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What they’re saying about Ted...
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“Some are attracted to Ted Nugent for his lifestyle of conservation management, others for his political courage, and many more for his rock ‘n’ roll. For me, it’s all three. Nuge has had me in a ‘Stranglehold’ for years, and his musings in Ted, White, and Blue will keep me on his tour bus for many more.”

—Michael Smerconish
 Philadelphia number one radio talk show host

 

“Ted Nugent is the closest thing to a human tornado I’ve ever met. He lives life at mach speeds, boldly pouring himself into matters deeply personal to him. His efforts to support U.S. troops wounded in the defense of freedom and his selfless devotion to children with life-threatening illnesses are just two indications of the gentle heart that beats beneath the surface of this wild-eyed warrior. His story is as American as rock ’n’ roll and as inspirational as Horatio Alger. I hope Ted, White, and Blue opens your eyes to the challenges of our times and the limitless opportunity in our country. I pray it encourages you to live life boldly and in the spirit of the wild!”

—Rick Perry
 governor of Texas

 

“Ted is a great American. He is a rock ’n’ roll god, a true patriot, a tireless worker and somebody who lives his life his way.”

—Dennis Arfa
 president/CEO of Artist Group International

 

“I am proud to have the good fortune to call Ted Nugent my friend and I am glad that we have him in the corner of the liberty-loving, self-respecting Americans who will accept no less than absolute freedom for ourselves and our future generations.”

—Jeff W. Zimba
 production manager, Small Arms Review magazine

 

“Never in my life have I met a more fervent and impassioned person. The man gives 1,000,000 percent to all he believes in. His family, his politics, his hunting, and his guitar playing! I see the gooseflesh he gets while playing Stranglehold 33 years after it came out. THAT is DEDICATION!”

—Greg Smith
 bass guitar, Ted Nugent Band
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Dedicated to
 my wonderful family, friends,
 the U.S. Military warriors,
 and my BloodBrothers
 everywhere.






“I am a black Jew at a Nazi Klan rally. Let’s get it on.”
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Ted Nugent






Those Who Know Ted Best ...
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“As with all crusaders, you can not head him off or make him quit. Trying to do so only adds fuel to his already blazing internal inferno of self motivation, determination and persistence. Where the dust and sweat is swirling in the arena is where you will find Ted Nugent. Oh, and one more thing: he parks where he wants.”

—Ward Parker

 

“I’ve been riding shotgun with this human fireball of intensity & passion for the better part of two decades. And here’s what I know for sure. Ted’s boundless energy is exceeded only by his talent. And his talent is exceeded only by his heart. Any questions?”

—Linda Peterson
 assistant to Mr. Nugent

 

“For the last 30 years, I’ve been running alongside a runaway freight train. His name is Ted Nugent. Look out, hop on, or get run over.”

—Doug Banker
 long time manager

[image: 005]

www.tednugent.com

 

 

Ted Nugent Management: 
Doug Banker 
McGhee Entertainment 
Suite #200 
8730 Sunset Blvd. 
Los Angeles, CA 90069  
www.mcgheela.com






A Note on Style

Some folks might remember that George Bernard Shaw—a sandal—wearing socialist vegetarian—tried to reform the spelling of the English language. Big deal. Big musty flop. This book—by the hard-drivin’, hardlovin’, full-throbbin’, high-octane, deerslayin’, allthings-scarin’, ballistic guitarboy—Nugetizes it. Get ready to rock, doc.






FOREWORD
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Old school still rules. Thanks to Ted Nugent for keeping it real  at Shrine Catholic Academy in Royal Oak, Michigan. Ted related  to the students in a way that only he can—with humor,  honesty, and his unique brand of talent. I believe that my  students learned more about life in the time spent with Ted  than they would have in weeks of pouring through books,  doing research, and taking tests. He taught, he motivated,  and he inspired. Best of all—he led by example.
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—Elaine Hewitt, English Teacher at Shrine Catholic Academy,  March 10, 2010

Since the celebratory opening volley of Ted, White, and Blue: The Nugent Manifesto first scorched upon an unsuspecting civilian public many months ago, much in the same way God, Guns, &  Rock ‘n’Roll did a few years previous, my crowbar of truth and logic has never been busier.

The tsunami of Amens! thrust upon me in all my nonstop travels and activities across the land continues to be very gratifying, uplifting, and rewarding, particularly in the context of today’s America filled with a growing army painfully and embarrassingly caught up in the curses of apathy and denial. Many have made it perfectly clear that my sharing and celebrating my own simple, self-evident truth and logic driven life is indeed applicable and miraculously transforming in their own. Can I hear a hearty “No shit, Uncle Ted!”

Of course I can, and believe me, I do constantly, as it should be.

Know that it is in no way a Nuge thing. Rather, all evidence points clearly to a throbbing “We the People” thing that is once again rising from those disconnected ashes of apathy and building steam most notably in the Tea Party movement. It’s about damn time.

I hate to be the one to say, “I told you so,” but the runaway freight train of self-imposed, comfortably numb ignorance that has for so long yanked the carpet out from beneath so many Americans is slowly but surely coming to light. And though I am not yet convinced that a real and meaningful wake-up call has taken place, it is nonetheless apparent that this new Tea Party movement is a step in the right direction. Truth is a beautiful thang.

More and more hard working, sacrificing Americans from the asset column are beginning to admit that the majority of those in the liability column are there because they like it there. They are, after all, rewarded for it.

Sadly, America has the perfect president and commie-infested administration for the soulless sheeping of a once great nation. The parasites  may very well outnumber the producers, and Obama’s Mao fans make it abundantly clear that they hate America, do indeed wish to fundamentally transform her into a Euro wannabe, and look to Lenin, Marx, Mao, Castro and Che, Reid, Pilosi, Van Jones, and other anti-American monsters for direction and inspiration. Phenomenally stupid and suicidal.

Why do you think they call it dope?

Much of the world looks upon us as spoiled brats who got fat and lazy and don’t appreciate what we have. Watching rude, arrogant, out-of-control bureaucrats spend like maniacs with impunity and a blatant Big Brother, oversized government meddling-where-no-American-government-has-gone-before in direct and obvious violation of the U.S. Constitution and all things common sense has created a long overdue backlash of good, old, down-to-earth “We the people” activism. The worm has turned.

I want to personally salute Rush Limbaugh, Sean Hannity, Mark Davis, Mark Levin, Michael Savage, Laura Ingram, Neal Boortz, Mark Stein, Walter Williams, Thomas Sowell, David Limbaugh, Jed Babbin, Michael Smerconish, Michael Reagan, Newt Gingrich, Michelle Maulkin, Ann Coulter, Neal Cavuto, Roger Hedgecock, and most of all, the amazing Glenn Beck for sounding the most important alarm in the history of the free world. These brave souls and many more like them are spotlighting cockroaches like never before, and the people are responding. I am proud to be a part of this growing wave of activism, even though I started around 1966. Surely, such a glorious experiment in self-government should include all Americans. Self-government is not an abstract, it is a job description, and it is good to see so many Americans punching the clock for a change.

HealthCare hell indeed, TARP, stimulus packages, cap and trade, amnesty for invaders, releasing September 11 conspirators, shutting down Gitmo, trying terrorists in civil court, blatant redistribution  of wealth, government-run banks, government-run car companies, government-run insurance companies, government-run schools, government-corrupted mortgage firms, government-run social engineering, the Marxist battle cry of “social justice,” ad nauseum—it is all way too obvious what needs to change, and I pray to God every day that it is not too late.

Social justice in the vulgarity of the progressive’s language is antisocial and unjust. Know it.

I cannot take credit for the following little ditty, but when I got it from a friend, I immediately posted it on my Tednugent.com TalkBack, and it pinned the logic meter on DefCom Uno. This would certainly be a good first step back to The Founders vision:HERE’S WHAT WE ALL CAN UNITE ON & MAKE HAPPEN!!

Congressional Reform Act of 2010 by Allen L. Roland

1. Term Limits: 12 years only, one of the possible options below.a. Two six-year Senate terms
b. Six two-year House terms
c. One six-year Senate term and three two-year House terms Serving in Congress is an honor, not a career. The Founding Fathers envisioned citizen legislators; serve your term (s), then go home and back to work.

2. No Tenure/No Pension: Congressmen collect a salary while in office and receive no pay when they are out of office.

Serving in Congress is an honor, not a career. The Founding Fathers envisioned citizen legislators; serve your term (s), then go home and back to work.


3. Congress (past, present, & future) participates in Social Security:All funds in the Congressional retirement fund moves to the Social Security system immediately. All future funds flow into the Social Security system, Congress participates with the American people.

Serving in Congress is an honor, not a career. The Founding Fathers envisioned citizen legislators; serve your term (s), then go home and back to work.


4. Congress can purchase their own retirement plan just like all Americans. Serving in Congress is an honor, not a career. The Founding Fathers envisioned citizen legislators; serve your term (s), then go home and back to work.


5. Congress will no longer vote themselves a pay raise. Congressional pay will rise by the lower of CPI or 3%. Serving in Congress is an honor, not a career. The Founding Fathers envisioned citizen legislators; serve your term(s), then go home and back to work.


6. Congress loses their current health care system and participates in the same health care system as the American people. Serving in Congress is an honor, not a career. The Founding Fathers envisioned citizen legislators; serve your term (s), then go home and back to work.


7. Congress must equally abide by all laws they impose on the American people. Serving in Congress is an honor, not a career. The Founding Fathers envisioned citizen legislators; serve your term (s), then go home and back to work.


8. All contracts with past and present congressmen are void effective 1/1/11. The American people did not make this contract with congressmen; congressmen made all these contracts for themselves. Serving in Congress is an honor, not a career. The Founding Fathers envisioned citizen legislators; serve your term(s), then go home and back to work.


If America is truly alert to the communist/Marxist hit parade that is the current White House, then that is what we should all fight for. And the Tea Party cannot do it alone at its current size and voice. It is going to take an increased fiery, passionate activism by millions more Americans who still believe. I still believe, I believe in America.

I just watched a public television special on the poor abused middle class of America here at my home in Texas this very day, March 23, 2010. It showed a parade of losers, some at the hair salon having their hair and nails done, whining about the horrors of credit card debt, and feebly expressing how they cannot imagine how it caught up with them like it did. Hey asshole, if you’re in debt, YOU CANNOT AFFORD TO GET YOUR HAIR AND NAILS DONE! Then they went out to dinner. Dear God in heaven, if that doesn’t say it all.

It’s like the denial-riddled clown we all saw at the soup kitchen, getting his daily handout, but this time from Michelle Obama. Amazingly, this guy supposedly couldn’t afford a meal, but he was able to take a photo of the president’s wife with his state-of-the-art cell phone. Not being able to make ends meet must suck. The average “poor” American hasn’t the faintest idea. Have another smoke, fire up the bass boat, microwave, flat screen satellite TV, feed the pit bull, and think about it. Make ends meet, my ass.

Spread the good word my fellow Americans. I, for one, know it is not too late. The American Dream of excellence, independence, and individualism throttles on for all willing to work hard and sacrifice.

Study history. Study the U. S. Constitution, the Bill of Rights, the Declaration of Independence, the Ten Commandments, and the Golden Rule. Prod your family, friends, coworkers, neighbors at church and school—everybody you can—to wake up, to get involved, to raise hell. Put pressure on your elected officials and your regional media. Let the voice of real Americans drown out the new Maoists.

Meanwhile, your dear Ol’ Uncle Ted will just keep on doing what I’ve been doing nonstop since the roaring ’60’s:’ raising hell. Spotlighting cockroaches. Swinging the crowbar of truth-logic upside the heads of the deserving. And believe you me, there has never been a more target-rich environment.

Courageous American military warriors continue to make the ultimate sacrifice, time and time again, to protect and secure freedom and our American Dream. How dare we fail them by not utilizing and putting to work these unique American liberties, for which they gave so much. Do it for them. The stakes have never been higher, and the future of America never so threatened. We can do it. We must.

Trample the weak, hurdle the dead. Sometimes we give the world the best we got, and we get kicked in the teeth. Give the world the best we got anyway.

Ted Nugent

March 2010

 

Friend, you cannot legislate the poor into freedom by legislating the wealthy out of freedom. And what one person receives without working for, another person must work for without receiving. The government can’t give to anybody anything that the government does not first take from somebody. And when half of the people get the idea they don’t have to work because the other half’s going to take care of them, and when the other half get the idea it does no good to work because somebody’s going to get what I work for. That, dear friend, is about the end of any nation.

Dr. Adrian Rogers,
 Love Worth Finding Ministries










INTRODUCTION

TED NUGENT THROUGH THE EYES OF BOB COBURN
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Let me begin this treatise by acknowledging that I have known Ted Nugent for over thirty years. That means that I have known The Nuge just as long as I have not known him. That alone is a pretty scary thought. I’ve been playing his music even longer than that. In fact, The Amboy Dukes’ classic song “Journey to the Center of Your Mind” became a national hit in the summer of 1968. I started my radio career in fall of 1968, so we have been on the rock ‘n’ roll train together the whole time. We were just riding in different cars for awhile. We met face to face for the first time in 1975 when his legendary, eponymous solo album TED NUGENT hit radio like an RPG. With the killer song “Stranglehold” augmented by “Hey Baby,” “Just What the Doctor Ordered,” and more, Ted cemented his spot in the rock pantheon with his greasy, sexy, R&B injected brand of rock reminiscent of the Detroit sound that held sway nationwide. Nugent put some stink on his music coming out of the gate. He was a young white punk influenced by the African-American rhythms he grew up with in the Motor City. But this was anything but assembly line rock. Those tribal sounds have stayed with him for a lifetime and helped define the man as well as his music. I asked him once if he liked Pantera’s cover of “Cat Scratch Fever” and he said he respected the band, but disliked that they took the grind, the bump, and the undulating rhythm out of it. They made it Wonder Bread in his view.

I was working at the legendary KMET in Los Angeles in ’75 when program director Sam Bellamy was wondering why the music  director was adding the Ohio Players and the O’Jays, The Stones and The Eagles, but not Ted. This was back when radio personalities on the fledgling FM dial were allowed to play what they wanted. How I miss those days. But you can’t play an album that’s not in the studio. She wanted to know if I would have added the Ted Nugent album into the “available for airplay” box. Well, hell yeah! One thing led to another and soon I was helping Sam pick the music the staff could choose from and anchoring afternoon drive. Theodore inadvertently helped my career take off.

KMET was a juggernaut back then, actually becoming the #1 station in LA for quite some time. Adding Ted’s album to KMET’s selection of music helped his career take off too. I call that a fair trade. Inevitably Nuge came rolling into town to do some damage at a local venue and he stopped by the radio station for a little on air chat. The energy level in the studio was suddenly enough to power the transmitter and half of Hollywood; the man crackled with exuberance and enthusiasm. I figured he was high as a kite, but pretty soon learned a lesson about the Motor City Madman. This was au natural. This was default mode. This was amazing, because in that era Peru was the most popular country in the world. Frank Zappa’s classic line applied to Nugent too, “Can you imagine me on drugs?” No, and I really don’t want to ponder the possibility. This will become a salient point as this story progresses. As an aside, Nuge was on Zappa’s DiscReet Records for 1973’s Call of the Wild  album. Hardly two peas in a pod, but both were sober, controlled, and bright talents.

I was sent to Chicago by Metromedia to begin a Windy City version of “The Mighty Met” called WMET in 1979. If you really know “Theadocious Atrocious,” you are aware he has Chicago roots as well as those in Detroit. We would often have Ted’s mom, Marion, (everybody just called her “Ma Nuge”) call in or drop by the studio because everybody loved her, and she could actually outtalk Ted. The only person I’ve  met with that capability. This was an early lesson in genetics. At WMET we even had a “Mother’s Day with Ted’s Ma” one year. It’s a good thing Nuge wasn’t there because she busted out some pictures that, for once, I guarantee would have left him speechless. “You must have been a beautiful baby....” Hey Baby, indeed! It was one of the most fun and successful promotions we did at The MET in Chicago. Ma was a charmer and a wonderful person. The proverbial apple didn’t even fall from the tree in their case.

One morning I went to the Chicago ABC TV station on State Street to pick The Nuge up from an interview on “Good Morning Chicago,” or whatever it was. This is 1979, remember, and Ted was way past larger than life at this point, past the hugely successful “Cat Scratch Fever” and was one of the most recognizable faces in America. I sent out a memo to the entire station staff telling, no, make that “warning” them that he was coming in and that there were to be no tours, no gawking, and no pressuring him for autographs and such. Well, as the cliché goes, not everyone got the memo. I came strolling in with Ted and immediately walked into a station tour of girl scouts. You know, you can’t make this stuff up. He was immediately mobbed, grabbed, poked, prodded, and what then ensued was akin to a swarm of bees with ‘roid rage. I waded through the young ladies and grabbed him by the arm and told him not to worry, that I’d get him out of there. He shoved my hand away and screamed, “Are you crazy? I’ve been waiting my whole life for this!”

Of course, Ted remained a gentleman, signed everything pushed his way, charmed everyone around him, and gave some young ladies a moment I guarantee they still remember. I think my morning drive guy got ten minutes tops with him. Priorities, gotta get them straight.

Naturally, I have had many, many more encounters with The Nuge over the years. He’s been a frequent guest on Rockline, my nationally syndicated radio show, and he has never been late for a show or even close to it. He’s never had a rider, or an “I want this or I won’t do the  show” list. He’s never been rude to a caller, cajoling maybe. He trusts my instinct in choosing the music and never tells me what I “have” to play. He is the only guest on the show that has never forgotten a caller’s name, never needed to have a question restated, assuming he heard it in the first place. You play that loud for forty years! He’s just as energetic as that first encounter way back in 1975. He’s always lucid, cogent, opinionated as hell, and as entertaining as anyone I’ve ever encountered. This is where that no drug policy comes in. Say what you want about Ted Nugent, and most everyone does, he is still firing on all cylinders, has all of his brain cells left, and is as sharp as a tack. He also possesses a wickedly acerbic sense of humor and often uses it to make a point, or just rattle your cage.

Still, through all the years and all the interviews and all the shared moments, he still bugs the crap out of me sometimes. It’s really difficult to debate Ted, because he has all of his arguments in place, and all of his points of view are well thought out. He has an incredible, and sometimes irrefutable, sense of logic that somehow prevails even though I disagree with it. His politics are vastly different than mine, a huge understatement, yet I always manage to at least see his point of view. As you know, Nugent can be very persuasive. He makes me feel like a hypocrite sometimes, without knowing it, because he does hunt and fish and loves guns and bows and arrows and kills animals. I eat meat too, but I get mine from places far more cruel to animals than anything Ted would ever do, or even consider. Nugent is far more humane than most of us who buy flesh at Albertsons or Kroger, knowing full well it came from animals living in horrendous, overcrowded conditions.

Guns are just not my world. I don’t own any and don’t plan to. Personally, I don’t really have a problem with those that value firearms; it is protected by law last time I checked. But I didn’t appreciate taking the disc out of his Craveman CD only to have a picture of him drawing a bead on me with a pistol. A Glock 10mm, I believe. That creeped me  out. I guess I failed to appreciate the humor. (I can hear Ted cackling in my head right now).

He shot a beautiful buck earlier this year, twenty points or something, an absolutely beautiful creature. I think he called him “Big Wide” because of his stunning, powerful girth. I asked him if it didn’t bother him, even a little bit, and he emphatically said no. He shot it fair and square; he either eats it himself and with his family, or passes it on to the homeless and needy that have no resources for food at all. But geez, Ted, couldn’t you have spared just this one? No, he lived a long life, the herd needs to be culled or they fall out of balance, their lives become diminished because there are too many of them and he stood a chance of inadvertently becoming someone’s hood ornament anyway. And you know what? He’s correct. There are tens of thousands of deer vs. automobile crashes every year.

It pisses me off because I like to think I love animals, but deep down in my heart I know his logic is irrefutable. I know that if we quit killing deer and culling the herd that they’d be all over the place and would pose a danger to thousands of humans, which are creatures I like even more. I also know that if you go to his house, he’d be happy to grill you a tofu burger. Just don’t tell him what he and his family can eat, and he will respond in kind.

As I write this, there is a huge news story about millions of pounds of beef being recalled. Sick cattle raised in deplorable conditions and mixed in with the healthy and served to non-hunting carnivores everywhere. So who is more out of tune with nature? Ted with his bow and arrow, by far the most sporting way to hunt, or one of us pulling up to the McDonald’s to order a sick cow on a bun? You’re a vegan? I couldn’t respect you more and admire your stance regarding animals. Perhaps that’s evolution, I don’t know. But don’t order my dinner for me either, please.

Back to the politics for a moment. Sometimes I feel Nugent’s stance is ludicrous and laughable. Sometimes he is as accurate as the flight of the arrows he shoots so well. But regardless of whether any of us agree on any particular issue or not, he is a tremendous catalyst for starting conversation, for looking deeply at the issues, the reasons and the resolutions of the myriad problems we face. When it comes down to stepping into the voting booth his vote counts exactly the same as yours or mine, but what have you done to generate interest, to be a participant in democracy, a concept that requires us to be involved?

I’ve never discussed this with Ted before, but quite often after his appearances on Rockline, I get hammered with email and letters from angry people who disagree with his perspective. This used to bother me, it made me consider if I am doing the proper thing by allowing someone on the show whom many consider to be an extremist of profound proportions. Well, guess what? All those challenges have caused me to be more adamant than ever regarding his appearances. When he is on the show the phones blaze, the discussion begins, the ideas fly and I see the true spirit of democracy working full speed ahead right in front of me. I’ll fight for the right to allow him to espouse his point of view, just as I would for you to verbalize yours. This is what America is all about. This is the essence of why hundreds of thousands of our brothers and sisters are half a world away, so that we remain free and are allowed to choose our own point of view and to shout it out loud if we choose. I opposed that war from the beginning. I felt that we were invading a country when it was an ideology that attacked us on 9-11. But we are there, and I am beyond proud of those who have answered the call and are fighting for our freedom. There is no greater champion of the Constitution than Nuge, and he has shown his overwhelming support for our troops on multiple occasions with concerts and direct involvement, right down to individual soldiers.

Ted sometimes sends me graphic descriptions of what our law enforcement officers go through to keep us safe. I read every word and look at every picture, even though some are beyond gruesome. I am stunned at the courage and resolve of some of my fellow Americans who put their lives on the line daily to keep us safe. Nugent provides me with a constant reminder of the real world in which we live. And it’s not always bunnies frolicking in a field of wildflowers under sunny skies. Did you watch Planet Earth? This is a tough chunk of rock we live on. I am thankful for these missives from Ted as they remind me of the wonderful life I get to live, in part, because of many people whom I do not know and will never meet.

So, yeah. Sometimes he ticks me off. Sometimes he makes me proud. Sometimes he makes me take a long hard look at myself. Sometimes he makes me laugh. Sometimes he makes me forget what a great entertainer, guitarist, and performer he is. But he is always on top of his game; he always has a well thought-out point of view; he always is a man of huge heart and tremendous passion, no matter what the endeavor. He is the eternal American patriot and conservationist. Thank God we have him. I cannot imagine our country (or rock ’n’ roll music) without my friend of thirty years, Ted Nugent.

 

BloodBrothers, forever.

Bob Coburn, RockLine radioshow, USA






MANIFESTO
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“Sometimes you give the world the best you got and get kicked in the teeth.

Give the world the best you got anyway.”
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Ted Nugent

This is my manifesto. According to my dictionary, a manifesto is a written statement of beliefs. What you have here in your workin’ hard, playin’ hard hands is a collection of some of my basic beliefs. The topics I chose for this manifesto are rooted in principles that I believe are critical to our quality of life. I tried to address the timely, very important issues that could literally change the course of America.

If my manifesto achieves anything, I hope it makes you think and pisses you off—heavy on the piss-you-off part. I then hope it spurs you to join me in throttling the pathetic sheep so soullessly locked in the widespread slumber of apathy across this otherwise great land and lights the fuse of your internal powder keg of activism.

There is nothing in here about my sacred hunting life. You may find that surprising, but if you don’t know where I stand on this issue, you haven’t been paying attention. Hunting, fishing, and trapping are the last, pure, perfect, hands-on conservation, real-world, positive environmentalism, and resource stewardship roles available to mankind. If you don’t hunt, fish, or trap, you are not doing your fair share in managing our quality wildlife, air, soil, and water. Fortunately, many of us have you covered.

Read my manifesto and then read it again. Get everybody you know who grasps the concept of upgrade to read it. Formulate your own ideas and then kick yourself and everyone you know in the ass and get busy. I adamantly believe that one determined man or woman cannot be stopped. Let’s get it on. America needs us now more than ever.

Trust me, I will never be stopped or deterred. I won’t go away. Write that down.

 

Ted Nugent

July 2008






CHAPTER ONE
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“I don’t really know and I don’t give a damn,  but I know where I’m goin’  and I know who I am.”
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“Still Raising Hell,”

Love Grenade, 2007

I’m just a guitar player, but my amazing American Dream remains so damn cool, full of adventure, and appreciated more intensely each and every day that I cannot simply keep it to myself. I am one lucky bastard, and I am willing to share. My Spirit cup runneth over. Giving is better than receiving, so I give you my manifesto, loaded with and celebrating what so many Americans embrace as abundant truth, common sense, and inescapable logic. The sheer, immeasurable joy of what and how I live is not a mystery or a trick. No smoke and mirrors—and the joke that is being a celebrity is irrelevant. The secret to living like me—living every day to the fullest—is paying attention, taking intelligent, calculated, yet instinctual risks in pursuit of excellence, making smart choices to the best of your ability, and working your ass off. It means living clean, sober, lawful, defiant, and of course making some mistakes, but admitting to them and putting your heart and soul into adjusting your conduct in order to avoid making the same mistakes over and over again. And it’s about a whole lot of luck and gung-ho perseverance. Human beings can be such numbnuts. Look at me. I hope you’re smiling. I am.

And I’m “Still Raising Hell”—my ferocious Hi-energy Motor City bombastadon rock song from my LOVE GRENADE CD 2007 says it all:Downtown Johnny lookin’ for a catfight, 
I do my best work just a little after midnight. 
I don’t really know and I don’t give a damn, 
but I know where I’m goin’ and I know who I am. 
I might fall down, but I’ll jump back up, I might fall back down, 
but I will never never ever ever give up. 
’Cuz I’m alive & well, still raising hell, still alive & well, still raising 
hell. 
G.I. Joe lookin’ for a firefight, 
everywhere I go I try to make things right.  
I don’t really know but I sure give a damn, 
and I know where I’m goin’ and I know who I am. 
I might fall down, but I will jump back up, I might fall back down, 
but I will never never ever ever give up. 
’Cuz I’m still alive and well, still raising hell, still alive and well, 
still raising hell!





So be it.




SPIRITUAL ERUPTION 

I was born in Detroit, Michigan, on December 13, 1948. Rumors abound that I danced out middle finger first, in blackface, doing a little James Brown two-step ditty with splits, wailing “Boogie Chillen,’” swinging from my own umbilical chord, gargling my placenta, and snarling. Simply not true. It was a relatively quiet, peaceful, Michigan winter wonderland event that brought much joy to my mother and father.

My parents—God rest their souls—Warren Henry Nugent and Marion Dorothy Johnson-Nugent were post-war America personified. Hard-working, loving, and frugal disciplinarians, they were ready to surf the industrial revolution wave into the modern world. In a country buoyed by the hard-won victory over the evil Japanese and demonic Nazis, a more positive social environment for the American Dream could not have been created. Clearly, the experiment in self-government and the joys of freedom, independence, and individual rights had crushed tyranny and oppression for all the world to see. The roaring fifties were about to erupt. Ed Sullivan was on TV Long live rock ’n’ roll. I was addicted at an early age.

We lived in a little cookie-cutter house at 23251 Florence Street, one door east of Hazelton Parkway, above the stinky Rouge River in Redford just west of Detroit proper. Our mailing address was simply Detroit, 28,  MI. I seem to recall Dad mentioning that the house cost us somewhere around $18,000. And yes, we had a white picket fence. I painted it.

Electrified guitars, amplifiers, radios, televisions, refrigerators, washers and dryers, telephones, fast cars, paved highways, cheap transportation by rail, air, and automobile and—dear God—gas at nineteen cents a gallon, unleashed a whole new quality of life in a brave new world of adventure and exploration. America’s middle finger was on fire. Not a mean-spirited middle finger, mind you, but one of jubilant, positive  “don’t tread on me” defiance that was a threat to wannabe fuhrers, emperors, kings, tyrants, slave drivers, despots, and dictators. At the same time, it celebrated a nation of goodwill, decency, generosity, unprecedented productivity, and deep, soulful compassion the likes of which the world had never seen before. Hell, we saved Europe, didn’t we? Time to party.

My dad had served bravely in the U.S. Army Cavalry and fought in World War II and Korea. Tragically, yet typical of the Greatest Generation, he never discussed the wars with us nor did I ever hear him talk about it with anyone else. Amazing really, considering the clear-cut case of good over evil in what should have been great cause for celebration. The only mistake made by these amazing warriors was keeping it all inside and failing to share the good, the bad, and the ugly with everyone about “the War” from their first-person, eye-witness, hand-to-hand-combat perspective. At the least, it would have educated us all of the necessity of war being the answer when corrupt, evil governments slaughter innocent citizens by the tens of millions.

Surely good must always wage war against evil. When good fails to do so, evil thrives, freedom dies, and innocents are slaughtered. Period. This should be written on the cover of every schoolbook read by every school kid in the free world. The absence of this truism has allowed a cult of denial to flourish, where the “give peace a chance” fantasy encourages tyrants and dictators to run amok over the unsuspecting,  while good people get killed like so many clueless sheep. Imagine that, John Lennon.

The shattered skulls of tyrants should be used for traction under the boots of justice.



Little do Gandhi and Mr. Lennon suspect that in order to give peace a chance, all the Hitlers, Idi Amins, Pol Pots, Stalins, Lenins, Maos, Vincente Foxes, Charles Taylors, Husseins, Kadafis, Mugabes, and other nefarious gang-bangers, tyrants, dictators, and soulless punks of the world would have to be killed and wiped out before they implemented their evil control over their unarmed, helpless victims. The shattered skulls of tyrants should be used for traction under the boots of justice. I prefer steel-toed, deep-cleated Vibram lugs, size 12 with bloodproof Gortex, thank you very much.

We all know that World War I was “the war to end all wars” and that World War II was “the good war,” but evil never sleeps. Failing to learn from history’s painful lessons will guarantee a repeat of history’s most tragic mistakes—and that is where we went horribly wrong during Vietnam, and where, to a great degree, we are going wrong in the War on Terror today. There is only one way to face wars—they’re inevitable, and you fight them to win with overwhelming force. I wish to hell that my dad would have sat us down and told us all the gory details of his pain and suffering in the European and South Pacific Theaters—and why it was worth it. I know it is the tendency for parents to shield their children from traumatic events and discomforting information, but that can be a terrible mistake.

Hiding from disturbing information that is a part of reality makes us extremely vulnerable to the dark side of life which will, unfortunately—yet inevitably—affect every person’s life at some point. Denying that bad things happen leaves us clueless in how to prepare or react.

Conduct determines outcome. Ignorance is vulnerability. Denial is stupid. I would rather be fortified by tales of terror and inspired to  prepare and train for such events than find myself surprised and overcome by the attack of miscreants. I would rather hear the whimpering of children upset by the inescapable truth that wildlife is not cuddly, cute, and existing for their entertainment—but actually dangerous and deserving of their fear and respect—than hear the cries of a family at the gravesite of loved ones killed by wanting to pet one of California’s “protected” cougars. And surely we can agree that it is far better to educate your child about the reality regarding wild animals than deal with the inevitable distress of a willfully ill-prepared person going through the agony of rabies treatment because the Disney generation wants to be friends with a raccoon.

Cute can get you killed. Truth saves lives. Deal with it.




REAL WORLD PRIORITIES 

My brain is a tsunami of incredible memories—sixty years of amazing, nonstop stimuli. It is pretty much all good, too. Even my early memories are positive. My brothers and sister would be quick to point out the heavy, oftentimes inexplicably brutal hand of my father, but for me, the grins surely far outweigh the tears. For the most part, our loving Ma Nuge was such a constant source of laughter and fun, and the good times spent with dad and the dogs, shooting guns and bows, and exploring the mystical “Up North” forests, overwhelmingly obliterate the moments of fury and torment when Dad got all pissed off, for what was surely—more often than not—no good, logical reason at all.

And what good dad doesn’t get pissed off? I was a pretty decent kid most of the time for the simple fact that I was scared to death of Dad’s thunderous voice of authority and that leather-wrapped, steel-stripped, horse-training riding crop that he had brought home from the war. It hung somewhere up in his bedroom, and though I had seen him wield it occasionally, I don’t recall his ever actually hitting any of us with it. But the threat was there. Threats will do in the learning years. Fear is a  beautiful thing. Until our young, developing brains are up to the task of deciphering cause and effect, good old-fashioned fear will suffice, thank you. God bless my father. Tougher love is always the answer.

By the time I was seven or eight years old, I had discovered the mystical flight of the arrow and the ultimate, animal, soundtrack weapon of mass destruction: the electric guitar. But neither of these forces had completely taken over my heart just yet. I would play around with my guitar and shoot my bow everyday, but I was still in discovery mode, as a young boy should be. My dear mother has described on more than one occasion how I was a handful, and that I needed more monitoring than my older brother Jeff. My lifelong fascination with knives, tools, saws, sickles, machetes, and other sharp-edged weapons and projectiles began early. I clearly remember being hauled on numerous occasions up to the emergency entrance of the Redford Hospital at Grand River and Six Mile Road to stitch up a succession of gashes, cuts, slices, and wounds of various descriptions and degrees of limb-threatening severity. To this day I have many handsome, manly scars all over my arms, hands, and legs as a painful reminder of how close I constantly came to dismembering the future guitar player. I was the GashMaster long before I qualified as the WhackMaster.

A good, tough, rough and ready boy plays like a boy, pushes and challenges himself, and goes for the cliffhanger, literally. When we played war games as kids, we would really get it on. We dug tunnels and foxholes in the forests, ran wild through the neighborhood and woods while climbing and leaping from garages, fences, rocks, and cliffs. We climbed trees incessantly—the higher the better. Long ropes were hung up over towering oak limbs on which we swung out over streams, rivers, and precarious ravines. We all had pocketknives, BB guns, pellet rifles, slingshots, and bows and arrows, and we shot them in each others’ backyards throughout our neighborhoods. It is critical to note that nobody shot anybody and nobody put out anybody’s eye. And school  shootings and stabbings were unheard of. The age of discipline and consequences was alive and well. Dear God, we must return to that modus operandi, ASAP!

My childhood and the man it produced stand in stark contrast to today’s “average” male. I am saddened by the blatant decay of rugged individualism resulting in a pathetic lack of real boys and real men across America today. Considering that I am extremely blessed to share SpiritWild campfires with the absolute, most manly, last of the Mohican, real mountainmen in the world gives me pause and hope when I otherwise see a preponderance of mealy mouthed, milquetoast, fat, slow, hunched over, starry-eyed zombies everywhere I go. Soulless slouchers. Softies. Wimps, clueless in their pathetic, dependent little whiney girlyman lives. Hell, just the way many young men carry themselves—sagging, flopping shoulders ... shuffling, stumbling feet ... hanging heads ... blank stares—combined with barely audible mumbling and a total incapacity for any meaningful dialogue makes me crazier than a bear in a nest of hornets.

We are seeing reverse evolution at its worst.



I am convinced that most kids today have never heard the word “posture.” Combine that with abandoned table manners and the result is too many kids resembling the chimps they supposedly evolved from. We can’t forget that parents produced these failures and didn’t teach or discipline their children to greet people properly, shake hands, or at the very least say a caring, kind “hell-o.” And with nobody at home or at school telling them any differently, we are seeing reverse evolution at its worst which of course affects our society. This neglect is rather depressing and terribly indicative of these kids’ resulting state of mind. It ain’t right. That Ozzy Osbourne’s drug-addled, retarded behavior is considered entertaining is both sad and pathetic. At least Koko the gorilla could occasionally push a blue button and get food. These losers can’t open a can of soup.




OLD YELLER: ULTIMATE CAUSE AND EFFECT 

Though my intense passion and cravings for the great outdoors were overwhelming from my earliest years, I was never alone in my venturings. My first dog was the family dog named Duke. Legend has it that he was a dog pound refugee, Labrador/Weimeraner mix. Regardless of pedigree, he was a big, black, lovable mutt who taught me about loving and caring for animals. Duke would pull us around in our red American Flyer wagon in the summer and our snow sleds each winter. I would construct forts of cardboard and scraps, and Duke and I would hunker down in our makeshift shelters from brutally cold rain and snow till Mom wouldn’t take it anymore and called us in. We would wander and explore my beloved Skunk Hollow marshland down by the Rouge River forests, stalking the elusive river rats and vermin of my Natty Bumppo dreams. Duke was my constant companion.

All children should own a dog. It teaches companionship, teamwork, and ultimately, the responsibility of caring for an animal. Spiritual stuff.

After Duke was gone, we got another black dog named Kippy, a medium-size spaniel-looking hound that was my best buddy, too. We were inseparable. My true love for my dogs to this very day is a grand source of joy and heart-glowing experiences and memories, but the most important animal relationship reference guide that I, or anyone could have, is the movie Old Yeller.

Old Yeller was indeed man’s best friend. Everybody loved Old Yeller. Every American should watch the movie Old Yeller every year from kindergarten through high school to remind them constantly of the inescapable but necessary unpleasantries in life, and how we must always do the right thing even when the right thing is gut-wrenchingly painful.

Our loving companion Old Yeller saved the chickens from the fox. This courageous mutt saved the little boy from the cougar and  performed all sorts of beneficial family chores in the romantic wilderness setting of pioneer America. He brought us our slippers. We hugged and kissed him.

But then the good is crushed by the inevitable bad and ugly when one fine morning we awake to the horror of our dearly beloved “man’s best friend” foaming at the mouth. Damn. I hate it when that happens. Well, the heartbreaking reality is that our good, lovable buddy has come down with rabies, probably from fighting all those mangy, wild critters. Regardless of all the good he accomplished, he contracted the deadly disease and the snuggling, hugging, petting, loving, slobbering days of Old Yeller are over, rover.

Yes, dear, a bullet to the head is the only decent, responsible thing to do. I know the loving dog was adorable, precious, cute, sweet, and cuddly, but rabies has no cure and will bring much prolonged, painful suffering for our old dog. Plus it can get us all killed or at the very least, deadly sick. So move aside my dear, and let a man do the right thing and put a .22 slug twixt his cute eyeballs. Animals have no rights.

Move aside my dear, and let a man do the right thing and put a .22 slug twixt his cute eyeballs.



Along with the manly, macho, studly act of blowing out Old Yeller’s brains to save the lives of my family, it is equally manly to bawl my eyes out, sobbing uncontrollably over the heartbreak and trauma of such an act. I know, for I have had the painful and mind-wrenchingly difficult duty of putting down many of my beloved dogs, cats, and horses over the years. As a land owner and steward, I have also had the responsibility of shooting many injured wildlife critters as well, and though clearly the only decent thing to do, it is nonetheless always difficult and emotional as all hell. I don’t consider a life more valuable just because it comes in a cute package. Whether it is an ugly-ass wild hog too sick to walk away, or the most adorable little spotted fawn lying  helpless in the swampgrass, it is the job of a reasoning predator and a responsible man to put them out of their misery while the city folks sleep comfortably in their neighborhoods. Old Yeller, I love ya, dog. BANG! Godspeed, my friend. Godspeed. Next.






CHAPTER TWO

[image: 013]

“Dare I repeat—yet again—that the jury  has returned a verdict: drooling, stumbling, puking,  and dying do not a party make.”

[image: 014]

From Tednugent.com TalkBack,  
a typical daily post by Nuge

Longevity is IT! God has granted me yet another glowing day of life. I shall live it to the fullest. I will scorch the earth and all its inhabitants with a firestorm of positive energy and goodwill. I will be ultra-productive and force myself into the asset column for my self, family, neighborhood, America, and earth. It’s so simple, it’s stupid. LIV IT UP!! Itsa decision. Go wild.

As I gather firebrand spirit, steam, and yet another year of ultra piss and vinegar overflow for Nugent Rolling Thunder RockTour ’08, guaranteed to be the very best rockout of my life, I am forced to remind myself every few minutes to take a deep breath, try my best to calm the hell down, pay attention, organize my thoughts and plans, and fall to bended knees thanking God Almighty for the roaring beast of indescribable hi-energy that pulsates throughout my very being to this day.

I will scorch the earth and all its inhabitants with a firestorm of positive energy and goodwill.



Nearing my sixtieth birthday, I am more amazed than ever at the never-ending smile blazoned across my face from sheer joy of life. I just cannot get over the lust for life that I still have, every day, especially for the same inspiring activities that turned me on and drove me wild from my earliest memories. Gung-ho rockin’, screaming guitar soulmusic, bows and arrows, BB guns and slingshots, wrenches, crowbars, sharp-edged instruments, skinny women, campfires, dogs, wildlife, sex, great food, and of course, right here, right now, the magnification of it all in communicating these joys to whomever will listen. And based on the glowing positive energy that I share nonstop at tednugent.com, in my travels, and far-reaching communications daily with the greatest people from every imaginable walk of life across America, around the world, and beyond, goodwill and decency is alive and well. Life is an orgy of adventure maximized when shared. It’s not so much the road less traveled as the thrilling roads known and enjoyed  from past explorations. But most important are those fascinating, alluring trails not yet attempted. Can you say runaway freight train into uncharted spiritual wilderness? Say it. Know it.




MY DAY 

I awoke again one fine Texas spring day recently to hug and say good morning to my wonderful son Rocco Winchester and dangerous wife Shemane (dangerous, as in, gorgeous and compelling). After brewing up a fresh cup of Nuge Java with a squirt of Hazelnut cream and grabbing a quick bacon treat for the three Labradors, I bid Rocco a hearty “Carpe Diem” as he headed out to the final days of his all A-honor student Waco High School senior year. What an amazing kid.

Shemane prepared for her ritualistic gungho morning workout, and since it wasn’t hunting season, I fired up my inescapable laptop computer. While it warmed up, I slid out the back door with the hounds and performed my daily walk-run around the large backyard and tennis court just to get the old bones and plumbing a-pumping for another grand day of American Dream fun.

Yes, I have my own brandname coffee, thank you. Have some!   www.tednugent.com



Before heading out the door, I made sure to insert my Walker’s Game Ear amplifiers so I wouldn’t miss the beautiful songbird symphony that so inspires me each morning. I turn up my sensual radar so as to maximize and absorb all that nature has to offer, surrounded by brilliant creatures, fowl of every description flying overhead, and the concrete and metal sounds of productive, hard-working Americans doing the industrial “be the best you can be” boogie in the distance. Godbless the American workforce—it’s still a powerful force to reckon with.

The distant sound of a pounding jackhammer and magnum truck back-up alarms harmonized with the rolling thunder of early morning  traffic nearby. A school class was being held outdoors to our south a ways, and a teacher’s voice chimed in over a loud speaker system with instruction for the youngsters. A lawnmower growled. I grinned.

As I strolled briskly and pumped on, my main hunting dog, Gonzo the Wonder Lab, began some intense barking, joined soon by Thunder and BlackJack as they lit up at the sight of a pesky fox squirrel in one of our pecan trees. I double-timed it to the house and retrieved my silent but deadly Crossman pellet rifle, loaded a .22 caliber lead projectile, pumped her hard four times, and raced to the tree surrounded by excited dogs. Based on all the intense commotion, you would think I had a pack of bloodthirsty Black and Tans, Walkers, and Redbones cornering a livestock-killing cougar up that tree.

Me and my pups don’t mess around. We are extremists and damn proud of it.

I really, REALLY love anything with the name “Jack” or “Hammer” in it. Combine the two, and it is music to my ears.



After much difficult straining, my eyeballs finally picked up a thin sliver of russet hide hugging tightly to a high branch, and like Crackshot Nuge of the pumpgun sniper brigade, I took careful aim, took a deep breath, let it out halfway, and gently squeezed the trigger as the front sight settled into the rear groove, squarecenter on the top of the limb-rat’s head. Phoomp! Down came the rapscallion rodent, and the dogs went wild, chomping, and shaking their furry prize. Pure Nature at her best in a tooth, fang, and claw ballet.

A neighbor once lamented that they have a squirrel problem—the overpopulated little rodents keep destroying their eves and attic space. I mentioned to them that we don’t allow squirrel or rodent problems at the Nugent house. The rodents have a Ted problem, as it should be. What fun.

With a bit of a physical workout under my belt, and the joy of reducing vermin numbers while making three dogs very happy as further  inspiration, I returned to my laptop and began my daily tsunami of key-punching directions, delegations, and productivity, working closely with ace personal assistant, She-Thor extraordinaire, Linda Peterson, as we go wild organizing my fiftieth year’s insane Rolling Thunder RockTour with manager par excellence Doug Banker and commando tour manager Ted Emporellis.

Believe it or not—and I have witnesses—this is an average morning at my house. Typically, I then grill up some magic venison burger doused in olive oil, garlic salt, garlic pepper, and Montreal Steak seasoning (with some onion and pepper shrapnel thrown in) to fortify my belly and spirit for the daily assault that I lovingly refer to as my life. In between bites, I take care of things—like putting a new license plate on Shemane’s hotrod or taking out the trash. Oh, yeah, and give the dogs some biscuits and shoot a few arrows into my 3-D targets.

It’s now around 10:00 a.m. I’ll brush the dogs and cat, and do another four laps or so around the yard. I am about to get. it. on. I still have my trapline to check, more vermin to kill, feeders to fill, fence to check and fix, guitars to abuse, food plots to disc and plant, barns to sweep, trash to burn, cedars to cut, chainsaws to adjust, and a flat tire on an ATV to get unstuck and fixed. Then I will shoot a few hundred arrows and a few hundred rounds of 10mm and .223 ammo just to calm myself down a bit. I might even put a new Trijicon or Bushnell scope on a rifle or two and sight them in.

ARROW-FLINGING

Arrow-flinging is a daily ritual for me, and often for Shemane. Being one with the path of the arrow is soul cleansing to say the least, and fine-tuning one’s mystical flight-of-the-arrow skills does more than hone our venison procurement capabilities, but such deeply soulful discipline goes straight to all other endeavors in life. Focus, attentiveness, and that higher level of awareness is critical for anything and everything worth pursuing. As goes the arrow, so goes the soul. Believe me.



 A DAY IN THE LIFE

Team Nuge and I work on perfecting the intensely demanding Normandy Invasion-like logistics of dates ... times ... places ... sound ... lights ... trucks ... busses ... hotels ... private jets ... military, law enforcement, and youth charity activities ... band rehearsals ... setlists ... photographers ... videographers ... new songs, amps, guitars, strings, wha-wha’s, microphones, and gadgets ... guest lists ... radio, TV, print, and Internet media interviews ... Indian reservation bear hunts ... Alaska bear hunts ... the NRA convention ... university, corporate, military, and sporting event speaking engagements ... more flights ... hotels ... the testing of new bows, arrows, broadheads, and camo ... new bug dope, boots, sox, knives, bait, rope, backpacks, energy bars, thermoses, mosquito zappers, energy drinks, headnets, optics, rangefinders, ammo, holsters, fire starters, and gutting gloves ... wrapping up the Toby Keith movie, Beer For My Horses...setting up a recording session for the Guitar Hero videogame ... arranging to shoot Criss Angel through the chest with a hunting arrow for his A&E TV show... coordinating the arrival of the Wounded Warrior Project heroes from Brooks Army Medical Hospital to band rehearsals ... signing guitars and stuff for the U.S. Marine Corps Law Enforcement Foundation ... making arrangements for Jim Brown of Bremen Castings (my machinegun and ammo guru) to bring a truckload of machineguns and ammo for the rehearsal festivities ... discussing the final tune-up of my own MP5K 10mm machinegun with Jeff Zimba of Small Arms Review magazine ... ordering pallets of 10mm ammo ... emailing my completed Guitar World interview coordinating the arrival of the ATV  magazine folks ... sending off my cover story for Bronco Driver magazine ... nailing down the arrival of Anthony Bourdain’s No Reservations  Travel Channel TV show ... scheduling the ongoing and upcoming interviews in Europe, Britain, and North America on an endless list of news, talk, rock, and sports radio shows as well as various TV shows ... finalizing the schedule for recording my killer new song “I AM THE NRA” (see lyrics on page 224) with Christian rocker David Crowder at his Waco studio ... nailing down the artwork, lyrics, and credits for the CD with daughter Sasha in time for my speaking engagement at the NRA annual meetings ... speaking with the governor of Alaska’s office and Alaska Fish & Game about bear hunting regulations ... putting out antigun fires in about five states ... reviewing the de-listing of the grey wolf with Don Peay of Sportsmen For Fish and Wildlife... reviewing the wolf and bear hunts to save Alaska’s dwindling moose populations with Jack Frost, director of the National Bowhunting Education Foundation ... reviewing artwork with Regnery Publishing for this book ... Writing this book ... sending chapters out for proofreading ... proofing Jim Brown photos for this book...emailing my latest writings and photos to my magazine editors ... ordering chocolate-covered strawberries from Shari’s Berries and other Mother’s Day goodies for all the mothers in my life ... reviewing new stage production with team ... ordering new fallow deer breeding stock for SpiritWild Ranch (SWR) ... ordering new Heartland Wildlife supplemental feed for SWR & Sunrize Acres ... having Joe Bob fix the steel plate targets ... asking Charlie Moore the Mad Fisherman to send us some fishing gear for the wounded warriors... getting Derek Dieringer from Woodbury Taxidermy in Ingram, Texas to ship out a few boxes of my custom venison for the rehearsal BBQ ... finalizing the  arrangements to hunt turkeys in New Mexico at the Diamond A Ranch with State Representative Dan Foley... setting up our fall New Mexico elk, deer, and pronghorn hunts with Harry Wood and Jerry Dollins ... arranging our Glenn Beck Clark family hunt at the Knowlton’s Laguna Vista Ranch ... designing a special wheelchair bracket with Pete Odland for the kids ... making sure some Ol’ Man treestands and Double Bull blinds are sent to the Washington State Quinault Indian reservation for my upcoming bear hunt... shipping out goodies for grandkids ... arranging for an auction company to auction off a ton of stuff while I’m on tour... arranging to move everything from our Waco home to our China Springs home during tour... double-checking Rocco’s graduation ceremony and party arrangements ... getting my brothers Jeff and Johnny to join me in Alaska on the El Dorado trawler for the bear hunt ... Emailing the final design for my new experimental custom PRS hollow-body guitar... directing attorneys to get rid of a forty-one-year-old arrest in Michigan that was supposed to be expunged from my record ... filling out my Texas Concealed Handgun License paperwork... signing and sending a bunch of stuff to the military heroes in Iraq, Afghanistan, and various veterans hospitals ... finding boxes, envelopes, tape, and stuff for shipping some autographed guitars, arrows, guns, bows, knives, photos, flags, and assorted items for military, law enforcement, and children’s charities ... I could go on, but I’ve got too much stuff to do to waste my time writing more down.



And I ain’t even warmed up yet. Shemane and I may hit a favorite dining establishment, or just slap a scrumptious venison backstrap over orange mesquite coals for a perfect brunch. Of course, we will film this sacred protein preparation as a SpiritWild pure, free-range, flesh-cooking celebration segment for our award-winning Ted Nugent Spirit of the Wild  TV show on Outdoor Channel. And believe you me, if you have never savored such a meal as our standard daily fare, your taste-buds are on standby, and dare I say, in cruel denial of the most delicious, healthiest food God has ever provided. Delightful.

There are no “quickie” meals at the Nugent campfire. To us, fast food is a running shot.



I can’t even imagine a Plan B. Sleeping in? That’s weird. And somewhere, some chimp is whining that it can’t make ends meet. Push the blue button, Koko. Get food. I’m sure that the Hillarys and Obamas of the world will get their Mao commie mitts on enough of my hard-earned cash to cover your hopelessly, soulless, pathetic, good-for-nothing, “Darwinism stopped here,” enslaved, and inbred primate ass. Go ahead and wait for the evolution train to arrive. I’m sure Mike Tyson and Ted Kennedy are as confused and angry as anybody else to be left out. Punks.




HOW DOES THIS PARLAY INTO A GRAVITY-DEFYING MUSICAL CAREER? 

Me? I’m into intelligent design. I do my best to intelligently design my life and daily activities for optimal enjoyment and productivity. Those opposed to intelligent design can be easily identified by their hyper-scramble to avoid anything intelligent. Take my wonderful, glowing, defiant musical career for example. After witnessing Billy Lee and The Rivieras’s ace guitar commando Jimmy McCarty scorch the unsuspecting, terminally Caucasian, American Bandstand pop fans at the  infamous Walled Lake Casino near Milford, Michigan, back around 1960, with his fiery Gibson Byrdland histrionics, I knew that I needed to practice my guitar-playing a whole lot more. Ultimately, I had to get my greasy, Motown-wannabe, cracker hands on one of those incredible Gibson hollow-bodies and a Fender Twin amp, ASAP. The defining impact that the sound of this band (soon to become Mitch Ryder and the Detroit Wheels) had on me at the tender age of twelve and (most demonstrably) the ferocious tone and guitar wizardry of the tall, lanky, cranking Jimmy McCarty conclusively determined the unstoppable, cosmic path of young Ted. Hi-energy soulmusic and feedback guitarnoize: my calling had been defined and my fate sealed. Somewhere in my belly, “Stranglehold” rumbled to pre-life.

Those opposed to intelligent design can be easily identified by their hyper-scramble to avoid anything intelligent.



But at the time—1961 or ’62—all I had was a cheap little Fender Duo-Sonic guitar and a small Maestro amp. Not even close. But thank God, dear old dad had helped me out with the purchase of this first electric guitar setup from another guitar wizard hero, Joe Podorsek at Capitol School of music. However, the most important factor at play in determining my guitarwizardry destiny was the pivotal lessons Dad forced on me. He taught me simple cause and effect and that rewards are only obtained from hard work and genuine effort. No shit.

All my fellow young musician friends in those rock ’n’ roll baptismal days seemed to get whatever they wanted from their parents. Guitars, bass, drums, amplifiers, PA systems—anything. And I do not recall any of them having jobs by which they could pay for such equipment. Meanwhile, I delivered the Detroit News seven days a week to ninety-six customers, one hundred issues of the Shopping News every Saturday, caught night crawlers most evenings to sell to Mr. Briggs next door,  washed cars, raked leaves, painted fences, shoveled snow, mowed lawns, and did every odds-and-ends job I could find in order to pay off my Fender and Maestro. The dream of a big, loud Fender Twin amp and the beyond-belief possibility of an $1,100 hand-carved, arched top, top-of-the-line Gibson Byrdland was unimaginable. I improvised and adapted with gungho dreams of overcoming one way or another. The arsenal of dream-inspired work ethic and sweat equity would eventually save the day. I just knew it.

Enter Lyle Gilman at the Roselle School of Music in Roselle, IL, 1965. I thought my eyes would blow out of my face, when, on a fine Saturday that summer, I strolled into this little suburban music store to buy a couple of guitar strings and maybe a pick or five. There, on the wall behind the counter, literally glowing a firehole into my soul, ablazing like the burning bush, was the most gorgeous, stunning, natural blonde Gibson Byrdland guitar. It was more than I had ever imagined in my life. The beautiful graphic grain of the hand-carved spruce top was more mind boggling than any short-skirted cheerleader I had ever drooled over. A totally unprecedented dynamic took a hold on me, a  stranglehold if you will, and for the first time in my life, I clearly understood a definitive, essential need to possess something. I was in a trance. Spellbound. GaGa. Mesmerized. Stunned. Stoned. Ripped. Bleary. Zombied. Speechless. Gonzo in love. Owned. Helpless. Sold.

The kind, jolly gentleman behind the counter could see my infatuation and generously offered me the chance to touch the beast. It was all over the very second my hands came into contact with the neck and body—as if God had designed it to match my body and touch. My eyes closed and my head went back, my knees began to buckle and Chuck Berry licks erupted into a ballet of grinding soulmusic to cleanse my innards. Good God Almighty, somebody help me out here!

Well, if ever it was appropriate to say “the rest was history,” it would be right about here. Nobody is getting outta here alive. Mr. Gillman,  God bless his trusting soul, allowed me to trade in my Epiphone Casino hollow body—the same guitar George Harrison & Keith Richards played. And with a $100 down payment, I took home the consummate, soon-to-be trademark Ted Nugent guitar from hell.

It is important to note that, other than Jimmy McCarty, (and rare moments with Gene Cornish of The Young Rascals, Roy Clark, and Eric Clapton many years later), I would be the only really hard rocker to ever attempt to milk extreme, screaming, aggressive, outrageously loud sounds from this rather rare jazz guitar.

With a $100 down payment, I took home the consummate, soon-to-be trademark Ted Nugent guitar from hell.



My uncharted journey on and with the mighty Byrdland would drive me to discover not only my own, unique signature sound, tone, and playing style, but feedback sounds and licks that I would become known for. To this day, they remain nearly unprecedented, and for the purpose of this chapter on sheer, animal tenacity and perseverance, are thoroughly demonstrative of a career and dream that cannot be stopped or messed with in any way. This is my favorite part.

Sometimes you give the world the best you got, and you get kicked in the teeth. Give the world the best you got anyway. Success and happiness drive the assholes berserk. That is simply a bonus.

I had mentioned above that all my musician buddies seemed to get any gear that they wanted, mostly from mom and dad. Coupled with the transparent misdirection of wanting to be a “rockstar,” the music and professional pursuit thereof became secondary, and their passion dwindled accordingly. Well, it is very noteworthy that not a single one of them amounted to jackshit as musicians, though they would tell you that there was nothing more important to them. Remember, these were better musicians than I was, but they lost sight of The Beast. The Beast of excellence.

And for some of the more pathetic amongst them, with the guaranteed ball and chain of dope smoking and the soulless punk fantasy of the hippie lifestyle joke, they got nothing. A big, fat, sad, unhappy nothing  . Such a waste.

I have always maintained hardcore focus on the music. When you look in astonishment at the worldclass musical virtuosos I have been privileged to collaborate with, you can clearly see the quality control modus operandi of not only myself, but my amazing bandmates. The very concept of rockstar has always been meaningless to me. My genuine love of the music and musicians who put their heart and soul into their craft has forever been my driving force.

MUSICAL GODS

Tom Noel, Pete Prim, Jon Finly, John Brake, Jim Butler, Gary Hicks, Bob Lehnert, Gale Uptadale, Dick Treat, Dave Hawk Walinski, Dave Palmer, Bill White, Greg Arama, Andy Solomon, K.J. Knight, Vic Mastrianni, Joe Vitale, Gabe Magno, Rob De La Grange, Derek St. Holmes, Cliff Davies, Dave Kiswiney, John Sauter, Charlie Huhn, Carmine Appice, Michael Lutz, the Waner brothers, Gunnar Ross, Bobby Columby, Dave Amato, Tommy Shaw, Jack Blades, Michael Cartellone, Denny Carmassi, Tommy Clufetos, Tommy Aldridge, Marco Mendoza, Barry Sparks, Mick Brown, and Greg Smith—these are the dynamo musical gods that have propelled my American rock ‘n’ roll Dream beyond any dimension I would have dared to expect, and I thank them all for their professionalism, dedication, incredible talents, and sheer gentlemanly heart and soul camaraderie, where applicable.



I am truly a blessed man. My days are filled with much adrenalin dumpage. With calendars jam-packed with fascinating adventures of both the urban and wilderness extremes, the primal scream is most resonate wherever we may go. Tackling my quests keeps me bright-eyed and bushytailed to the max. I have perfected the flatline, relaxation lay-back as well as the firestorm of passionate adrenalin overcharge that fuels my wonderful life. It is all about priorities and well-thought choices. That we humans are inclined to blow it on occasion inspires me to be cognizant of this shortcoming and diligently watch out for the danger signs of pending screwups. I’ve damn near cut ’em off at the pass to a dazzling degree. Quality control is always much easier and immeasurably less painful than damage control. And the mighty MotorCity Madman rock ‘n’ roll freight train throttles on, relentlessly. It cannot be stopped. God help us all. Being both a loner when need be and a bug-eyed, gregarious people animal, I feed on the communication and positive energy of the great people I associate with in varying degrees—and, of course, on the incredible, constant love of my family.

Stranglehold

“Some people want to get high, some people got to start low. Some people think they gonna die someday, I got news, ya never gotsta go.”

—Ted Nugent






 UPON REFLECTION 

It has never been easy, and in honest overview analysis, I wouldn’t want it to be. Whether struggling to create the ultimate soulful guitar lick, organizing band rehearsals, getting to fulldraw on a wary beast, or conquering intimacy with the sexiest woman in the world, nothing deeply  gratifying in life ever transpires without a good, challenging effort and usually a frustrating, repetitious struggle. Easy shit just don’t get it done for me. And my rock ’n’ roll epitomizes this craving for rewards through determined excellence. Easy stuff is abandoned while the more difficult things in life keep drawing us back. The path of least resistance is not compelling.

That is the most powerful reasoning behind my conscious choice to remain clean and sober for sixty years. I need all the help I can get, and to intentionally partake in activities that guarantee the reduction of one’s sensuality and overall level of awareness is for chimps, losers, and dead hippies. No thank you. Virtuosos much more gifted than I perished at the hands of the pathetic we the  sheeple lie of peer pressure, more interested in impressing the petty Ozzy-like stoners amongst us than focusing on their music. To this day, I am dazzled at such a soulless condition of dependency and anti-human herd mentality. Choices are made, prices are paid.

I Just Wanna Go Huntin’

“Punks used to laugh at me, said how can you rock and not get high? Well I just stood my ground, and I watched those assholes fall and die. Cuz I just wanna go huntin, it makes me feel so good. I just gotta go huntin, try to find me in the woods.”

—Ted Nugent Hunt Music, 1989



Please excuse me, won’t you? I’ve got the world’s greatest rock band and crew waiting for me as we hit the American Rock ‘n’ Roll Dream Hiway for my 50th rocktour and 6000th rockout. Excuse me whilst I kiss the sky. When in doubt, I whip it out, I got me a rock ’n’ roll band. It’s free for all. Boogie chillin.

I’M THE FRIENDLY, TOLERANT GUY

I like sizzling meat on the grill. Wild, huh. Anybody? Now we all know ol’ Nuge isn’t by any stretch of the imagination a weirdo when it comes to the choice of an omnivorous diet. Especially here in the great Republic of Texas, where a smiling, drooling preference for succulent, protein-rich, nutritious backstrap over aromatic mesquite coals is as American and natural and right as mom, apple pie, and the Flag. It’s beautiful really.

But as many watched on my two TV shows, Wanted Ted or Alive and  Surviving Nugent, the culture war raging against such universal self-evident truths would be laughable if it were not so deranged. There are people who not only choose a vegetarian lifestyle which itself is harmless in its rare implementation. However, many of these genuine weirdos are actually on a crusade to outlaw the consumption of flesh. I have musical touring associates who have been fired from their jobs with ex-Beatle Paul McCartney for sneaking a hamburger. You heard that right—fired for eating meat by the animal-rights maniac, hardcore vegan bass player. The entire agenda of the gazillion dollar financed joke known as PETA is outlawing meat. We all know how insane they are, but they are out there and there are a lot of them. Pam Anderson, Bill Maher, Bob Barker, Mary Tyler Moore, Alicia Silverstone, and many other high profile “celebrities” live for it.

I know for a fact that neither I, nor any hunter or meat-eater on the planet have any desire whatsoever to influence any vegetarian’s choice of diet or to force them to eat meat. We are the friendly, tolerant Americans.

This is but one of many issues that represent the line drawn in the sand between liberals and conservatives. Our own intrepid editor at the  Waco Trib, my friend John Young, doesn’t want to simply make the choice to be unarmed and helpless for himself, he has again recently insisted that you and I must also comply with his soulless condition of unarmed helplessness. That’s the difference right there. Nobody from our side wants to force anybody to have a gun or defend themselves. It is we, the conservatives, who are for individual choice.

And one only has to hear the treacherous words of Mao Tse Tung come roiling out of the mouths of the Left’s heroes to know it is true, when without hesitancy, Ted Kennedy, Hillary Clinton, et al unflinchingly quote the Founding Fathers of Communism while politicking for a redistribution of wealth. The death tax is one result—the government gets to tax American families on after-tax life savings following the death of a loved one. This unfair, un-American, unconstitutional death tax literally destroys mom and pop businesses across the land. Think about it. Communism has ruined every life it has touched and entire civilizations. The wall is down, yet some (mostly Democrat) American elected officials still want to give it a shot. Dear God in heaven, help us.

Not too long ago, Danny Glover, an otherwise fine actor, embarrassingly abused his uniquely American freedoms by siding with the Communist Venezuelan dictator Hugo Chavez to finance what clearly appears to be an anti-American propaganda film. Nice. Meanwhile, right there in that Communist country, old Hugo is shutting down an entire media network for daring to challenge his heavy-handed, corrupt, dictatorial policies. This is a leader in South America who has proudly sided with terrorist support groups, and Danny Glover gives him a big hug. If a Venezuelan citizen were to do the same with President Bush, \I am confident that Hugo would not respect that individual’s right to  free expression. Venezuelans have no right to free expression. Danny must be blinded by the trees in that forest.

Examine the agendas of the liberal party of peace. They clearly don’t believe you and I are smart enough or capable enough to make our own choices in life. While conservatives “live and let live,” the Left arrogantly thinks they know better than we do and will burden “INe the People” with more government control until we are taxed to death. Watch them. Listen, pay attention, and blow whistles. Educate your family, neighbors, friends, coworkers, and hunting buddies about how dangerous such control is to the American Dream of individual pursuit of happiness. Throw off the shackles of government-run slavery, and stand up for individual independence. Enough is enough. Hey Hugo and Obama, leave me alone.
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