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For my grandmother, Madelyn Dunham.
Although you were a typical white person who
once confessed your fear of black men,
I don’t hold that against you.

—B.O.





Introduction:
Why I Had to Write This Book


They say the best offense is a good defense.

With my poll numbers in a nosedive and with the 2012 election just around the corner, I’ve decided to take off the gloves and come out swinging to defend myself. From whom, you ask? This might surprise you, but with friends like Joe Biden and other dimwit Democrats in Congress and on my staff, who needs enemies? Let’s start with my veep.

Look, I have nothing personally against Joe Biden.

Really. I don’t. Aside from the fact that he’s been a complete pain in my ass ever since my campaign advisors insisted we put him on the ticket. At the time, I told them I’d prefer to run with an African-American over Joe Biden. You know, somebody I knew personally and could trust—like my pastor, Reverend Jeremiah Wright.

Having spent twenty years listening to Reverend Wright, I can attest he’s f——king brilliant. He has such insight into public policy. Like the time in church when he told us, “The government lied about inventing the HIV virus as a means of genocide against people of color.”1

You’re not gonna find that sort of analysis in the mainstream press.

My advisors, however, argued with Joe Biden we’d get more mileage out of that whole “ebony and ivory” motif that Stevie Wonder and Paul McCartney sang about. Plus, they said Joe had a certain Hugh Hefner look-alike appeal that’d be popular with the young female voters. While conceding the point, I told them that I was still stewing over Joe’s dig against me that “the presidency is not something that lends itself to on the-job-training.”2

As it’s turned out, no amount of training has kept Joe’s mouth from insulting Indian-Americans, the disabled, and hardworking entrepreneurs—which I document thoroughly in this book. No question, the guy’s a walking gaffe machine on steroids. Hell, he even screws up his own history. Joe claimed he graduated “in the top half” of his class at Syracuse College of Law. He’d be right . . . IF graduating seventy-sixth out of a class of eighty-five students qualified as the top half. Let’s set aside his claim that he “graduated with three degrees from college”3 when in reality it was one.

Who’s counting, right?

To be honest, if I had to go with a Caucasian running mate, my first choice would have been my old friend Bill Ayers. He and I were tight back in Chicago. Bill loved the idea. We both knew, however, there was no easy way to put a positive spin on some of the stuff he’s said and done along the way.

Take that little matter of Bill’s fascination with terrorism and explosives. Or the fact that Bill once said, “Everything was absolutely ideal on the day I bombed the Pentagon . . . the sky was blue. The birds were singing. And the bastards were finally going to get what was coming to them.”4 Nope. Even Bill Clinton with his unmatched ability to parse words couldn’t spin that.

So I got stuck with Joe.

In spite of having a nimrod of a vice president, we won the 2008 election with my message of hope and change. You see, voters were unhappy with the direction of the country. I was, too. George Bush trashed America with his fiscal policies, which favored his rich cronies. He evidently lost sight of the core values espoused by one of our Founding Fathers, Karl Marx, who taught that we must spread the wealth around.

That’s what I promised, and that’s what I’ve been doing these first two years.

After all, when you spread the wealth around it’s a good thing for everybody.

At the same time, from the moment I arrived in the White House, I found myself surrounded by idiots. I’m the eighth U.S. president with a Harvard degree. I’m smart. I’m “clean” (as Joe pointed out). And I’m nothing if I’m not articulate, especially when near a teleprompter. Look, I know what I’m doing. My Democratic associates on the Hill, however, have let me down. They routinely say and do some of the dumbest things. These gaffes are a distraction from my mission and have compromised my ability to lead.

I wrote this book to chronicle a number of those blunders on their part.

Why? That way you’ll know whom to toss out of office in 2012.

Let me be clear. There are those who claim I’ve said my share of whoppers. My enemies on the right are quick to point out the time when I said on the campaign trail, “Over the last fifteen months, we’ve traveled to every corner of the United States. I’ve now been in fifty-seven states? I think there’s one left to go.”

Look. I am not a newcomer to this. I know there are fifty states—so far.

But why stop there?

I’m a visionary. I’m not stuck in the past. All I was doing was projecting into the future, to a time when our flag might proudly be expanded to include new states. In fact, I’m no different from that great philosopher John Lennon, who sang: “Imagine there’s no countries / It isn’t hard to do / Nothing to kill or die for.” I remember smoking weed listening to that tune, envisioning a day when flags and borders won’t be necessary. He’s right, they’re so divisive.

Which is why I once told the president of Mexico, “In the twenty-first century, we are not defined by our borders, but by our bond.”5

So, welcome to the New America. Or, in the words of my secretary of state, Hillary Clinton, “God bless the America we are trying to create.”6

There’s still much to be done. Where do we start?

Vote for me in 2012 . . . and toss out the deadweight exemplified herein.

—B.O.



CHAPTER 1


What’s in a Name?

It’s no secret that my name has become a political football ever since I campaigned for the presidency. Obviously, when my parents named me they never imagined I’d run for president.

I mean, what are the odds that the last name of the dictator we just overthrew and my middle name—Hussein—would be the same? Talk about your tough luck! (What if Harry Truman’s middle name had been Hitler?) To top it off, my first name isn’t a word that most Americans have ever heard of. Let’s be clear: It’s unlikely that “Barack” ever topped the Most Popular Baby Names list in this country. Not to mention how some of those BIRTHER people can’t have enough fun with the fact that “Obama” rhymes with “Osama.” Everybody’s a comedian, right?

So, with all this name baggage, you can see how important it was that I be introduced properly on official occasions. David Axelrod and my other consultants thought this was especially true at the start of the campaign.

As soon as we had picked Joe Biden for my running mate in the ’08 election, we scheduled a rally in Springfield, Illinois—my home state. That, of course, is the home of Abe Lincoln, Rod Blagojevich, and so on.

At the time, it made sense to entrust my introduction to Joe Biden. After all, as vice president he wouldn’t have that much to do. Why not let him start off by making sure people heard my name correctly.

That was the plan. Here’s what happened . . .

“This election year the choice is clear! One man stands ready to deliver change we desperately need. A man I’m proud to call my friend. A man who will be the next president of the United States . . . Barack America!!”

—Joe Biden, August 23, 20087



CHAPTER 2


My Resident Smart-ass

No, I’m not talking about Michelle. Although, come to think of it, I’ve often thought . . . wait a sec— I better not go there. When it comes to resident smart-asses I’m talking about my veep. The guy’s a walking gaffe machine with a set of Energizer lithium batteries that keep on going.

Just the other day I sent Biden to Milwaukee for what should have been a piece-of-cake assignment: to stump for Democratic senator Russ Feingold. You see, Russ was having some difficulty with his re-election bid even though he’s as progressive as they come. Hell, Russ voted against the Iraq War, he’s been against the Patriot Act, and, uh, he voted against bailing out Wall Street.
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