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I can’t fathom it.  Vice President Cheney sitting in on a bunch of CIA meetings?  Prime Minister Blair psychologically pummeling otherwise sane blokes into dates with suicide?  Justin Timberlake doggy-styling Michael’s female alter ego in front of billions who were denied the chance to see a Bush-critical advertisement instead? None of this sits well.  Thank God for the donkey who got to run with the Budweiser Clydesdales.  Had it not been for his feel-good pitching of Anheuser-Busch products we might have been left to ponder exactly how impossible it is to tear away leather like that.  I was once, just briefly, in the same weightroom with the former Mr. Spears.  I was taking a shortcut through the hotel fitness center from the hotel hot tub to the hotel bar at the time, but I swear it was him spewing Inside Edition coveted saliva while at the lat pull machine.  There are famous people out there who have a way about them which eliminates all the lookalike confusion.  Justin was the man, moving that high-rep, low-weight toning iron at 40 pounds per haul.  I saw him shirtless, in the adolescent-female-adored flesh.  Believe me, he couldn’t tear a paper towel let alone a patch of black leather.  Let’s just say that there’s a reason why the President didn’t call on pop stars to stop popping steroids.  Can you spell v-e-l-c-r-o?


Had Mr. Rove and his band of merry men truly done their homework they’d of convinced the CBS brass to let the people at moveon.org have their 30 seconds of fame.  Inherent to the deal would have been the bumping of the donkey and all of his corporately inspired cuteness.  Virtually all post Super Bowl polls showed the Budweiser guys to be the real winners in the one game that truly mattered last week, advertising.  You think the players on the field make a lot? I didn’t see anyone out there pulling 4.6 million per minute.  

You see, there’s a dirty little secret down in St. Louis.  Profit for Anheuser-Busch is cash in the coffer for Senator Kerry.  Think it through. The German heritage thing? Anheuser? Busch? Anything-weiser?  The last time I was in Berlin some guy was selling George W. Bush presidential portrait toilet paper on the street, and moving product big time.  There was a line!  Not convinced? Then help me out, because I’m confused about something.  If you honestly think that the Bush people are pro-Show-Me-State, then how do you explain John Ashcroft’s Attorney Generalship? He wasn’t even looking for a job at the Justice Department until Missourians chose a dead guy over him for the Senate.  I used to have sympathy for American blue collar workers who hit the dole because of a robot or a cents-on-the-dollar wage slave in some far off sweat shop.  So what are you saying to an entire state when you make a man into the nation’s top law enforcement official even though they couldn’t find the will to prefer him to a corpse?  Trust me, I’ve done the research.  There’s bad blood between this White House and that state.

I have little doubt that there’ll be holdouts, stubborn fools unwilling to face the music of basic logic.  For them, I drop the final bomb. Look at the employment history of Anheuser-Busch.


If you go back far enough you’ll get smacked in the face with it.  I did.  It reaches out and grabs you like a stiffed trick in Amsterdam’s lesser known pink  light district.  Players know what I’m talking about, but that’s for another column.  St. Louis’ corporate hajj destination was long ago the place of income for one Jacques Chirac.  This would be in the early chapters of the  biography, under the youthful time abroad section. But it also happens to be absolutely true.  I get accused of making some crazy claims, and those who know me also know that I rarely make this offer, so mark the calendar.  As a young man Chirac worked briefly in St. Louis for Anheuser-Busch and, here goes, you can look it up.  Ironically, it’s probably as close as he’ll ever get to the ranch in Crawford, Texas, but if you’ve read the real news about what’s been going on in Washington D.C. this past week then you also know that he probably no longer cares.  Bush Presidents are like milk left out on the counter, done before their expiration date. 

Like father, like son is about to take on a whole new meaning in the States.  Missourians will have the last laugh, Crawford is a year away from becoming Texas’ second retirement refuge for former Presidents named George, and the Bill of Rights worst best friend will  be able to take some comfort in the fact that, at least this time, he was put out of work by a Boston blue blood who actually owned a pulse.  
I have a hard time imagining President Chirac doing much more than offering a slight brow furrow upon learning of the American trend to give the French fry a more patriotic freedom fry title.  Living up to the stereotype perhaps, he was likely dismissive to the point of being rude.  If you didn’t know any better, you might have thought him French.  Had it not been for the accent, people would have thought the same of Harry Truman, another Missourian who went on to bigger things.  If you talk to a half dozen people who have spent time with Chirac, you’ll get the same story.  He’s a serious guy.  His political liabilities have always fallen into the category of being too businesslike, not personable, prone to talking straight when straight talk probably isn’t the best idea.  Unlike the soon to be former American President, the man Parisians reluctantly call one of their own has spent some real time outside of his own country.  He has the background to understand the importance of being worldly.  And when the actual world can be your chessboard, being worldly takes on a whole new level of importance.

The world has never been France’s chessboard.  I was always intrigued by that game they played on Star Trek.  It seemed like chess, but the pieces were these grotesque interplanetary creatures and there were these strange, multi-leveled platforms of various little playing boards.  Kirk, another worldly leader,  kicked ass with any and all of the ship’s mates willing to play him.  Two things to keep in mind here:  One, Kirk never gloated when he won.  He had the upper hand due to his superior mind, but he never engaged in face rubbing at the expense of some poor sap who was probably going to die later in the episode.  I’ve run the numbers.  Had it not been for the ability to beam people onto the Enterprise, there would have been only 17 crew members left by the last season.  The second thing to keep in mind is that Kirk was an American.  Had he been French, he would have constantly been looking for the platform level that symbolized exile or surrender.

And therein lies the undoing of the Bush Administration.  Chirac, a pragmatic counselor of realpolitick comes to the table with no credibility when he says “don’t fight,” because he’s the President of the most chickenshit military machine of the past century.  Bush, a man who enjoys the appearance of pragmatism, has made the politically fatal error of confusing leadership with the exercise of common sense.  Should people like Saddam Hussein be in power? Of course not. That’s just common sense.  Is the removal of someone like Saddam Hussein worth the political risk if your own economy is teetering and your allies are nervous? The equation of common sense would suggest that a bad man is a bad man no matter the status of your economy or your friends.  It’s all about tough love, right? Europeans, who needs ‘em?

Well, not exactly.  Although I haven’t lived in the United States for over a decade, I’ve voted in every one of her Presidential elections since 1964.  And I’m here to tell you, the stereotypes held by Europeans are not correct.  True, we Americans do tend to get distracted by things like Justin Timberlake at the expense of paying attention to things like where our Vice President was spending his free time in the weeks and months leading up to the first pre-emptive war in our history.  We’ll give you all that, until about late August.  Late August is when most of us finish our vacations, send our kids back to school, and have another week or so until the NFL regular season gets underway.  It’s when we do our best thinking.  It’s also when the bullshit factor peels away and reveals the exposed nerve endings of a Presidency based on common sense for what it truly is, bad.  Prime Minister Blair just dodged a bullet with last week’s suicide-gate findings.  Actually, the better analogy would be that the BBC dove in front of the bullet, but who will remember in another year or so? If a cat has nine lives then there ought to be a totally separate commission assembled to look into Tony’s genome.  I’ve got my suspicions.  Fortunately, 10 Downing Street has the buffer zone of a lukewarm friendly Parliament and a U.K. tradition of party loyalty, especially with Labour.  1600 Pennsylvania Avenue, on the other hand, is not nearly as stable a living arrangement.  When we Americans can manage to find a way to keep our judges from choosing our Commanders in Chief, we have a pretty decent record of delivering real messages to standing Presidents.  The people on CNN crowing about how John Kerry can’t possibly beat George Bush in November, which is nary a third of an NFL season removed from late August, are the same bunch who gave sermons on the mount about how a backwater hick from Arkansas had no chance against a Reagan legacy.  In America, on election day, it’s all business.  We’re about as Jacques Chirac as you can get. 
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