refused to accept, it was also a stunning repudiation of Harris, and her left-wing progressive agenda that Trump’s most vocal and influential campaign backer, Elon Musk, dubbed the ‘woke mind virus’.

			And something Trump said in his victory speech really resonated with me.

			Explaining why he thought he’d won so convincingly with so many different groups, he said: ‘It was a historic realignment, uniting citizens of all backgrounds around a common core of common sense. You know, we’re the party of common sense.’

			BINGO!

			The two biggest issues in this US election were the economy, and the way ruinously high inflation during Joe Biden’s term had sparked a cost-of-living crisis that ravaged the wallets of millions of Americans; and immigration, for which Biden had presided over an undeniable disaster on the southern border that contributed to an estimated ten million people in total entering the US illegally.

			But there was a third issue which I had felt for a long time could be hugely impactful too, and it was that many Americans had grown sick and tired of insidious woke bullshit.

			Trump’s victory laid bare a cold, irrefutable reality: wokeism is the very opposite of common sense.

			What IS common sense?

			Derived from the Latin words sensus communis, dictionaries define the phrase as ‘knowledge, judgement, and taste which is more or less universal, that is independent of specialized knowledge, training, or the like; normal native intelligence; which is held more or less without reflection or argument’.

			In other words, simple stuff that makes us think: ‘Yes, that makes sense.’

			In a world where the scourge of wokeism rendered so many people weak-willed, work-shy, lacking in the resilience, resolve and perseverance required to navigate life’s travails, and totally devoid of basic common sense, Trump has all of those qualities in abundance.

			Whatever people think of him, and there is rarely a middle ‘I’m not really sure’ ground with Trump, nobody can credibly doubt his strength of character, ferocious work ethic, or astonishing ability to barrel through and bounce back from adversity.

			And his ‘core of common sense’ has undeniable mass appeal, even if the way he articulates it can be overly, and unnecessarily, inflammatory.

			Trump trusts his gut instinct, even when his closest aides are screaming at him to change course, and that, above all else, is why he wins.

			We’ve been friends for nearly two decades now, albeit with a few ‘relationship wobbles’ along the way. The last wobble, and our biggest, over the fiery 2022 Mar-a-Lago interview, ended when he replied, an entire month late, to my email requesting another interview after Queen Elizabeth II died in September that year, with a handwritten note back saying simply: ‘Piers, she was great, best wishes Donald.’

			But a few months later, he called me out of the blue for a long chat that began with the words: ‘Hi Piers, it’s your favourite president, are we good?’

			And we were.

			I’ve always understood why some people can’t stomach Trump, but I don’t understand the venomous hysteria of his wokest opponents. They brand Trump a fascist, but ironically, they themselves became the fascists – shaming and cancelling anyone and anything that dares to deviate from or defy their narrow, blinkered, heavily censored and joyless worldview.

			They call themselves liberals, but their behaviour is so antithetical to liberal values it’s beyond parody.

			They demand diversity, equity and inclusion but rush to exclude anyone they don’t like and play the race card at every opportunity. Diversity, Equity and Inclusion has become a template for encouraging mediocrity over meritocracy, and nobody better personifies this than Kamala Harris, who Joe Biden made no secret of choosing as his vice-president because of her gender and skin colour, not because she was the best candidate for the job.

			In the woke world, losers are winners, weakness is a virtue, and strength is a shameful thing to be despised and rejected. Long-suffering Americans who’ve endured this rancid twaddle for years finally rose up and said, ENOUGH!

			They turned to Trump in such huge numbers, and from right across the age, race and gender divide, because they understood that for all his faults, at his core – as he said in his victory speech – there does indeed lie an instinctive common-sense set of beliefs they agree with.

			A country needs secure borders, wars are ruinous, taxes are too high, governments are bloated, criminals should be caught and punished, meritocracy beats mediocrity, and a nuclear family is better than a broken home.

			I knew for sure that Trump was going to win when I attended my first ever political rally, his huge star-studded event at Madison Square Garden in the middle of New York City, nine days before polling. I’d just arrived in the US for my show’s election coverage and I wanted to see how Trump was welcomed in a Democrat city packed with his fiercest critics.

			In 2016, hundreds of thousands of protestors had marched in New York to register their rage at Trump’s victory over Hillary Clinton. I expected similar scenes at the MSG given that liberals had spent a year branding Trump the new Hitler and his supporters a bunch of Nazis and fascists.

			I mean, if you genuinely think someone is the new Hitler, and Hitler may be about to get re-elected as your President, then you’d probably hit the streets to protest, right? Especially as Hillary had declared it would be a Nazi-loving, Jew-abusing hate-fest.

			‘One other thing that you’ll see next week,’ she told CNN, ‘is Trump actually re-enacting the Madison Square Garden rally in 1939.’

			She was referring to the infamous night at the MSG some months before World War II broke out when a group called the German-American Bund held a rally supposedly to celebrate George Washington’s 207th birthday, but which in fact was a grotesquely antisemitic celebration of the ascent of Hitler’s Third Reich Nazi government.

			It was a despicable comparison for Clinton to make, but entirely in keeping with liberals’ incessant and hysterical demonisation of Trump as a dangerous existential threat to American democracy.

			But despite her attempt to whip liberals into a Nazi-fearing frenzy, nothing happened.

			The streets were full alright, but with jubilant Trump supporters.

			‘I don’t see no stinking Nazis in here!’ bellowed the late wrestling legend Hulk Hogan on stage.

			I didn’t see any stinking Nazis either.

			Instead I actually saw a lot of Jewish people and a fair few pro-Israel banners, which would have looked a little out of place had it been a Nazi rally.

			That didn’t stop MSNBC shamefully juxtaposing Trump rally footage with the 1939 footage. ‘That jamboree happening right now,’ said one of their anchors, ‘is particularly chilling because in 1939, more than 20,000 supporters of a different fascist leader, Adolf Hitler, packed the Garden for a so-called pro-America rally.’

			Trump has been an outspoken supporter of Israel, his son-in-law Jared Kushner is Jewish, and his daughter Ivanka converted to Judaism when she married him. There was even an actual Holocaust survivor, Jerry Wartski, in the crowd.

			What kind of warped mind thinks it’s OK to tell a man like him he’s at a Nazi rally?

			The last time I was at Madison Square Garden was the day after Trump’s 2016 win. I was at a New York Knicks basketball game and found myself sitting next to comedian Chris Rock, so I asked him why he thought Trump had won.

			‘If someone’s murdered eight people,’ he said, ‘don’t go around saying he’s murdered nine.’

			Obviously, he didn’t mean Trump had actually murdered anyone. He just meant there is plenty to legitimately criticise him about without absurdly exaggerating his danger.

			But the truth is that liberals don’t seem to know any other way.

			A secret service agent told me that just 150 protestors turned up at the MSG to register their dismay at the new Hitler. Trump had crushed his critics into supine submission and I now felt certain he was about to win big.

			And the other thing I knew for certain was that the woke brigade would once again throw their collective toys out of the stroller the moment he did. I was right about that too.
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