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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’ve been in the same weightroom with Mr. Britney himself.  I was taking a shortcut through the hotel fitness room 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, in the adolescent-female-adored flesh.  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 2.3 million per 30 seconds.  

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 Mexican, but not after that drubbing.  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 strength 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 will 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 blue light district.  Players know what I’m talking about, but that’s for another column.  St. Louis’ corporate was the place of income
