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To myself















How Can One Man Write More Than One Book?
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My name is George W. Bush. You may know me from my beautiful paintings, which were on display in the fall of 2012 at the prestigious Dallas–Fort Worth Museum of Art & Walker, Texas Ranger Memorabilia. I believe the works shown in that exhibit received a citation of some kind, and I’m quite certain the show was written up in the local newspapers.


You may also be familiar with me through my other literature writings: the book I wrote about my relationship with my father, 41: A Portrait of My Father; my superb unauthorized autobiography, Destined for Destiny; and the inspiring account of my great leadership of a nation, Decision Points.


Oh, and that reminds me. You may also remember me serving as the forty-third President of the United States. I was on the TV during that time.


The book you are holding now, which was legitimately written by me, is, oddly, not about me. At least, not directly. Rest assured I am featured prominently in the pages ahead. But mostly, this is a book about my brother Jeb, who is slated to be the forty-fifth President of the United States.


Now, at this point, you are probably asking yourself, “When do I get to see some of these renowned paintings you mentioned ever so coyly at the beginning of the chapter?” and I cannot blame you. Usually books of this type, profiles of a candidate released in the heat of a presidential campaign, are simply a candidate’s “handlers’” attempt to cast the office-runner in a positive light, which means these books are often, shall we say, light on the substanceness. They are also a publisher’s attempt to exploit the notoriety of a candidate. In short, such books are self-serving tripe written in a few days to not only help a candidate, but make a quick dollar.


In my defense, I must point out that this is not a self-serving book. It is a “Jeb-serving” book. It was, however, written in a few days, and I sincerely hope it makes a great deal of quick dollars.


But, why else am I writing this book?


Shortly after Jeb’s last birthday, my father, the forty-first President of these United States, George H. W. Bush, wrote me a heartfelt letter, imploring me to tout the virtues of my younger brother. And I’m not going to lie. It brought a tear to my eye. And it left me no room to waver. When my father gives me a directive, I follow it. Below are the letters of the letter he sent me. See if it doesn’t pull at your heartstrings as it did mine.


Originally I thought of helping Jeb become President by creating a type of coffee-table book filled with reproductions of my beautiful full-color paintings. Through these paintings I would show my brother’s fitness for the chief office of our country. The paintings would, through color, texture, and brushstroke, inspire the mind of the beholder to understand everything a prospective American voter would need to know about a Jeb Bush administration, its detailed policy proposals, and why I support them.


I have been painting for quite some time now, and in fact I now prefer to communicate through art instead of through writing or words, when possible. For example, when dining out, I will point to a picture of the food I want on the menu. If there are no pictures, I will quickly paint a picture of the entree and give it to my waiter. Usually, it is a painting of hot dogs and Tater Tots, which takes a great deal of skill and patience to paint.
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Customer service calls to my local cable company are particularly challenging for me, since they take place over the phone. First, I paint a painting that captures the particular issue I need help with, be it an issue with my bill, or something having to do with technical support, such as the cable box not working properly. Then I call them and proceed to describe the painting to the customer service associate in great detail. So far this has not been a successful communication strategy, as the person on the phone usually asks repeatedly and insistently for me to explain my concern in words as opposed to interpreting my own visual art, and the person quickly hangs up on me when they realize I will only be describing my painting. But I will not alter my course. I will continue with this strategy until I can watch the DIY channel, which is currently a black screen. Are you reading this, cable helper people?


But my father, who thinks art is hogwash, urged me to reconsider the painting idea and write a book of words instead. Here is the impassioned note I received to that effect:
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After receiving that touching message, I had a new course. I resolved to undertake the hard work of writing this book.


Regardlessly, I could not help myself, and created the paintings anyway. They are reproduced in these pages, somewhere around the middle of the book. Those with more of a mind to the arts than to the written word may prefer to simply look at the paintings. For those who cannot read, the paintings will do the job nicely. If you are blind, you are encouraged to purchase the audiobook edition of 45, which will contain a helpful section in which I describe the paintings in great detail. My in-depth analysis of the artwork will, in fact, comprise roughly 90 percent of the audiobook.


All that aside, if you are not blind, do not like looking at paintings, or simply prefer words, please continue reading.


In this book, I will lay out my thoughts about Jeb’s suitability for the job of commander in chief. I have known him his whole life and have seen him tested in ways the nation never will. Being an older brother, I have viciously tortured Jeb for most of his life. And he deserved it, because he is a bonehead. The question we must ask for the future of our nation, however, is, “How will such a fat dope earn the highest command chair in the land?” It will be a torturous journey for him, filled with Indian burns, nipple twists, and noogies. But through this trial, we will see whether he emerges destined to become “45.”


Enjoy these readings.















The Birth of Jeb, a Legend in Birthery
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I’ll be honest with you. Before Jeb came along, I had no need of a brother. Life was pretty good all by myself. I enjoyed the unfettered attentions of my father, through his loving writing of very concise notes, and of my mother, through her polite howls of “Just give me a moment of peace, please!” I played among the dirt patches and dried grasses of Midland, Texas, happy as can be.


In this hot, dry paradise I felt like I had the run of the place. I hurled baseballs through windows, tortured my fair share of frogs, and stained or otherwise damaged many freshly installed carpets. Why should I want a brother to share in any of this childhood magic? I surely didn’t.


Frankly, I still don’t.


Nevertheless, very soon my mother’s belly was about to burst with a new baby brother for me, and I did not want it. So, being the mischievous boy I was, I set my mind to figuring out a way to get rid of this baby.


I thought if I could just poke the baby, that would likely dispatch it, like when you poke a mouse really hard. Sadly, I wasn’t allowed near any sharp or flammable objects. There had been an incident with the dog involving kabob sticks, and another incident involving fireworks and the lawn mower. There were surely other incidents as well. The main point being I was not allowed near anything flammable, sharp, breakable, fragile, long, new, or white.


But before I could figure out a method of getting rid of this future brother, I had more basic problems to solve. For example, where was the baby, exactly? I had learned that a stork would bring the new baby to the family, yet as my mother’s belly began to grow, and she and others spoke of the baby as somehow being in her belly, this confused me greatly. Was the baby in the sky, being carried by a terrifying, shrieking beast, or was it inside my mother? Or both?


At the tender age of seven, I did not yet know about the complexities of stork-human reproduction, or the intricate way in which mighty fowl delivered babies to mothers’ stomachs already in swaddling blankets, using both their powerful beaks and perhaps piercing talons as well, to place the baby inside the stomach, or, as I later learned to call it, the womb.


I asked some of my friends in school, and they contrived impossible horrors that could only serve to poison the mind of a young boy. One boy led me to believe that a stork had disgraced my mother, and I cried and cried, then ran home and demanded that my mother tell me it wasn’t true. She simply asked me to quiet down, as I recall. But I was resolute. I was angry at the stork, and vowed to hunt down and destroy the bird. I am still searching for it. It has been a lifelong hunt.


But that is a subject for another book.


My mother tried to explain the entire situation to me, but grew weary of her inability to articulate it in a way a seven-year-old could understand. My father’s handwritten notes avoided the topic altogether.


It would be a long time before I understood the processes and procedures of bringing children into this world. Even today, the finer points confound me. Laura seems to know, but will not divulge her womanly secrets. When it was time for her to bring the girls into our lives, she went to a wonderful place in the hospital where only ladies are allowed, and that’s where she was handed the babies, presumably by a higher-station stork with medical credentials. I was handed them later, but did not meet the bird.


So, this is as much as I have been able to glean. God fits into it somewhere, to implant the soul, but I still do not understand when that happens precisely. I can only speculate that the storks and the Lord have a strategic partnership that is special in both the animal kingdom and the Bible. Bees are also somehow involved. And the growing of cabbages is also an integral component of the science, as I understand it.


There are many mysteries that our finest minds and our greatest doctors have not fully uncovered in this world. The miracle of childbirth is one of them. And I prefer to leave mysteries to the philosophizers. A curious mind only leads to trouble.


All that presiding, the immediate problem of seven-year-old George W. Bush remained: How was I going to get rid of this baby?


My effort to somehow prevent the birth of my brother was dealt another blow when, after my mother became visibly pregnant, she adopted a new twelve-foot rule. I was not allowed within twelve feet of her at all times. She was not feeling well, and apparently the energy it took to continually bellow, “Be quiet,” “That’s enough,” and “George, stop it!” took too great a toll on her constitution, and she could not withstand being disturbed in any way. I understood the new rule. I knew she loved me because the nanny told me, but I began to envy my new unborn brother because he got to spend all of his time with her. The twelve-foot rule was unfair, and unjust.


One night during this time, I had a powerful dream. I felt a gentle touch on my hand. I opened my eyes to find a beautiful mermaid floating before me. I surmised this dream had taken me to the underwater kingdom of Atlantis!


A voice bellowed, “I am Poseidon! Who has trespassed in my kingdom?”


I then noticed the mermaid had a rich, full beard. Poseidon’s long, waving hair was most likely what confused me into thinking he was a mermaid. He was, nonetheless, still strangely beautiful.


“I’m George W. Bush, sir,” I said.


Poseidon seemed taken aback. “George W. Bush, the second-greatest US President ever?”


Being seven, I surmised that this was complete nonsense.


“Where are my toys? Are we having hot dogs and macaroni and cheese for dinner? I want to go home now.”


“You’re going to have a younger brother,” Poseidon spokefied. “You’re going to have to guide him and lead him. He might one day be the greatest President of the United States.”


“Ever!” he added.


The merman was trying to put a lot of weight on my young shoulders, and I didn’t feel up to it.


“I can’t even tie my shoes by myself!” I cried.


“Whether he achieves this high office will be up to you, and you alone.”


“I want to wake up now! Where’s my BB gun?”


Poseidon sighed, “Yes, wake up if you want. It’s your dream. Your lucky numbers are forty-one, forty-three, forty-five, nine, and eleven.”


I awoke, and to my great dismay I was no longer in the dazzling, emerald-encrusted undersea kingdom. I was in my plain old bedroom.


When I regained my senses, I knew my life was to be different from this point forward. I had a new purpose. I had a new calling. My seven-year-old mind did not understand it, but my modern-day mind does. So, retroactively, I realized my life’s purpose in the past that day, and set out from the future on what I knew then I would know now to be my new old young life’s purpose: to help my baby brother Jeb on his journey, to forge a leader who would be worthy of the President’s chair.


And that is the central concern that must be determined: Will Jeb be worthy? Will I properly guide him on his journey? This is what this book will attempt to discover.


My new baby brother might one day be a great leader—and it would be up to me. Would I teach the baby Jeb what it needed to know to become a great leader? Or would I merely dismiss the infant as an annoyance? Would my one-day book ferret out the answers needed for Jeb to succeed? Would the book make the bestseller list? Would Jeb ever read the book?


There are too many questions to answer. So, we should not try to answer them.


As the day of Jeb’s birth approached, my mother became more and more distant. The nanny explained to me that there would soon be a new baby in the house, and I would need to be very responsible with this new life. That would be easy now with my new mission. Instead of trying to get rid of this baby, I would now nurture it and tutor it. I began a concerted effort to demonstrate my ability to care for the child.


I gathered all of my favorite books, like The ABC’s and Bible Stories Heavily Edited for Children, so that I could read them to the baby. I built a rudimentary podium out of Lincoln Logs, so that the baby could learn to be a powerful and persuasive public talker.


From that point on, I also began to address the baby in the womb. I had to yell because of the twelve-foot rule, but yell I did. I yelled all about the exciting adventures we would have as brothers outside the womb. I promise-yelled that I would watch out for him, and teach him all about being a Bush. I sang-yelled lullabies at night until my mother’s pained pleas of “George, shut up, for the love of Jesus!” could almost drown me out. I yelled so much praise and adoration at this new-life baby-thing that I actually began to believe all of it myself. I would lose my voice frequently at that time because of all the yelling. And I would use the downtime to plan new yells.


One day when I came home from school, my mother wasn’t in her usual “ladies’ comfort” reclining chair. I searched the house, but the nanny told me that my newborn sibling was coming, and when my mother returned she would do so with baby Jeb in her arms.


I paced the house, wondering if my yell-bonding would bear fruit. I could not sleep, and I could not eat.


Eventually, late into the next day, my father’s limousine arrived to take me to visit my mom and new brother, Jeb. He then told me through a very touching handwritten note that Jeb hadn’t slept since he was born late the previous night. Jeb had been crying and crying, and doctors were worried that something was wrong with him. I began to have a good feeling.


When Dad brought me to the isolated room where they were keeping Jeb, I heard the wailing down the hall. We stepped into the room, where a nurse was futilely cradling the infant, cooing like a dove in an effort to soothe him. I knew what I had to do. I yelled as loud as I could: “Quiet, Jeb! I’m here!” Instantly, the baby went silent, his tiny arms flailing excitedly. “Go to sleep, Jeb!” I yelled, and Jeb instantly closed his eyes and began tiny-snoring.


My strategy had worked. The baby was confused and frightened in this strange new world without my voice to guide him.


My astonished father wrote me a note that night that simply said, “It seems you have the magic touch, Georgie. We’re going to put you two in the same room.”


My plan had succeeded. Now a lifetime of presidential training could begin.
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