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PREFACE


Wherein “It” is defined

The “It” that will be repeatedly referred to in this book should be understood to be the “bullshit of America” as the title of the book suggests.

Also, it should be noted that this is a humor book.

I’m hoping that fact will become obvious—or in fact was already obvious after you took a quick glance at the cover—but I feel the need to remind you:

This is a humor book.

I felt like I had to say this just in case you get mad.

Now, why would you get mad? Well, the book’s subject is politics and as we’ve seen quite often—such as every single time someone talks politics with friends or strangers, in person or on the Internet—people seem more and more inclined to get mad. Teeth-gritting, hateful-thing-saying, muttering and cursing mad. Especially in these really, really disenchanting and partisan times. Case in point: I was recently at a very nice dinner where someone called someone else an “idiot” because of who they voted for in 2008. This was inaccurate, as the accused “idiot” speaks four languages and actually finished college whereas the accuser doesn’t and didn’t.

Why people are so easily able to attain these stratospheric levels of anger isn’t rocket science. Folks are used to staying well inside their comfort zones. They read the books and weblogs that reinforce their views, tune in to the TV and radio shows that tell them what they want to hear and generally shy away from encounters with viewpoints or facts they don’t know how to handle or want to consider. As a result, in the event they stumble across one of the myriad differing opinions that do exist in the world, they’re taken outside their comfort zone. When that happens, even for a moment, they get disoriented, bothered, mad. If you’ve spent any time on a comment thread anywhere in the vast reaches of cyberspace you know what I’m saying is true.

Now, since I’ve actually made an effort to be nonpartisan in my book (no, really!), I run the risk of making someone from anywhere on the political spectrum angry about something. There’s really no getting around it if you’re going to observe something objectively—to be fair and balanced, as they say. Presumably with tongue firmly planted in cheek.

The only way to avoid making someone mad would be to embrace partisanship and do what everyone else does: Write a book like Liberals Are Pinko Commies or The GOP Is Hitler. In doing so I’d join a long line of authors who have large, enthusiastic, built-in, partisan readerships. Because, let’s face it, the only people who would buy a book like Liberals Are Pinko Commies would be people who believe liberals are in fact pinko commies. And maybe the one guy from the New York Times book review who picked up a copy in order to write a negative review. Likewise, the only people walking around with a copy of The GOP Is Hitler would be the folks who already believe the GOP is comparable to the deranged leader of the Nazis who was a great orator but unfortunately started a global war and in the course of trying to murder an entire ethnicity caused millions of deaths.

So yes, the easiest thing for me to do would be to write something solely for people who agreed on every single thing I was writing. Heck, a lot of them might not even open the book—they’d just add it to their collection of unread, partisan books so that everyone who enters their house can look around and ascertain where they stand politically. I’d probably sell more books that way. They’d be happy. I’d be happy. Everyone would be happy.

But not really. Because that kind of silly partisanship begets even more partisanship. And partisanship is one of many things screwing the country up at the moment, as you may have noticed. It’s unhealthy. It’s awkward. It can get really ugly. When someone is rabidly partisan they will defend anything their party does no matter how ludicrous, stupid or reprehensible. Take voter fraud, for example. When one side screams about voter fraud and the other side shrugs it off because they benefited from it, they might score a temporary win but it’s ultimately bad for everyone. Bad for you, for me, for a democracy in general. When the only goal is victory over your political adversaries at all costs, you tend to cut corners and sacrifice things like common sense, morality and principle. Those are really things you should hold on to as hard as you can because their absence tends to come back and bite you on the bum-side.

We’re living in a time when people are quite incredibly disenchanted with politics. Credibly so. Not just the other guy’s politics, but politics as a whole. The kind of politics that asks you to support and defend candidates who have no business running for office. The kind of politics that has you cheerleading a very bad idea solely because it makes the other guys insanely mad. The kind of politics that has one party fighting another party tooth and nail solely to keep anything from being accomplished. The kind of politics where our public servants have become our masters—telling us how we’re going to live, spending our money like a spoiled-rotten, spendthrift teenager and using political office for personal enrichment as it was never intended. The kind of politics that’s not just bad for the business of governance but that also threatens the country unlike any insane, saber-wielding Middle Eastern theocrat or half-literate Latin American dictator ever could.

We spend a lot of time scanning the horizon (and groping our travelers) looking for threats, but we’re often blind to threats that actually exist. These are threats that aren’t going to be coming from overseas because they are from right here. If we’re going to fall apart anytime soon it’s going to be from the inside. You know, in the midst of a hyperpartisan, anything-goes, ends-justifies-the-means atmosphere where people are so eager to “beat” the other guys that they forget the things that made this country one of the better places on earth to find oneself. Sure, the sunsets are nice but it’s the liberty and security and prosperity that we enjoy that has prompted people to drag themselves here for as long as they have. I like the place.

So, I wrote this book. I did so partly to lighten the atmosphere—like a kid who runs between bickering parents and makes a funny face in an effort to get them to stop. And partly to point some fingers in an objective manner in the hopes that folks might stop all the bickering for a moment and go, “Yeah, you’re kind of right.”

It felt like a good time to be a uniter—not a divider. And not a uniter like George W. Bush wanted to be, because he was actually one of the most divisive presidents in history. No, a uniter in the sense that I’d be able to stand back with my fellow countrymen and call bullshit on everyone and everything in politics that deserved to have bullshit called on it—regardless of his, her or its political affiliation.

Back to what “It” is: That was the genesis of The B.S. of A.

Now, I suppose a book of a political nature should offer the reader details of the political background of the person writing it. After all, partisanship breeds suspicion. If you’re at all inclined to partisanship, the natural assumption is that someone saying something you might not totally agree with must have some kind of agenda. Conspiracies abound at every corner! Everyone is suspect! Certainly, many of you are thinking, the author must be writing this book for a reason.

So, yes. Truth be told, I am writing this book because I like to write. And I like politics. And I like to entertain. And if there’s one topic in dire need of some damned levity—it’s politics. Today’s politics has people seething, barking, foaming at the mouth, saying/writing/tweeting/posting horrible things to one another. Levity is needed, stat, lest another otherwise enjoyable dinner be rendered uncomfortable by someone saying “You’re an idiot” to someone else at the table.

Do I have a political agenda? No. I’m certainly not looking to advance any party. I don’t have any particular candidates that I’m rooting for. I like to follow and talk politics—in a civil manner, using my indoor voice, and rarely with strangers. Like most people I think the government is broken and I’d like it to be fixed sometime in the near future. I have my own ideas about how people might go about doing that, were they so inclined. Some of those ideas are probably good. Some are probably unrealistic. Others might be simplistic. I think it’s important to detach emotionally from issues and evaluate them objectively—like a Vulcan with normal ears and eyebrows. I’m not afraid to entertain alternate viewpoints and I’m not afraid to change my mind if, once entertained, those viewpoints wind up making more sense. There are also issues that I am unwilling to form strong opinions on because I just don’t know enough about them. I often wish a lot more people felt the same way.

I grew up in an average, fairly apolitical household. There was no ranting or raving about politics going on at dinner. A glance at the bookshelf didn’t offer any insight into the political leanings of the occupants, just lots of history books and an encyclopedia so outdated it mentioned that NASA hoped to one day land on the moon. There was nothing hanging on the walls that would help either. No bumper stickers on the cars offering clues. No campaign signs on the lawn before elections. Nothing. My parents never made us wear political candidate T-shirts and never took us to rallies to make us carry signs for things we knew nothing about. I’m grateful for that. Prior to the 2008 election I was profoundly creeped out by all the kids at the playground wearing Obama shirts, just as I would have been had they been wearing McCain shirts. Or Reagan shirts. Or Clinton skirts. They’re kids! Keep them out of it.

My parents were Independents who favored whatever party had the best candidate. They liked John Kennedy, but Ted Kennedy turned them off completely. At the request of a friend, they hosted a fund-raiser for Democratic representative Gerry Studds back in the day, and declined holding another one after he was caught in a sex scandal.

I can’t speak for grandpa Sam, who died in my late teens, but my paternal grandmother, Bertha, was a wonderful, adorable woman loved by everyone who knew her. This contrasted dramatically with her (hilarious) deep-seated hatred for Mike Dukakis, whom she routinely dismissed as “Mike Do-Caca.” She also did not hesitate to tell everyone that she lived in “Taxachusetts.” She loved Richard Nixon. There was absolutely nothing you could have said or done to convince her that Richard Nixon was anything but a saint. Nothing. Not the crookery, not the anti-Semitism. Nothing. And if you tried, she’d simply cease listening to you until you were done.

I was a typical, apolitical New England adolescent. I didn’t have much to show in the way of my personal political leanings other than a subscription to Soldier of Fortune magazine because I fancied the life of a mercenary. And I joined the NRA because I really liked guns, as most young men do.

Then I went to college.

It was there, with no shortage of encouragement from professors, that I developed a fairly typical worldview for an eighteen-year-old with no responsibilities other than showing up for class whenever it suited me. In short order I was to become an enlightened, overly vocal, I-have-all-the-answers kind of guy. The kind of loud, overtly political person I can’t much stand now. I morphed from awkward teen to ponytailed vegan socialist animal rights activist for whom everything was black or white. I hated George H. W. Bush with a passion, hissing and frowning every time his mug came on TV. When I heard him complain in a debate about “card-carrying members of the ACLU” I rushed out and joined the ACLU just so I could carry one of those cards to spite him. My NRA membership lapsed and I joined People for the Ethical Treatment of Animals. I always sided with the underdog—the homeless drunk, the Palestinian militant, the murderous revolutionary. I even voted for Jesse Jackson in the 1988 primaries. Please forgive me. Please, please forgive me.

After college I entered the workforce and moved to Atlanta, a southern city that was, due to the transient nature of a lot of its population, moderately conservative in a heavily conservative region. The president was Bill Clinton and I was surrounded by people who were not at all happy about that fact. The DON’T BLAME ME, I VOTED FOR BUSH bumper stickers actually annoyed me. I loved Bill Clinton! How could you not? Whip-smart. Mischievous. Charismatic. Driven. Then came the parade of scandals: Campaign funds from China, selling the Lincoln Bedroom, the FBI files, Whitewater, his bimbo eruptions and the more serious allegations of rape. Then the Lewinsky scandal, the subsequent finger-in-your-face denials of it, the bombing of a Sudanese pharmaceutical factory to divert our attention from it, and the pièce de résistance, the blatantly politically motivated, incredibly shady, unpardonable pardoning of people like fugitive Marc Rich.

The love affair over, I found solace in many of the ideas held by the Libertarian Party. I developed a taste for smaller government and it took more effort to make my bleeding heart bleed. I also promised myself that from that point onward I would never again vote for the “lesser of two evils” candidate. If a party couldn’t be bothered to deliver me a candidate worth voting for, they would not earn my vote. I would vote only for the candidate in whom I believed, regardless of his or her chances of winning. Despite the routine accusation that I’m “wasting” my vote I know it’s the smart thing to do, like sterilizing the Kardashians is.

By the election of 2000, presented with a choice between Al Gore or George W. Bush, I lived up to that promise and found myself voting for Libertarian Party candidate Harry Browne. I knew he would not win, but Al Gore could out-wooden Pinocchio and had the stigma of the Clinton administration. Bush the Younger didn’t do it for me either. Though he struck me as someone I could have a beer with, that’s not necessarily the kind of guy I wanted heading the country. Plus, he didn’t drink beer.

On the evening of the election I went to a Libertarian Party function. I only remember two things about that night: First, we didn’t have to worry about winning, so it was a very relaxed affair. Second, some strange bearded man approached the table, placed audio cassettes on it in front of libertarian talk show host Neal Boortz and announced, “I write libertarian science fiction.” That’s the trouble with Libertarians. They’re often just plain weird.

Hours later, having gone to bed with Al Gore the presumed winner, I awoke to “Bush Wins.” I saw it as a repudiation of the Clinton years even though we now had a president who couldn’t form a sentence to anyone’s liking. And then, like everyone else, I watched the wrangling over the election results. As an outsider who’d voted for the obscure unknown candidate, the stakes weren’t as high for me. I watched as both sides disingenuously pursued a victory. They insincerely attacked the Electoral College when it didn’t work in their favor and insincerely defended it when it did. Like many of us I was disheartened at the spectacle of partisan lawyers arguing over “chads” and furious at the legal maneuvering that sought to disqualify one vote while at the same time counting another—often for the same reason. Eventually Gore was outmaneuvered and took a leave of absence from politics to go grow a beard.

It was an eye-opening experience that shook our faith in the system. Many of us Americans who had grown up believing that we had the moral authority to show other countries how democracy was done now realized we’d no longer be able to frown at the world’s throne-seizing despots and tyrants and tsk-tsk their rigged elections and political dog-and-pony shows. The once-shining example of democracy now looked like some tin-pot banana republic, albeit one with more legal structure. Sure, we hadn’t stooped to the level of stuffing ballot boxes, killing rival candidates or faking election results—but we succeeded in showing the world that underneath the surface of our successful democratic republic was an undercurrent of partisanship and cutthroat players who would do anything to win, even at the expense of democracy and the country itself. It was a pretty bad way to start the twenty-first century.

After moving to New York in September 2001 I learned that the Libertarian Party was not as well organized or serious as I had grown accustomed to it being. That became obvious during that year’s mayoral election. Mike Bloomberg was the (R), Mark Green the (D). Who was the Libertarian candidate? Kenny Kramer—the inspiration for the character Kosmo Kramer on Seinfeld. I voted for Mike Bloomberg, who was to become a decent enough though insufferably nanny-statist mayor for whom I would not vote after he ignored the law on term limits and ran a third time in 2009.

I’ve since become an Independent. I have no party affiliation and I like it that way. As you’ll see later on in the book, many of the Founders thought political parties were a bad idea. Give me a principled politician with views I agree with and I’ll vote for him regardless of his or her party. I don’t vote for the lesser of two evils, and I don’t consider voting third party “wasting my vote” just because that party can’t win.

To (poorly) paraphrase Martin Luther King, Jr.: Judge politicians by the content of their character, not by the capitalized letter that follows their name. In that spirit, in most cases I have refrained from slapping the party affiliation next to an individual’s name in an effort to encourage you to judge them by their actions and not their political allegiance.

OK then, let’s take a look at “It,” shall we?

Brian Sack (Initials: B.S.)

New York City

March 2011
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These Ailing States

Wherein we take a quick look at “It”
and consider how “It” has influenced
the current condition of affairs in this country
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THE DECLARATION OF INTRODUCTION

Some self-evident truth

My fellow Americans:

Politics is like Brad Pitt. Try as you might, there’s just no escaping Brad Pitt. You might not care one atom about Brad Pitt but you’re exposed to Brad Pitt on a daily basis. He’s on the cover of the mind-numbing glossies in the supermarket checkout line. He pops up on Oprah and The View and Entertainment Tonight as you scour channels in a vain search for nonreality programming. He’s in the movies you watch. The conversations you overhear. He seeps into your life no matter how strongly you don’t care about Brad Pitt or want to hear about Brad Pitt. You know what he looks like and when he’s changed his hairstyle or shaved his goatee. You know what he sounds like. If he stood behind you and said, “Spare some change?” your immediate reaction would be, “That’s not a bum’s voice. That’s Brad Pitt’s voice.”

Even though you probably do not care the slightest bit, you know Brad Pitt broke poor Jennifer Aniston’s heart and fell for a woman with artificial, frightening rhinoceros lips. A scary woman who kidnaps poor black children from desolate African villages and marches around with them when cameras are pointed at her.

Brad Pitt. Brad Pitt. Brad Pitt.

Like it or not, realize it or not, Brad Pitt is omnipresent in your life.

As is politics.

You might claim to be apolitical, but technically you’re not. Because you have beliefs and opinions, an idea of how you think things should be, how the world around you should function and appear. You undoubtedly have positions on a variety of issues that affect everyone on the local, national and even global level. You might choose to keep these feelings and beliefs to yourself—and thank you very much for that—but that doesn’t make you apolitical. It just makes you wisely reserved and much less annoying to the six hundred complete strangers on Facebook you just added as friends.

Politics is a game that most of us do not know how to play well. And that is not a bad thing, because the game of politics is completely nonsensical to us sentient mortals. It’s counterintuitive and artificial. It has bizarre rules that don’t necessarily apply to the players, and rules that can be bent, broken or denied at all times. It takes insincerity to Clintonian heights and faith in humanity to Nixonian lows. Most of us are unschooled at hoarding and abusing power, stealing money, practicing hypocrisy, duplicity, lying through our teeth, manipulating fools and turning our cheeks to inexcusable malfeasance—all the while doing so under the label of public servant.

Calling a politician a public servant is as insulting and unsettling as Ticketmaster charging a “convenience” fee. Bullshit. Only in politics could you take an unconstitutional, rights-trampling, Founding Father–infuriating piece of legislative horse dung and call it the PATRIOT Act.

Most of us would not feel comfortable playing a game that features such constant comical absurdity delivered with straight faces. A game where oral sex isn’t sex, evading military service is patriotic and saying “Read my lips … No new taxes!” means taxes are coming.

We’d feel bad calling the blowing up of your wedding party something as innocuous as “collateral damage.” And we’d feel somewhat hypocritical about sending someone’s child into harm’s way while using any means available to keep our own child out of it. We don’t want to kiss ugly babies, shake hands with freakish mouth-breathers or feign interest in the plight of someone facing foreclosure because they bought something they totally couldn’t afford. We’d feel like hypocrites praising Jesus and marriage and family values while a hooker fellates us. By the way, that’s apparently not sex, in case you were worried.

For most of us, politics makes very little sense because as messed up as we all are, in comparison to the people and things that live and work inside the Beltway, we are still some odd shade of normal. And that’s exactly why we didn’t go into politics in the first place.

Chances are we’ve all met a few politicians in our lives. Probably not on purpose. We know they have unnatural hair and the smiles are forced. Crocodile tears and rehearsed spontaneity. They are always weird to us, and no one is ever surprised to learn that they rank right down there with Car Dealer on lists of people you trust the least.

Most of us have a very cursory understanding of politics, of course. It’s hard not to in this Information Age, where politics, like Brad Pitt, comes at us from the television, the radio, books, magazines, websites, Twitter, Facebook and overpaid actors with a tendency to opine at the Oscars.

When it comes to politics we get the gist, the same way we kind of understand algebra, or kind of understand how tornadoes form, or kind of understand the space program. It’s best left to others, we’ll say. And so we entrust politics to the experts, the strategists, the careerists and the political dynasties, forgetting centuries of historical precedent that suggests political genius is neither genetic nor transferable to your dependents.

But unlike algebra, tornadoes and the space program, leaving politics to the political often has a downside in that we are finding ourselves routinely, blatantly, ruthlessly and mercilessly screwed, shafted and hung out to dry by the coterie of dunderheads, ne’er-do-wells, nitwits, tyrants and filthy megalomaniacs we’ve entrusted to run our show.

Not understanding politics is like playing poker with people who actually know how to. Sooner or later, no matter how clever you think you may be, you’re going to lose. And often. It behooves us to be a little more politically savvy, even if we’re self-proclaimed non-political beings. Perhaps if we knew a tad more about things—the way the system works, the people who are in the system, the damage they’ve done and the damage they are ultimately capable of—we’d make better moves. Maybe we wouldn’t elect utter boobs, for one. Maybe we’d be able to spot terrible laws before they were rammed through both houses of Congress with a $20 billion possum ranch subsidy buried inside. Maybe we wouldn’t assume that a pending bill’s pleasant-sounding name had anything at all to do with the bill’s terrifying content. Maybe we’d see the downside in letting the government keep sticking us with the world’s biggest tab. And maybe we’d start to understand the roots of our incredible disenchantment.

So, then, let’s take a look at the world of good old American politics. And let us look not through a partisan lens but through one of those fancy, higher-end objective ones. The kind that filters out as much bullshit as possible so as to give us a clear, crisp picture. Surely, that has to be a lot more interesting than Brad freaking Pitt.

Thank you, and God bless America.
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MISERABLE AND LIED TO

Whoa, hey, why the long face?

On election night 2008, President-elect Barack Obama took to an outdoor stage in Chicago in what can only be described as an electric atmosphere. Sure, sure, there are those out there who hate the guy so much that they’d argue that the atmosphere wasn’t electric, but it was. Very, very electric. Eight years of George W. Bush had taken its toll on the American psyche and a sizable chunk of the USA was well ready for Barack Obama to deliver some of that change his campaign had been advertising.

History had been made at that very moment and everyone in the country knew it and felt it and was a part of it. Even though I hadn’t voted for him—or the other one, for that matter—I was excited too. Not so much at the prospect of an Obama presidency but at the realization that this country had yet again shown the world just how fantastic we were capable of being. We elected a black guy. And only four years after actor Michael Richards went on a bizarre racist rampage at the Laugh Factory comedy club. Not only that, but we elected a black guy who had a Muslim name, had practiced Islam, and whose middle name was freaking Hussein. Not too shabby only seven years after 9/11. I don’t care what you think about the guy, but that’s pretty damn impressive, and it says a lot about our country. Yet another bloodless transfer of power in the history of our very young country even though the stakes—heading the world’s most powerful and successful nation—were so incredibly high.

We all deserve a nice pat on the back for that.

Of the people who voted that day for the first time in their lives, 71 percent voted for Obama. Energized at the prospect of kicking eight wearisome years of the Bush administration out the door, and encouraged by a get-out-the-vote campaign that seemed specifically designed to get out the Democratic vote, they’d actually registered. When November came around, they were still energized, and they headed straight to the polls. Or they were shuttled there by enthusiastic vote-getter-outers. Or they were dragged out of their homeless shelters and asylums by idealistic college kids.

Or they never existed but were registered and went to the polls anyway.

Naturally the prospect of a black president meant that record numbers of black voters had gone to the polls for the very first time as well: 95 percent of them cast their vote for Obama. So many newly registered, fresh-faced, wide-eyed voters all jumping at the chance to be part of what was shaping up to be an historical presidency, with my wife, who had just become an American citizen, among them. This kind of excitement about voting hadn’t been seen since 1972, when eighteen-year-olds finally got the right to vote for or against politicians who were drafting them for Vietnam. In 2008 a whole new segment of the population was finally emancipated from decades of apathy and introduced to the fantastic world of politics.

And now they’re all completely, terribly, incredibly disenchanted.

The once-enthusiastic minions we watched jumping up and down on TV that night in Chicago now mope around the water cooler, shaking their heads. They bitch communally at picnics and wedding receptions. They speak loudly of their woes at Starbucks. They sigh deeply and tell any pollster who comes calling how unsatisfied, disappointed and angry they are. As I write this particular paragraph just a few weeks before the midterm election of 2010, the atmosphere, like an Amish village, contains absolutely no electricity anymore. There’s a palpable feeling of gloom.

Frankly, it’s quite enjoyable for those of us who watched from the sidelines wondering why people would ever get so excited about a politician.

What happened between election night 2008 and now is pretty standard for those of us who have followed politics for any length of time. It’s a little harder to swallow for the folks who are new to the game: the ones energized—the rest of us might say suckered—by the youthful exuberance, catchy campaign slogans and overall hipness of the Team Obama Campaign Machine. You couldn’t help but feel sorry for the desperate and wobbling McCain, who stood in awe as Obama Twittered, Facebooked and email-blasted his way to the finish line, raking in millions like nobody’s business and branding himself the bullet train to the future, as opposed to McCain’s rickshaw of doom. People who had never before dabbled in politics—aside from writing “Bush Sucks” above a urinal—had been transformed into rabid evangelists, canvassers and recruiters, all emoting the kind of adoration and love for someone reminiscent of the time the Beatles played The Ed Sullivan Show.

Now those same people who so enthusiastically shut the door on McCain and his plucked-from-obscurity lady friend frown and shake their heads and point to the White House and ask How come the president is not doing what he said he was going to do?

Well, the answer is obvious to us veterans of political affairs.

We know that if presidential candidate Barack Obama had said, “I will stay in Guantánamo, Iraq and Afghanistan, I will expand upon the Constitution-shredding policies of the Bush administration, I will pay lip service to gay-marriage advocates and I will demand the unquestionable right to assassinate American citizens without due process,” he would have had a much harder time getting elected. Smart politicians don’t do that to themselves.

In other words, like many of us looking to get a job, he kind of lied. Does that set him apart from other candidates? Hell, no.

The very nature of politics lends itself to lying, since ultimately what a politician is selling is his or her very imperfect self—and you’re the prospective buyer. Anyone unfortunate enough to have entered the world of online dating is well aware of the incredible amount of truth-stretching, fact-fudging and blemish-camouflaging that occurs when someone sets out to craft an appealing image of themselves for general consumption. Raging alcoholics “drink socially,” the morbidly obese are “sexy,” people who don’t read books and who think an apostrophe is an essential part of a plural noun are “currently reading Nietzsche.” The art of the self-portrait is pushed to the limits in an effort to capture the most flattering image possible by ingeniously masking height-challenged men, large-bottomed women, big noses, missing teeth and pockmarked skin. Whatever it takes to make a sale and land an evening out.

So, yes, a politician is of the same mind-set and practicing the same techniques as someone looking to get lucky on Match.com. The only difference is that the politician isn’t just looking for a one-night stand: They’re hoping you’ll stick around so they can keep screwing you for as long as possible. I take that back. It’s a one-vote stand. And if they score, you might not hear from them for four years.

Lying is simply par for the course in politics. The excited new voters of 2008 might not have known this, but now they do. If we’ve lived through even one political campaign we’ve come to expect it of our candidates. When Hillary Clinton dons a Yankees cap and tells us she’s always been a big fan, there’s not a single sensible one among us who nods our head in agreement, because we know she’s completely and utterly full of shit. Likewise, when Sarah Palin stares off into the horizon after being asked what newspapers she reads, and twenty to thirty minutes later replies “all of ’em”—we don’t waste a fraction of a second contemplating her answer because we simply know it’s not true. Even someone with a vested interest in Clinton or Palin being elected to office, for whatever reasons they might have, knows these people are simply not being truthful. The politician’s sole goal is to earn our vote by telling us what we want to hear. Anyone who’s ever lured someone to bed with the false promise of a long-term relationship should totally understand.

While we admonish our own children and spouses for lying, we’re remarkably forgiving of our politicians—especially if the lie is of any potential benefit to our own political leanings. That naked hypocrisy is all too common in politics today and we’ll address that later in the book.

That our politicians are compulsive, unapologetic, blatant liars is so commonly understood and expected that when a politician who doesn’t lie rears his head, it’s remarkably noticeable. It’s also usually disastrous. When New York gubernatorial candidate Carl Paladino told us that he had a bastard child with a mistress and that gays are dysfunctional, we were momentarily refreshed and even entertained by his unexpected honesty.

But with his campaign in free fall it was clear that he probably should have lied, just like every other politician does.

SPARE SOME CHANGE

So now we have a steady stream of voters new to politics who have been baptized by ire. They’ve climbed down the ladder from their postelection cloud nine to voice their frustrations and complaints about the way things are going. They do it on message boards and via Twitter and through Facebook and all the other work-avoidance media of the day. This is not what I signed up for, they groan. Things were supposed to be different by now.

They are different, in the sense that we have a president who’s intellectual and can form a complete sentence. But things are not different, in the sense that the issues that people were protesting about in 2008 are still issues. But those people who were protesting then have their guy in the Oval Office now. So now they’re annoyed. And they’re really disenchanted. There are new people protesting now, and they seem to be annoyed and disenchanted too, but the people who put their guy in the Oval Office can’t seem to pinpoint exactly what the new protesters are annoyed and disenchanted about.

The downside of a slick and well-run political campaign is that when you offer a smorgasbord of promises and don’t deliver abundantly or quickly, reality sinks in. A lot of those people who responded to your call to arms get understandably upset. If you tell a young man he gets seventy-two hotties in paradise for blowing himself up in a café—there’s no repercussion when you don’t deliver. You can continue to snicker and recruit horny zealots as it suits you. But politics deals with the here and now, and the repercussions are felt in the here and now as well.

The disenchantment prompts people to introspection and a review of the reasons they were so energized to vote in the first place. They start to calculate the promises made versus those delivered upon. And then in the most telling sign, the media that had once acted as uncritical cheerleader begins to instead critique and reevaluate. And thus, resentment grows, so that when you come around the next time asking constituents to go to the polls on your behalf, they tell you to go take a hike. In fact, in the run-up to the midterm 2010 election, the sense of desperation on the part of the Democrats was clear, with everyone from the president on down begging their angry party members to go to the polls and keep the dream alive—all but offering them a ride on Air Force One if that’s what it would take. They gave it their best, but 29 million of the voters who showed up on Election Day 2008 apparently had better things to do on Election Day 2010.
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