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			Introduction


			In these satirical columns written from 2007 to 2012, Barack Obama’s African grandfather espouses pride and aggressive self-defense. His father discusses academic success, family difficulties, and a tragic drinking problem. Young Obama reveals his struggle to control vices and establish racial identity. Then the soaring young politician offers incisive comments about politics, international relations, the media, and other issues. A variety of adversaries counterattack. Sarah Palin, Sean Hannity, and Rush Limbaugh claim they are appalled by Obama. John McCain bemoans that the young man lacks an understanding of big league politics. Hillary Clinton doubts his American values. Jeremiah Wright insists Obama always knew what his pastor was preaching and why. Mahmoud Ahmadenijad presumes to lecture the new president. Mitt Romney thinks Obama is a loser. Osama bin Laden, Muammar Gaddafi, and Bashar al-Assad also disapprove. These characters and others have a pulpit. They want Obama on Edge.
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			Grandfather of Obama


			Villagers often said I had ants in my anus but that no more bothered me than their saying hello. They were simple people, uneducated and without ambition, and I was proud to be different learning to read and write, eating with knives and forks, and bathing twice daily. White men paid me to cook in their houses, and I saved wages to invest in cattle. Back home, I demanded my hut be immaculate. If one of my girlfriends failed to thoroughly clean or broke something, I beat her. She had to understand. I was Onyango Obama, a serious and temperate man.


			I waited long to get married and then was patient with my wife Helima despite her barrenness. She knew the problem could not have been mine. I was a strong man dancing as I looked for another woman in a hall in Nairobi and not worried about bumping into people or stepping on toes. A loudmouth shouldn’t have said I was already an old man with a wife and cattle but no children and must therefore have a problem between my legs. I hit him with my right fist then another right and left and kicked him in the groin and jumped on his fallen flesh and pummeled till I was pulled off.


			I would’ve gone back to the village anyway. I needed a beautiful young woman and investigated all. The best was Akumu but her father had already committed her to another man and received six cattle. I said send those back and I’ll give you fifteen this minute. He agreed, and the following morning my friends performed the ceremonial capture of Akumu and carried her kicking happily to my hut where Helima ran off to stay with neighbors while I made Akumu my wife and soon had a daughter, Sarah, and a son, Barack, and took a fresh sixteen-year old, also named Sarah, as my third wife and kept her in Nairobi where I worked for a white man who tried to strike me with a cane I blocked and snatched away to cane his hateful hide.


			That is an example why Christianity, which I had tried, repulsed me. Christ was weak and so was his doctrine of forgiveness. I doubted white men really believed in all that. Like ants white men worked together and built their businesses and nations, unlike foolish black men who will always lose. Thankfully, I by nature possessed iron discipline and a clenched fist. My newest wife understood she needed beatings to keep her in line. All women should have deferred, but Akumu often complained and twice deserted her children and me and each time I marched to her father’s village to demand her return which he granted.


			When World War II began I ordered my wives to behave while I served in British regiments as a cook. Among other places I traveled to Arabia, Ceylon, and Burma where I obtained a fourth wife delighted to belong to a strong man of fifty. She stayed there and I returned to Kenya and found Helima unwilling to move to a village with land favorable to crops I’d learned to grow. That didn’t bother me long. She was old as I was. Akumu and Sarah came with me and watched my bananas and mangoes cover the horizon and bring money along with cattle I sold to build each of them a hut and one for myself.


			Sarah bore two children and behaved while Akumu repeatedly disrespected me and had to be thrashed but still failed to complete chores, forcing me to be sterner still. When my daughter Sarah was twelve and Barack nine, Akumu kidnapped our third child, an infant, and in the night rushed to her family’s village. I didn’t want her back but she had abandoned two children. After two weeks of consideration, I confronted her family and learned they’d already accepted a dowry from a man she’d married and accompanied to Tanganyika. Akumu was in fact so treacherous and irresponsible she told our daughter Sarah to wait a few weeks then take Barack and walk through wilderness to her parents’ village. Two weeks later, I found them starving, thirsty, mauled by insects, and covered with dirt. I broke down, but only briefly, and then fed and cleaned them up and took them back to my wife Sarah with news they were now hers.


			Daughter Sarah was bright and would probably marry well and did not need the money for schooling I gave Barack, whom I had long tutored in reading and mathematics. Sometimes teachers caned my intelligent son for correcting them in class. A few years later he became one of the elite young African students in Kenya, earning admission to a mission secondary school fifty miles away. He received good grades but secretly took girls to his dormitory and stole chickens and crops from neighboring farms and shamed me when he was expelled and for that I caned his back till it bled.


		


	

		

			Father of Obama


			Dear Barry,


			I’m most proud of you but naturally grieve as I read how you feel about me. Please understand, in many respects I enjoy your book, and do not here write so much to refute, which perhaps I could not honestly do anyway, but to explain. You did not grow up in an African village, and Onyango Obama was not your father but mine. He was a bright and ambitious man but of another world in which strong, respected men beat their wives and children. Imagine if I, or anyone else, had done this to you. Would you still be so gentle and stable, as I confidently state you are? Let your father surmise you’d be more like me.


			Last time the old man battered me I considered grabbing the cane and turning it on him. Fortunately, I didn’t, and though he banned me from his compound he got me a job as a clerk over on the coast in Mombasa. You’re correct, I didn’t stay long, and doubt you would have, either. The Arab owner upbraided me every day and after a fortnight I stood almost on his toes and said not another word and then left without pay. Scurrying to obtain another job, I settled for paltry wages but, on a visit, told my father I in fact earned more. He demanded to see a pay book he knew I couldn’t produce and banned me again before storming into his hut.


			Did you have to pay to marry your wife? You know I did, not with money but soul as Father kept rejecting my request to provide a dowry for Kezia’s parents. I then had to ask her to intercede, and only that – the logic and appeal of my beautiful girlfriend – compelled hard Obama to accept that a man with assets should help his son procure a bride. What an oppressive existence I then entered. Did I, like you, easily matriculate to Occidental College and then Columbia University? You, my at times self-righteous son, should’ve juxtaposed our experiences. I had to bow to become an office boy. Meanwhile, my less bright friends were going to universities and preparing for lives of affluence.


			I loved my wife and infant son but they were suffocating me. You, as a young adult, were free to study and roam. I worked all day and studied correspondence courses during breaks and hours every night, striving to qualify for an American university. Ultimately, I took the tests. Results wouldn’t arrive for months I spent losing weight, grinding inside about the prisoner I’d be if I failed. I couldn’t fail. I wouldn’t. I didn’t. With glee I shouted after my acceptance. My father now appreciated me but lacked the means for this. How would I pay? You’re quite lucky, indeed more so than I, that the University of Hawaii, wherever that was, offered me a scholarship I embraced before saying goodbye to little Roy and my pregnant wife.


			I had to get a good education and worked quite hard. My social life came rather more readily as I’d always been a charmer. Right away I met a white teenager, Ann, and knew she wanted me. I probably didn’t explain all the complexities of my domestic life in Kenya but that didn’t matter now in Hawaii. Soon, in 1961, we married, and you were born a few months later when she was eighteen. I was already twenty-five, and two years later received my economics degree. Please understand, I would have liked – or at least had no overriding objection to – living with you and your mother. But to do so I would’ve had to accept a comprehensive scholarship from the rather mundane New School in New York City and reject academically elite Harvard, which offered only tuition. My son, I fear I had to lovingly leave another family. Under the same circumstances, can you swear you wouldn’t have done the same? Your response, though of emotional interest, is not relevant to the decision I inexorably made in 1963.


			I must tell you, and I don’t believe it immodest, that the ladies loved me at Harvard as in Hawaii and Kenya. After I got my masters degree in economics, a most determined Ruth chased me back home and insisted we marry. I agreed. That was reasonable. Your mother had divorced me. And Kezia understood the rules: Roy and Auma came to live with Ruth and me and that arrangement was satisfactory until Ruth and I had two sons, Mark and David, and she began nurturing hers and rejecting mine. That’s not why I drank, of course. I simply loved getting loaded on the finest whiskey and cigarettes, while wearing the most elegant suits, and frequenting the most fashionable hotels, restaurants, and nightclubs. If one drink felt good, why would I quit?


			At work I presided over economic policy at important corporations and ministries but began to be required to train buffoons who’d been promoted over me because of tribal biases in government. This enraged me, as you’ve written, since it showed Kenyan politicians had simply replaced white colonialists. Friends said keep quiet. Even sober I wouldn’t do that, and after drinks in public I’d bellow a Harvard man of great training and insight should not be so mistreated. Our great President Jomo Kenyatta, a champion of maiming clitorises, ordered me into his office and said there’d be no shoes on my feet by the time I got another job. I was banned, blacklisted, shorn of my passport and in every way humiliated until forced to take a job far beneath me.


			Ruth, get up at once, I’d shout walking in late at night. I’m hungry. Cook me this and that. To Roy and Auma I offered many a rebuke. They needed to be disciplined. Because of my attainments, all Obamas had to be number one. And my whole family needed to give me the respect my nation denied. I should have had a chauffeur. That would’ve helped after I left the nightclub. I don’t recall much, really. I woke up maimed in the hospital and tormented by news I’d killed a white farmer. I know you visited Ruth and heard all this and her claims I was crazy and Mark’s that I was a drunk unavailable to him. What I’m describing is something other than insanity, though a year in the hospital made me pray for peace.


			Soon after release, I didn’t mind, that is I didn’t implode, when Ruth left with Mark and David and filed for divorce. I still had Roy and Auma with me, and two new sons, Bernard and Abo, out in the village with Kezia. And I had you in Hawaii. There I journeyed in December 1971 when you were ten. In your book I learn you’d told friends I was a prince. Instead, you met a convalescing man who’d just made a grueling trip half way around the globe. My hug you greeted with arms pinned to your sides.


			I understand you’re doing very well in school, I said. You didn’t respond so I commented intelligence was in our blood and that your brothers and sister in Africa also excelled in school. I wasn’t shy as a boy but you decidedly were, and more than twenty years later in writing you reveal why: as I talked to Ann and her parents, who were raising you, you stared at me and concluded I was strikingly thin and had bony knees cutting into the legs of my pants and carried an ivory-handled cane since I walked with a limp and exuded a fragility that haunted you as much as the yellow of my malarial eyes. In your book you’re satisfied to merely note I’d been badly injured in an automobile accident, not that I had in fact had lost both legs and ached like hell forevermore. My son, let other people write that. You feel it more important to declare you were tired of me after a week and preferred fantasies you could “alter” and that would wall off the “volatile and vaguely threatening” man in your living room.


			You did have some bad habits. Most disturbing, you watched too much television. One night I told you to go to your room, overruling your grandmother’s suggestion you simply watch the Christmas season cartoon in there, and explained if you’ve finished your lesson for tomorrow then begin work for the next day and if you’ve already done that then start the lessons you’ll have after vacation and do so before you make me angry. You sulked into your room and listened to your grandmother call me a bully and grandfather remind me this was his house. And you’d already heard him complain I was sitting in his chair and her snap she wasn’t my servant. Though you were “counting the days until I left,” I’m glad you acknowledge being proud I riveted your teacher and classmates with a lecture about evolution and wild animals and tribes and slavery and that “Kenyans, like all of us in the room, longed to be free and develop themselves through hard work and sacrifice.”


			I wish you’d known I asked your mother to bring you to live with me in Kenya. You would’ve joined Roy and Auma, who were most delighted by the idea, and been part of a big happy family. But Ann felt my life was too complicated, and she was ever allured by Indonesia, even after divorcing her husband from there.


			You’re undoubtedly fortunate not to have come. I lost my lousy job and had to take Roy and Auma to live in a ramshackle house in a ghetto. Despite being one of the brightest and most capable men in the country, I borrowed money for food while many people I’d given aid shunned me. Hell with them. In bars other fellows seemed fine after I’d downed sufficient whiskey. I suppose liquor always made me hungry, for your sister is honest, as you write, that I’d stagger in quite late and burst into her bedroom and say get me something to eat right now, quit frowning, talk to me. Roy couldn’t stand me and had already left home, and Auma prayed I’d never return. She didn’t have to see me much after a scholarship enabled her to board at Kenya High School.


			Eventually I was readmitted to government, albeit at a too low level, but decided not to burden myself with home ownership and instead resided in undistinguished hotels where I could bring my young girlfriends. When one complained about my nightlife, I replaced her. They weren’t going to stop me from having a fine time. No one could till the night I smashed into something and never woke up.


			You write your mother cried over the phone when you told her but you, Barry, felt no pain nor any reason to pretend so. I understand and for that reason am especially gratified as a young man you left your vacation in Europe, feeling it was a place not your own, and embraced Africa where, eloquently, you remember everywhere feeling and seeing and smelling my presence, and out in the village, under the enduring mango tree, you knelt at my grave and that of my father, and for all of us you cried.


			Sincerely,


			Your Father


		


	

		

			Billie Holiday Visits Young Obama


			I love cigarettes smoking my head with an odor beer washes away until I smoke more then get down with whiskey and mellow more with reefer before a little blow rushes my brain then crashes me alone after a party in an apartment echoing above with other empty people. I don’t care I’m not white but concerned if I’m really black enough, a high school senior in Honolulu maybe no one will accept so I’m angry and resentful and pour more drinks to relax and spend another night with Billie Holiday.


			I know the trick is not caring it hurts when I put out matches with my fingers but understand Billie feels more since to survive she needs smack I avoid with visions of a needle-launched bubble racing through veins to stop my heart. The wheel of fortune never stops for Billie I embrace like a lover, saddened and soothed by her sweet lament it’s so easy to remember but so hard to forget.
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			Chapter 2


		


	

		

			High-Riding Hillary Stomps Obama


			A couple thousand cowboys, drifters, hookers, and horses had surrounded the Philadelphia Saloon near the Liberty Bell last Wednesday night. They were a raucous and happy group because their candidate, Hillary Clinton, had just trounced Barack Obama in a showdown debate, bolstering her chances for victory in the presidential primary April twenty-second and suggesting her tidal wave from Ohio and Texas will also sweep through this state all the way to Pennsylvania Avenue. I wanted to enter the establishment but was frankly afraid to try. Thankfully, one of Hillary’s crack media consultants lassoed me and pulled me inside and, with a kick to my fanny, propelled me toward the candidate, who was standing at the bar.


			“Line ‘em up,” Hillary ordered the bartender. He complied, placing six shot glasses of whiskey on the bar. With her right hand she grabbed the one on that end and chugged it, then used her left to finish that shot – right, left, right, left – and all were gone, and Hillary kicked the wooden side of the bar, spat on the floor, yelled “Fuckin’, yeah,” and with rapidity likely to win any showdown she drew the gun on her right hip and fired three shots into the ceiling and on a finger twirled her gun before re-holstering it. Inside and out, everyone roared, and that included me.


			“Madame President,” said campaign chief George Stephanopoulous, “will you please grant this tinhorn a few minutes? He has an international readership.”


			“I reckon so,” said Hillary, offering her hand and almost breaking mine.


			“Senator Clinton, Barack Obama had been enchanting millions of Americans until tonight,” I said. “What was the key to your damaging that relationship?”


			“The man’s a cotton-pickin’ elitist,” she said. “He’s way out of touch with middle America. What kind of high horse is he on, saying that small-town Americans bitter about hard times ‘cling to guns or religion or antipathy to people who aren’t like them.’ If I weren’t a lady, I’d beat his ass. He should realize these people have been around guns all their lives, just like I’ve been since the morning my daddy put a revolver instead of a rattler in my crib. For centuries these Americans have hunted together because they needed the food, and even the ones who didn’t need bloody meat cherished the bonding that comes from the chase and the kill. A guy like Barack Hussein Obama could never understand that.”


			“Respectfully, Senator Clinton, given that you and your husband have made more than a hundred million bucks during the last seven years, isn’t it hypocritical to call him elitist?”


			My heart stabbed when Mrs. Clinton stroked her gun but she quickly thrust her right index finger into my face and fired, “I’m rooted in middle class values. They are the heart and soul of the American experience. Maybe my opponent doesn’t have the background to understand that.”


			“Are you implying that Senator Obama isn’t thoroughly American?”


			“I didn’t say that. But I’m glad you did. Look at his associations. His pastor, Jeremiah Wright, wants God to damn America. And he’s a crony of Bill Ayers, the 1970’s terrorist from the Weather Underground that bombed government buildings and killed police.”


			“Ayers didn’t participate in the crimes you mention,” I said. “He was in hiding. When he emerged, he didn’t have to serve jail time because of ‘government legal misconduct.’ Your husband, President Clinton, pardoned two fellow members of the Weather Underground, Linda Sue Evans, who drove the getaway car from a robbery during which three were killed, including two police officers, and the other, Susan Rosenberg, who was caught with more than seven hundred pounds of dynamite. What do you say to that?”


			“There’s a difference big as Texas, and this is it: the two ladies my husband pardoned are repentant and Bill Ayres isn’t. Also, I would never have allowed those women to host a political event for me. Ayres threw a party for Obama. They were cronies.”


			“They were involved in educational programs in Chicago. And, as you probably know, Linda Sue Evans told a Texas newspaper, ‘I’m not repentant. That’s for sure.’”


			“Don’t contradict me or I’ll bust your balls,” the senator said. “I’m on a mission, and the only one who can save the nation from more fanatical Republicanism.”


			“But you did ultimately concede ‘yes, yes, yes’ Senator Obama could also beat John McCain.”


			“I said that to be nice. Fact is, the guy doesn’t consistently do well except with blacks and elitist whites. Other traditional Democratic supporters – Jews, blue-collar whites, and Hispanics – who we’ve got to have to win in November, have much preferred me to Obama.”


			“Are you implying they’d skedaddle to the Republicans if Obama’s the Democratic nominee?”


			“I ain’t implying it. I’m saying it – a guy many Americans think might be Muslim or a sympathizer is going to lose plenty of Jewish voters and their supporters; a guy who wants driver’s licenses for illegal immigrants will turn off many blue-collar voters; and, in general, he’ll lose support because he usually doesn’t wear the American flag on his lapel.”


			“His support for driver’s licenses for illegal immigrants will certainly help him with Hispanic voters.”


			“McCain’s much stronger than most Republicans with Hispanic voters. I’d get a lot more of their votes than Obama.”


			“Not if he’s the nominee. The Bush-Clinton dynasties have already lasted almost twenty years. The American people don’t want to push that to twenty-eight.”


			“A few more nights like tonight and that’ll change. Now beat it.”


		


	

		

			Jeremiah Wright Steps Forward


			Many of you who watched Bill Moyers interview me on PBS, and did some independent reading, have doubtless deleted (or at least modified) the incessant sound bites and snippets hurled by the nation’s most reactionary politicians and radio talk show hosts. Those unpatriotic babblers – patriots are bold enough to criticize their country’s leaders when they behave as criminals – are haranguing me for truthful and dynamically delivered statements about current and historical atrocities committed in the name of the United States.


			Before elaborating some of my key positions, let’s feed a few facts to the reactionaries: Inspired by John F. Kennedy in 1961, I relinquished my student deferment after two years college and did something for my country: I joined the Marine Corps. Are you listening, Dick Cheney? In two years I transferred to the Navy, studied at the Corpsman School and graduated as Valedictorian. How does that compare to your service record, George W. Bush? Later I trained to be a cardiopulmonary technician, graduated as salutatorian, and was awarded with operation room duty during the removal of Lyndon Johnson’s gall bladder, and received three White House letters of commendation. What were two of the nation’s loudest whiners, Rush Limbaugh and Sean Hannity, doing for their country as young men?


			After six years of full-time military service, I returned to college and earned a bachelor’s degree from Howard University in 1968 and a master’s in English the following year. Then I moved to Chicago and secured a master’s degree from the University of Chicago Divinity School. Like my father in Philadelphia, I was going to be a preacher. My mother had become the first black teacher and administrator at her high school. In 1972 I took over as pastor at forlorn Trinity United Church of Christ, which had but eighty-seven members on the roll and fewer in the pews.


			Fueled by theology, common sense, politics, and music relevant to African Americans, I delivered sermons to an expanding audience. I also became a community activist and helped establish day care centers, soup kitchens, counseling centers, and senior citizens programs. Black kids needed to see positive action from learned men. “You can’t be what you haven’t seen,” I said in a 1987 PBS interview. During this period Barack Obama approached me about community concerns as well as spiritual matters. Thus began the association that his opponents now use to batter him.


			My friend Barack responded eloquently in “A More Perfect Union” speech but also had to be a politician and stated, “We’ve heard my former pastor...use incendiary language to express views that have the potential not only to widen the racial divide, but views that denigrate both the greatness and the goodness of our nation; that rightly offend white and black alike…The remarks that have caused this recent firestorm weren’t simply controversial. They weren’t simply a religious leader’s effort to speak out against perceived injustice. Instead, they expressed a profoundly distorted view of this country – a view that sees white racism as endemic, and that elevates what is wrong with America above all that we know is right with America.”



