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Introduction
WHERE TO BEGIN?

The time has come to say good-bye to our fearless leader, George W. Bush. Here he comes now. How are you, George? This is such an honor to watch you leave office. You’re looking good, Mr. President. Haggard and senile, but good. Yes sir, good old Dubya. You always were quick to hand out the nicknames, but we’ve got a few for you, too: Flubya. Incurious George. Spurious George. Shrub. El Arbusto Pequeño. The Decider. The Commander Guy. Financial Asset of Khalid Bin Mahfouz. The Texecutioner. Head Cheerleader. Torturer-in-Chief. The Kinda Guy We’d Wanna Have a Beer With. Daddy’s Little War Criminal. Disaster Monkey. The Illegal Occupant. That Fucking Asshole Bush. The Bogus POTUS. Walker, Texas Danger. DUI Case Number 2342, 09/04/76, Kennebunkport, Maine. We know him by so many names, but the time has come for George W. Bush to pass on the torch of liberty, which he hath dampened with his own pizzle for eight long years. Actually, just give us the torch now, George, we’ll take it back to camp while you stay out here alone in this filthy swamp of failure that you’ve gotten us into.

George W. Bush had America by the nuts for eight years. For those Americans without nuts, allow me to explain what this feels like. The nuts are the source of vim and vigor, providing drive and motivation throughout the entire body and mind. This nut-generated energy can be used for sexual purposes, of course, to help create the miracle of new life, but can also be applied to work, sport, art, music, finally organizing that unruly sock drawer, and a host of other worthwhile pursuits. These precious twin orbs provide the will to live, but are also extremely tender and sensitive. The clammy hand of George W. Bush clenched around the nuts of America over these eight miserable years first began with excruciating pain, which turned to outrage and panic, and finally led to a numb, dazed, zombielike existence that seemed as if it would never end. George W. Bush squeezed the very life out of America’s nuts. I can’t even imagine what effect he had on our ovaries.

Bush has been the most uncaring, deceitful, arrogant, proudly ignorant, and moronically belligerent president in the history of our republic. He managed to embody the viciousness of Richard Nixon, the stupidity of Gerald Ford, the falseness of Ronald Reagan, and the warmongering of Genghis Khan, all disguised by appearing to be as dumb as a slice of Texas toast. But perhaps we shouldn’t be so hard on Bush. After all, he suffers from a rare form of sociopathic speech disorder. This means that whatever Bush says, he in fact means the reverse of it. For example, when Bush says “peace,” he actually means “war.” When he says “freedom,” he means “extended tours of duty.” When he says “patriotic,” he means “treasonous.” If you knew about Bush’s speech disorder and were able to translate his words with his condition in mind, your blood pressure probably stayed a little more stable over the last eight years—a good thing given the cost of health insurance nowadays.

As these words are written, in the fading light from the dying embers of the Bush presidency, there is one burning question that leaps to mind, addressed to the next generation of Americans: Is the country still standing? Kind of? Or are armed personnel carriers rolling through the streets, with Darth Vader—styled riot cops guarding the supermarkets, staring down shuffling queues of rapidly thinning consumers as they wait for their weekly rations of Doritos Collisions Hot-Wings-and-Blue-Cheese—Flavored Tortilla Chips™”? That is the overwhelming emotional state of angst and paranoia that living under the shadow of Bush has given us—that the sky could really, truly fall at any time. Not since the days of Herbert Hoover have Americans so obsessively checked their cupboards to see how many canned goods they have, just in case. Bush always seized upon the disasters that befell us through his neglect, such as 9/11, the aftermath of Hurricane Katrina, and the financial crisis of 2008, to advance his agenda. If anyone raised his voice to say something like “Maybe invading Iraq is a bad idea,” Bush unleashed a storm of panic and fear, telling us that no one was safe unless we followed along exactly with what he wanted. Bush’s favorite line in a movie is from the killer police robot ED-209 in RoboCop, “You have thirty seconds to comply.”

What was the real end goal of the Bush administration? Due to its actions, it’s a world where national governments and international law have no meaning; where unjustified military invasions (including private military corporations as mercenary troops) are unleashed to steal resources; where democracy is suppressed and human rights are violated through torture, surveillance, and secret police pressure; and where common people have no defense against corporate polluters, occupying armies, or secretive financial manipulation. We got screwed repeatedly by Bush, and now we’ve all got a nasty STD.

President Bush’s Greatest Moments—The Near Future
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Our retired unitary-executive appointee enjoys his new freedom at a private resort.
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George W. Bush’s future vision for America.

He maintained an endlessly surprising run, all the way to the end. Even now, with only a few weeks left to go, we wonder if George still has one more trick up his sleeve. “There’s no way they can sneak in an attack on Iran before they leave office, right? Not with the way the economy has crashed. That’s like a one-in-a-million Hail Mary shot, but you never know with these guys …” We’ve all wondered if Bush would “miraculously” capture or kill Osama bin Laden at the end of his term. Or better yet, if he dedicated his retirement to hunting Osama through the highlands of Waziristan, and finally bagged the terrorist mastermind with a long-range sniper rifle, would anyone even care?

There is a general sense of growing intangibility in our lives. Solid things that you could once count on, like rules and contracts and jobs and paychecks, have all evaporated. You used to have to work if you wanted to get paid, but in Bush’s America, Dick Cheney’s Halliburton cronies can dump a truck-load of gravel on the ground in Iraq and call it a school, while they pocket billions of U.S. taxpayer money with a sweet no-bid government contract. Every time we voted during the Bush years, millions of ballots that were picked up, read, and rocked with the vote of a real-live American were tossed into the trash for technical imperfections, especially in black neighborhoods. Globalist free-trade agreements were promised to make life better for the American workers, who then watched their factories and jobs get shipped off to Mexico and Malaysia. While the CEOs of these manufacturing companies earn hundreds of millions a year, their former employees hold garage sales in an effort to make their mortgage payments.
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Without any goods being manufactured in the United States, our leading industry has become finance—the manipulation and gambling of other people’s money. Credit derivatives are endlessly swapped back and forth, until we are told that it’s all worthless and that our life savings that we spent the best years of our lives to build are now slashed in half. (Hopefully that last phrase won’t be too painfully dated a few weeks from now.) Everywhere you looked in Bush’s America, there was the growing sense that we were just being written out of the equation here. We didn’t matter anymore. We didn’t count, especially on Election Day in 2000 when the majority of us voted for Al Gore. If you weren’t in the secret strike force of George W. Bush’s military/intelligence/governmental/financial elite, the message over the last eight years is that you might as well just shut up and fuck off. The joyous celebration over Barack Obama’s victory was the sound of a nation of ghosts gleefully reassuming their warm, red-blooded bodies again, if only for one night.

Think of this volume as a heartwarming scrapbook of the Bush years. It’s been a very important time in all of our lives that we should cherish. You can fold your newspaper clippings from 9/11 into this book, or appliqué your old keys to your home in New Orleans that still hasn’t been repaired. This book is the perfect place to display a photograph of your husband who hasn’t come back from Iraq yet. How about a decorative border made from your 401(k) statements, showing a steadily dropping balance? A receipt from a gas station when it cost half as much to fill up your tank can make for an attractive bookmark. Don’t forget to include a bit of duct tape and plastic wrap from your home protection kit against anthrax. Memories really are important.

This book collects all the low points, as well as the abysmal points, of the last eight years. We must take the time to reflect upon the treaties that have been broken, the invasions that have been launched, the people who have been tortured, the globe that has been warmed, and the elections that have been stolen. Let us sail back through the memories, floating on the slapping waves of corruption that Bush left in his oily wake. It’s a salty, sloppy ride, but take heart. It is crucially important that we remember George W. Bush very clearly. The more you look at Bush’s record, the more you realize how much we’ve lost. And Bush tried so hard to make us forget what it was that we had lost in the first place. The Iraq War is still a rotting albatross around our neck, but Bush’s “surge” was touted as a way to make us not mind the smell so much. It’s hard to think back to a time before this stinking corpse was thrown over our shoulders, we’ve all grown so used to it. But when you remember that distant moment in the past, you realize what Bush has taken from you, and you get angry. You want to bring back the good old days, when this nation wasn’t at war, torturing prisoners, spying on Americans, and bombing the shit out of poor villages with unmanned Predator drones. Never let them convince us again that the best way to stop foreign terrorists who hate America is by unleashing bloodshed and panic across the globe.

As outlined in their 1997 policy paper, The Project for the New American Century, Bush and his neoconservative elite plotted nothing less than total domination of the planet Earth. They advocated the unlimited use of U.S. military power anywhere in the world, in order to dominate natural resources and prevent the rise of any nation that could rival them. They even wrote of the usefulness of researching biological weapons that could target specific racial genotypes of humans. But they acknowledged that the American people might be reluctant to take on this role of world-killers. They stated that “the process of transformation, even if it brings revolutionary change, is likely to be a long one, absent some catastrophic and catalyzing event, like a new Pearl Harbor.” As soon as they got their Pearl Harbor on September 11, 2001, the Bush administration crashed onto the world stage with a shocking application of military force—then slowly staggered and crumbled once those conflicts didn’t end, but kept going and going and going.

George W. Bush has one arrest for driving while under the influence of alcohol. Not to be outdone, Dick Cheney has two drunk-driving busts on his permanent record. Both Bush and Cheney brought solid, real-world experience to the White House of getting wasted, hopping behind the wheel of a car, and roaring off down the road. This is as perfect a metaphor as any to describe the nightmare of the Bush years—he and Cheney are drunk off their asses driving the SUV, while you’re trapped in the backseat, eyeballs bulging in terror as you rocket down the road. Incredibly painful-looking problems loom in front of you on the highway, which Bush ricochets off of. The glancing collisions tear off chunks of your vehicle; you hear terrible grinding noises and smell burning rubber. You can’t move, with ten seat belts strapping you down. Through the front windshield, you see the road is about to end, right in front of a bottomless chasm. Bush hits the gas. The SUV soars off the cliff. George and Dick look at each other with a devilish grin, simultaneously yelling “Bailout!” Bush slams a button on the dashboard, and he and Cheney pop out of the top of the car in ejector seats. Golden parachutes open above them as they float away, cackling.
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Bill Clinton was roundly accused of being a bad influence on the moral fiber of the nation. His sexual shenanigans may have contributed to an increase in oral sex among teenagers, which was a source of distress to all segments of society (except teenaged boys). But is George W. Bush to blame for an even more corruptive attack on the morals of America? Bush is a rule bender, a lawbreaker, a guy who does a terrible job but touts phony symbols of achievement while he’s off on the side working toward his own selfish goals. Bush always cheated the system, ignoring the old-fashioned expectations that you try to do a good job, you pull for your team, and then get paid fairly for your work. Bush is opposed to the idea of America as a meritocracy and has lashed out against it repeatedly, always preferring to enrich his well-connected cronies instead of doing anything to better the nation.

You see this kind of Bush-inspired behavior everywhere now in this country: stockbrokers selling phony wealth; school systems inflating grades to pass federally required test scores; our government going into trillions of dollars of debt to China with no collateral; our military exaggerating terrorist KIA lists (how many second lieutenants does Osama bin Laden have?); even our athletes juicing up on steroids to unfairly dominate on the field. This is the Win at Any Cost mentality (WAAC, pronounced “wack”), where the severe risks of crashing the financial system, killing thousands of civilians, or shrinking your own testicles into dry little raisins are ignored. The only thing that matters to the WAAC is grabbing as much money and power as they can, which they will have all to themselves. Then they get to sit alone in the deepest chamber of their secret Skull and Bones fraternity, smirking at all the barbarians out there while they stroke the skull of Geronimo, which their grandfather stole, and admire the size of their bank account balance. Good times.
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We’ve all been dragging our feet for years now, overwhelmed by Bush fatigue. But now that he’s finally gone, we have to take a hard look at the wreckage that we’re in. It’s like those moments in your life when you lose your way for a while. Maybe you got divorced, or maybe you lost your job, and the empty pizza boxes have really piled up, when suddenly you have that moment when you realize, Hey, I don’t have to be miserable anymore. And Christ, I really have to clean up all this shit that’s lying around my house. It’s time to dig down into that clogged garbage disposal, time to clear out Bush’s slimy hair balls from the shower drain of America.

Born into extreme wealth and privilege, Bush is all about making messes and waltzing off. Someone else has to clean up after him, just like they always have. It feels like our entire nation has been transformed into little George’s personal staff of maids. That would make Barack Obama the maid-in-chief, and he’s already calling for a period of mandatory national service for American youths to clean up after Bush’s dirty diapers. Bush is just like whoever spilled a pint of half-and-half all over the condiments cart at the coffee shop and didn’t wipe it up, even though there’s a whole box full of goddamn napkins right there. Of course, Bush doesn’t just spill milk on a counter, he’s more on the level of spilling radioactive uranium into our rivers or trashing the entire economy.

No matter how bad it got, Bush always looked like he was having a great time. He came across like a carefree, smirking chimpanzee, although his hairy finger was the one on the nuclear-war button. His shoulders would bob up and down when he cackled with glee, like a badly animated cartoon villain (Skeletor comes to mind). It was all cute nicknames and slaps on the back, while people were actually dying because of him. Yeah, you sure are doing a heck of a job, Brownie. George W. Bush always had a gift for saying the most inappropriately cheerful thing at the worst possible time:


“It’s been a fabulous year for Laura and me.”

–George W. Bush, December 12, 2001, three months after 9/11



Those who don’t know their fabulousness are doomed to repeat it. Let’s look carefully at the presidency of George W. Bush, so we can always remember how truly fabulous it all really was. 





OUR SHADY
ELECTIONS
And Our Illegally Appointed President

I was working late at The Onion office in Madison, Wisconsin, on November 7, 2000, watching the election on TV with our editor-in-chief, Rob Siegel. They declared Al Gore the winner. I exhaled deeply, feeling like the nation had just dodged a gigantic, falling boulder. Seeing Gore win was a huge relief, and I don’t mean that in a small way. I mean it in a big way. It was like receiving the news that your possibly cancerous tumor was benign, not malignant; that the $35 million lottery jackpot was yours; and that the Green Bay Packers had just won the Super Bowl, all at the same time. It was an impossibly ecstatic moment, too good to last, a beautiful fairy tale that must be shattered by the hard fist of Texan reality. And then it happened … the old switcheroo. The face swap in the winner’s box-did they really just do that to us? They showed the photo of Al Gore’s well-fed and eminently reasonable face right there as the winner, while George W. Bush’s face was so aptly marked “Loser.” And then the switch—oh, the switch. Bush’s smirking little goblin face popped up in the winner’s box. I suddenly felt dizzy, presumably because of all the blood draining from my brain into my body’s fight-or-flight instincts. I remember saying something along the lines of, “Fuuuuuuuuuuuck.”

Rob and I locked up the office and took the elevator downstairs. We shuffled outside and heard cheering and loud music down the block. It was a Young Republicans victory party at a hotel. We stood outside, looking in on the gleeful, dancing Bush supporters. The women wore black business suits; some of the guys had taken off their blazers to really get down. One hooting GOP party animal had even loosened his tie. They arrhythmically pranced and stomped amid their red, white, and blue balloons scattered on the floor. Father, forgive them, for they know not what they do. I knew the party would be over soon, for all of us. The fun, frothy Clinton era had ended. Those Reagan/Bush years were back.

Ronald Reagan didn’t become one of American history’s most popular presidents because he reminded us of our friendly, cheerful grandpa. No, Reagan was popular because he was an extraordinarily talented politician with a natural ability to fool gullible people, and make them trust him despite massive evidence to the contrary. He was the conniving, power-mongering, money-grubbing Republican Establishment’s wet dream of a leader. And no, the Republicans didn’t just steal the White House for George W. Bush in 2000. Beginning in 1980, along with the unindicted leftovers of the Nixon administration, they invested years of innovative, backbreaking work and millions (billions?) of dollars into the development of a high-tech, criminal political machine so powerful and audacious, that by Tuesday, December 12, 2000 (with the Supreme Court’s Bush v. Gore decision), they had succeeded in defrauding the American electorate right in front of our noses, in full color, on wide-screen HDTV.

The elections of 2000 and 2004 represented the apotheosis of the “permanent Republican majority” that was supposed to last forever (or maybe just a thousand years, like another permanent majority that comes to mind). This success was the result of a plan—a sly and devious plan, brilliantly inaugurated along with Ronald Reagan. How fortunate for us, then, that they should destroy themselves (as they destroyed Iraq’s population and infrastructure) by picking Dubya to usher in the golden age of Republican rule. Few realized that frat-boy belligerence, tinged with Oedipal rage and brazen vulgarity, would result in multiple wars, global financial disintegration, and a previously unimaginable anti-Americanism that both threatens our sacred traditions of wanton consumption and exposes the neoconservative lust for worldwide military dominance for what it really is: penis envy.


“If we were a dog food, they would take us off the shelf.”

–Representative Tom Davis (R-Va.) on the Republican Party,
New York Times, October 3, 2008



George W. Bush could have won the 2000 and the 2004 presidential elections the hard way. For example, he could have gained the support of the American people by using his sharp intelligence, his scrupulous honesty, his reassuring sagacity, his steadfast morality, his respect for human equality, his knowledge of world history, his insatiable curiosity, his humble nobility, his genius at compromise, his heartwarming compassion, his burning patriotism, his hilarious sense of humor, his “hipster cowboy” demeanor, his preppy sex appeal, and his utter devotion to Jesus Christ. After all, that’s how he snagged his most devoted followers—people like Karl Rove, Condoleezza Rice, and Bruce Willis.

Thus he could have persuaded us to go to the polls in record numbers and vote him into office with a clear mandate to take over all three branches of our government for four or eight years so that he could do things his way, as a by-God rootin ‘-tootin’ unitary executive—making richer the already-rich, spreading freedom for the great and good benefit of his campaign contributors, and establishing the United States as the only world military superpower, capable of crushing anyone, anywhere, anytime. If that’s not what most people who voted for him had in mind when they cast their ballots, tough. They’re not the Commander Guy.

George W. Bush could have tried to win both elections fair and square. Thank God he didn’t have to. By November 2000, all the pieces were in place for an unimpeachable coup d’état. With the machinery of electoral fraud ready to go, our former head cheerleader was ready for his biggest pep rally ever. So what did that electoral machinery look like? It was a thing of beauty, just like Florida’s secretary of state/Bush’s campaign chairperson in Florida, the lovely Katherine Harris, the public painted clown face of the fraudulent vote count. She knew how to please her boss, none other than Jeb Bush, the governor of Florida, also known as George W. Bush’s smarter but chubbier brother. Jeb Bush, Katherine Harris, and their minions had direct control over every vote cast in the state. They did everything they could to stop Democrats from voting, and once the election was over, everything they could to stop the counting of votes. The crimes (that’s crimes, not dirty tricks) they committed are far too numerous to list, but here is a tiny sample:

Jeb Bush sent a letter with his signature, under the Florida State Seal, urging many Floridians to avoid hassle and vote using absentee ballots, regardless of whether or not they could make it to the polling place on Election Day. Florida law voids all absentee ballots submitted without a valid reason for voting by mail. Jeb was urging voters to break the law, and he knew their absentee ballots would be thrown out.

Bush’s Best Catchphrases

What slogans did George W. Bush constantly use to manipulate the dull-witted oafs of his electoral base?


	“I will restore honor and integrity to the White House.”


	“We must stay the course in Iraq.”


	“We must fight the terrorists over there, so we do not have to fight them here at home.”


	“Freedom is on the march.”


	“Free cake for everybody.”


	“They hate us for our freedom.”


	“You’re either with us, or against us. Also, I’m a uniter, not a divider.”


	“If a Democrat is elected president, America will be exposed to terrorist attacks. And I wasn’t president on 9/11, that was some other guy.”


	“I will protect
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A Pattern Emerges

Houw did President Bush treat whistleblowers who revealed tragic blunders
and corruption, and how did he reward criminal traitors who made him
feel better about himself in comparison?

Name and Position

Sibel Edmonds,
FBl transiator,
20012002

Job Performance

Revealed that U.S. nuclear

secrets were stolen and sold on

the black market with the help

and protection of high-ranking
US. officials

Treatment

Fired by the FBI and placed
under a federal gag order
that forbids her to testity.

in court or reveal the names

of the people involved

Gen. Richard Myers,

‘acting head of the US.

military’s Joint Chiefs
of Statf on 9/11/01

Sat in a meeting on Capitol Hill
while both World Trade Towers
‘and then the Pentagon were
struck by airliners.

Promoted to chairman of
the Joint Chiefs of Staff
on October 1, 2001

Coloan Rawley,
FBl agent, 1980-2004

Wrote a letter to FBI Director
Robert Musller on how FBI HO
had Ignored and quashed
warnings about the 91 attacks

the FBI to roll back rules
against indiscriminate
‘domestic spying on US. ctizens

Gen. Raiph Ebernart,

inexplicably failed to order an

Promoted to head the new

hietororin American | ORI S | " Rerven Comtand”
(NORAD) on 9/11/01 during the 9/11 attacks established in 2002
pvp——,

Do Bathr anchorman | rew atentionto uss o ot e
of 535 v ows o | shamls naona Gum e e e
Pk ecdaung e | foutmonie e

works at a falafel cart

Gen. Eric Shinsek,
Chief of Staff of the
U:S. Army, 1999-2003

Cautioned before invasion
that severa! hundred thousand
troops would be needed to
stabilize postwar Iraq

Ignored and ridiculed by
former Secretary of

Defense and Bush app

Donald Rumsfeld

Paul Wolfowitz, Deputy
‘Sacratary of Defense,
20012005

Claimed that Iraqis would
greet US. troops as liberators,
and that Iraai oil revenues.
would pay for the war

Promoted to be president
of the World Bank in 2005,
a position he held for
two years until he fucked
that one up, too
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Looking Back

In his own view, what are Geor
worst memaories from his White

Katrina

ouse years?

W, Bush’s best and

Best

Worst

Giving billions to Halliburton and

Bechitel o rebuild New Orleans;

Dick Cheney and George Schultz
lick his feet with gratitude

Flying to New Orleans for all o those
Sweaty photo ops where he had to
hug hurricane survivors.

Walching the glorious looting of
Baghdad in March 2003

Laura demanding that he get rid
of the 900-pound stone head of
Ba‘al that he worships in his den

Greeting King Abdullah of Sau
Arabla with a tender kiss on the.

Caught masturbating to Abu Ghraib
torture porn video by Lynne Cheney

Confiscating daughter Jenna's weed

Stash and giving her a lecture on the.

‘dangers of drugs: she learns and
‘arows from this experience

Snapping awake three weeks later,
‘on the deck of an aircraft carrier,
wearing a flight suit

campaign

Getting the congratulation call from
John Kerry in 2004 on his secret
Skull and Bones hotline

Being told he couldn't run in 2008

Fitness.

Strenuous workouts with
Jeff Gannon that didn't leave
‘marks—only impressions

Having to cut back on workout
schedule, a Iraq was blowing up

traq

Thinking up the name Operation
Iraqi Liberation ail by himself,
chuckling at the clever acronym

Being told by Ari leischer that
he had to change it to Operation
Iraqi Freedom a few days later

om

Seeing the first plane hit the
World Trade Center on TV, before
it was telovised nationally

Accidentally saying that
on nation:

Getting that 0sama bin Laden
tape out just four days before
the election in 2004

Receiving the sad news from his
Saudi Arabian friends that Osama
bin Laden had passed on






