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Naked Republicans is dedicated to the loyal listeners of Air America Radio (especially Morning Sedition and Unfiltered ); to the brilliant, funny, fierce liberal bloggers who form the Resistance; and finally, to the honest politicians of both parties still trying to serve with integrity. Maybe the four of us can have lunch one day real soon.




When they call the roll in the Senate, the senators do not know whether to answer “present” or “not guilty.”

—THEODORE ROOSEVELT,
 twenty-sixth president of the United States




INTRODUCTION

APOCALYPSE NOW, DAMN IT


So much has been accomplished in the six years since George W. Bush (the Decider) ran for president promising to restore honesty and integrity to the Oval Office. He phonied up a reason to attack Iraq and dragged us into a war he can’t get us out of; his top adviser, Karl Rove, became the target of a grand jury investigation; the vice president’s chief of staff, Scooter Libby, was indicted for lying, and Bush turned out to be the guy who authorized Libby to leak; his chief of procurement was arrested on corruption charges; and his former top domestic policy adviser was arrested and accused of ripping off Target and Hecht’s department stores. Oh, and Cheney shot a guy in the face.

At the other end of Pennsylvania Avenue, things are no better. The Senate majority leader is under investigation for possible insider trading involving family stock; Tom DeLay got indicted, got demoted, and then got out; a powerful congressman was sent to jail for accepting (no, make that demanding) bribes; and a corruption scandal is spreading like toxic ooze through the Republican House membership. No wonder they pray so much.

Look, we’ve waited six long years for the Rapture to come and take all the Republicans up to heaven where they can’t hurt us anymore. (Well, maybe not all the Republicans—we’re pretty sure the Bush twins aren’t going.) But every day we check the skies to see whether Tom DeLay, Rick Santorum, Sam Brownback, and the rest of them are floating away, leaving only their pajamas behind in a crumpled heap on the floor. And so far, bupkus. No Apocalypse. No Rapture. The closest we’ve come is kooky Pat Robertson warning that God is going to smite a town that voted out a creationist school board, and then make it rain on Gay Day at Disney World.

It’s so frustrating: They want to go and we want to be left behind. It would be so perfect. We’ll take our chances with the Beast as he walks among us, creating hell on earth for the nonbelievers. (We’ve survived Cheney, after all. Hey, wait a minute…) Anyway, the Rapture just isn’t happening, and we can’t wait any longer. Work with us, people. What Would Jesus Do?

We’re confident in saying he would vote to throw out the whole pack of crooks, unless he had to vote on a Diebold machine, and then he’d end up voting for the Republicans. But at least he’d try.

How did it come to this? We hate to point fingers, but some of you voted for the guy you thought you’d rather have a beer with, not realizing his corporate frat brothers would drop a roofie in your glass. When you came to, the environment had been raped, your wallet was empty, and gas cost four dollars a gallon.

If you picked up Naked Republicans expecting to see hot man-on-dog Santorum sex, or young, muscular self-flagellating Opus Dei priests, we’re afraid you’re going to be disappointed. The best we can offer is Denny Hastert cavorting with beautiful sweatshop workers on a Mariana Islands beach. (Kidding! That so didn’t happen—and if it did, we’d spare you the picture.) No hot sex here, unless you get turned on by corruption, in which case you’re probably a lobbyist. And if so, why are you reading this when you could be bribing some Republican congressman?

We’re going to give you the who, what, why, and where of weaseldom. And believe us, it’s only a sample of what’s out there. We think of this book as a public service, a voter’s guide to the corrupt, the liars, the hypocrites, and the dim. Please, this time, make them go away. Without further DeLay.
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WITH GOD ON OUR SIDE

(and You Know Which God We’re Talking About)




RICK SANTORUM

Senator from Pennsylvania, 1995–present

R-Vatican

b. May 10, 1958, Winchester, Virginia

CAREER HIGHLIGHT: Blames liberals for priest sex scandals

CAREER LOWLIGHT: Compares abortion to slavery, homosexual acts to bestiality

NICKNAME: Man on Dog

ADMITS TO: Never having read the Bible all the way through

DENIES: Well-documented connection to K Street Project

THEME SONG: “How Much Is That Doggie in the Window?”
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It’s amazing that so many kids turn out to be fairly normal, considering the weird socialization they get in public schools.

—RICK SANTORUM, It Takes a Family

         

It often seems that the junior senator from Pennsylvania should be on career-suicide watch. Nearly everything he’s said or done in recent years, including writing a book, appears to be a desperate attempt to destroy himself.

When Rick Santorum began his national career in 1991 as a moralistic, way-holier-than-thou member of the House of Representatives, he probably had no idea that his name would become the punchline of a thousand kinky jokes. He was part of a group of conservative freshmen called the Gang of Seven who turned their righteous indignation on the Democratic House leadership. Like a pack of rabid accountants, they were fixated on the shoddy bookkeeping practices in the House. By today’s standards, it seems petty—representatives were allowed to overdraw their accounts in the House bank, and some of them (quelle surprise!) took advantage of the system to bounce checks right and left. As far as we know, no civilian homes were bombed, and nobody was killed or maimed.

Riding that victory, Rick made it to the Senate, where at first he was simply a reliable tool of the lunatic fringe. But then he began to draw attention to himself with clumsy attempts to impose his moral worldview on the reality-based community. In 2001, he tried to force the teaching of “intelligent design” (also known as “magic”) through an amendment to the No Child Left Behind Act. It failed, but he continued to support efforts to teach creationism while tub-thumping against gay marriage, abortion rights, SpongeBob SquarePants, and the rest of the evil liberal agenda.

Still, most casual observers of the theocracy-in-waiting thought of Rick as just another pinhead—until he gave his infamous interview to the Associated Press and achieved cult status as the cartoonlike mascot of the Christian Taliban. Here’s the big moment:

         

SANTORUM: In every society, the definition of marriage has not ever to my knowledge included homosexuality. That’s not to pick on homosexuality. It’s not, you know, man on child, man on dog, or whatever the case may be. It is one thing. And when you destroy that you have a dramatic impact on the quality—

         

AP: I’m sorry, I didn’t think I was going to talk about “man on dog” with a United States senator, it’s sort of freaking me out.

         

And that’s when the downward slide began. The butt (pun intended) of a thousand man-on-dog jokes, Rick saw nothing funny about it. Love the homosexual, hate the homosex, that was his motto. From there, it was an easy trip to authoring a book that blamed working mothers for most of the nation’s problems. And who brainwashed them into abandoning their families?

         

The radical feminists succeeded in undermining the traditional family and convincing women that professional accomplishments are the key to happiness.

         

Another key to happiness would be having a job to earn enough money to provide food and shelter, but maybe that’s just us. As for the earlier quote expressing his surprise that kids in public school can turn out to be normal, well, we’re guessing he was speaking as a guy who’d been wedgied and stuffed into a lot of lockers in his public-school days.

And there was more. Rick blamed the Catholic pedophile priest scandal on liberals in Boston. Soon he made matters worse by flip-flopping on intelligent design.

When last we left Rick, he was urging voters to put Santorum bumper stickers on their cars to show their support for the troops. We know he’s thinking about running for president, and we can only pray that he does. The nation needs to laugh more.




SAM BROWNBACK

Senator from Kansas, 1996–present

R–The Fellowship

b. September 12, 1956, Parker, Kansas

CAREER HIGHLIGHT: Elected to Senate with Pat Robertson’s help

CAREER LOWLIGHT: Fined for campaign funding violation

NICKNAME: Saint Sam

ADMITS TO: Washing feet of a departing staffer as way of saying thanks

DENIES: Membership in spooky Opus Dei Catholic sect

THEME SONG: “Spirit in the Sky”
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Bless His Soles: Senator Washes Departing Aide’s Feet

We’re all in favor of senators being whipped—hell, we’d be happy to draw up a list of candidates. And if they want to do it to themselves, a little of the old self-flagellation, that’s fine by us. We don’t care if they sport barbed-wire thigh bracelets from time to time, or if they stick their tongues in a blender and set it on puree, for that matter. But when they recommend we do it, we have to draw the line.

We raise the matter of self-flagellation because Senator Brownback, Saint Sam, is believed to have been converted to Catholicism by a priest of the Opus Dei sect, a freaky quasi-cult whose practitioners sometimes enjoy a taste of the lash (see The Da Vinci Code). Saint Sam denies that he’s a member, and we have no reason to doubt him—it’s a sin to tell a lie, after all. But he does hang around with the kinds of religious wackos who identify with Opus Dei and other extremists. And make no mistake about it, he is coming to impose his religious beliefs on your government. (To say nothing of changing the vibe at a going-away party with that foot-washing thing.)

Saint Sam has already said he won’t run for reelection to his Senate seat (although in Kansas, they won’t have any trouble finding another wingnut to take his place). But he’s making serious noises about running for the GOP presidential nomination in 2008, egged on by the unholy trinity of Pat Robertson, Randall Terry, and James Dobson. Can’t you just see him at those candidate debates in New Hampshire, with eight or ten other Republican candidates scrambling to keep up with his God, gays, and abortion agenda? Before they’re finished, the Republican Party platform will call for stoning stem-cell researchers.

But you don’t have to wait until 2008—the Make Room for Jesus show is playing in Washington even as we speak. There’s a bill that’s been introduced twice, called the Constitution Restoration Act, which is designed to limit the power of the courts to prevent religion (and by that we mean Christianity) from being injected into official business. And it includes language that would prohibit a “renegade judge” from just ignoring the law. Yeah, yeah, we know, when you took civics class the three branches of government were equal, and there were checks and balances, blah blah blah. That is so twentieth-century thinking.

Saint Sam’s first priority is controlling the reproductive organs of all women of childbearing age. He is the candidate of the “fetal citizens” (although we assume black fetal citizens would have their votes suppressed in Florida), and he talks of young people today who feel they are survivors of a holocaust because, unlike one-fourth of their age cohort, they were not aborted. They must be the same kids who survived the holocaust of Janet Jackson’s Super Bowl boob flash only because of the efforts of Saint Sam. He has crusaded tirelessly to protect their tender morals when they watch television or listen to Howard Stern by demanding higher fines for “indecency.”

No surprise, really—cleanliness is next to godliness. Still, Saint Sam’s holy pedicure raised a few eyebrows in D.C., not unlike the time John Ashcroft anointed himself with cooking oil for symbolic holiness and Wessonality. (Senator, next time try a simple gift card to Virgin Records.)

Ironically, Saint Sam says that if he runs for president he expects the public to respect his privacy about his religious beliefs. Given that he doesn’t believe in a right to privacy for pregnant women or homosexuals, that seems a tad hypocritical. Let’s just say potential voters might want to know more about the Fellowship of Christian extremists he meets with weekly in Washington, and the legislation that comes to him and his pals while they’re praying.

The neocon dream of making the Middle East more like America seems to have backfired—the United States is looking more like Iran every year. What’s next, a chain of Opus Dei’s Inns?




TOM COBURN

Senator from Oklahoma, 2004–present

R–Nutjob

b. March 14, 1948, Casper, Wyoming

CAREER HIGHLIGHT: Claiming “gay agenda” is greatest threat to U.S.

CAREER LOWLIGHT: Protesting NBC’s showing of Schindler’s List

NICKNAMES: Dr. Don’t; The Other Idiot from Oklahoma

ADMITS TO: Showing gross-out STD instructional films to staffers at lunchtime

DENIES: Sterilizing a female patient without her consent and defrauding Medicaid to pay for it

THEME SONG: “Girls Just Want to Have Fun”
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There are not many normal people up here.

—SENATOR TOM COBURN, speaking of his Washington colleagues

         

It’s possible that that statement is the only thing Dr. Coburn has ever said that we’d agree with. Maybe you watched the Senate confirmation hearings of John Roberts in September 2005. (Then again, maybe you have a life.) If you weren’t watching, you missed a very strange moment that occurred on the first day, when Oklahoma’s own Doctor Senator Tom Coburn put down his crossword puzzle (really—there are pictures of him with it) and took his turn at the microphone. Apropos of nothing, he declared:

         

When I ponder our country and its greatness, its weaknesses, its potential, my heart aches for less divisiveness, less polarization, less finger-pointing, less bitterness, less mindless partisanship, which at times sounds almost hateful to the ear of Americans.

         

The weird thing was, he was choking back tears as he said it. The weirder thing was, he’s one of the people filling the airwaves with bitterness and divisiveness. Like when he said:

         

The gay community has infiltrated the very centers of power in every area across this country, and they wield extreme power…. That agenda is the greatest threat to our freedom that we face today. Why do you think we see the rationalization for abortion and multiple sexual partners? That’s a gay agenda.

         

And:

         

[L]esbianism is so rampant in some of the schools in southeast Oklahoma that they’ll only let one girl go to the bathroom. Now think about it. Think about that issue. How is it that that’s happened to us? (Answer: It hasn’t. The story was made up.)

         

Plus:

         

Global warming is just a lot of crap.

         

And of course:

         

I favor the death penalty for abortionists and other people who take life.

         

But how about:

         

Do you realize that if all those children had not been aborted, we wouldn’t have any trouble with Medicare and Social Security today? That’s another forty-one million people.

         

Wow, why didn’t Paul Krugman think of that last one? No wonder Tom favors the death penalty for doctors who perform abortions.

Doctors who tie the tubes of minors without getting their consent… well, that’s another story. A true story, but one that Tom would tell you was just an unfortunate mistake. He says the young lady in question gave him oral consent, but not written. She says she did nothing of the kind. Either way, he billed Medicaid for the procedure even though she wasn’t eligible for it.

Maybe it was all just a simple misunderstanding.

Come to think of it, we wonder if there aren’t a whole lot of things Dr. Don’t misunderstands. Like when he told some women that not only are silicone breast implants safe, but women who have them are healthier than women who have real breasts (and are obliged to go on dates with the boobs they’ve got, not the ones they’d like to have, to paraphrase Rummy?).

And there was the crazy rant about showing Schindler’s List on television. Dr. Coburn described it as “an all-time low, with full frontal nudity, violence, and profanity being shown in our homes.”

Sort of conjures up a Clockwork Orange scenario, with poor Tom forced to sit in front of a TV set, eyes clamped wide open, while Schindler’s List plays over and over, doesn’t it?

Eventually, Coburn admitted he was wrong and apologized.

While he’s no fan of Schindler’s List, Coburn apparently takes great pleasure in showing congressional staffers a little drama called Revenge of the STDs. It’s an exciting instructional slide show featuring Star Wars music and characters that very graphically depicts the havoc wreaked upon genitals by sexually transmitted diseases. The screening is an annual event, complete with pizza. At some viewings women have been reported to have run from the room gagging. Vote him out they should, as Yoda would say.

We don’t know what Dr. Coburn’s parents did to him when he was a lad growing up in Oklahoma, but it must have been awful. Maybe he caught them “dancing” late one night. Whatever… he’s one of the wingnuts pulling the Republican Party even further to the right. We can only hope the people of Oklahoma will realize they are the only state in the nation with a worse senator than James Inhofe (their other senator). Please read on.




JAMES INHOFE

Senator from Oklahoma, 1994–present

R–The Holy Land

b. November 17, 1934, Des Moines, Iowa

CAREER HIGHLIGHT: Called the EPA “a Gestapo agency”

CAREER LOWLIGHT: Outraged over outrage at Abu Ghraib

NICKNAMES: Torquemada; The Other Nutjob from Oklahoma

ADMITS TO: Opposing federal holiday for Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr.

DENIES: Existence of global warming

THEME SONG: “King of Pain”
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One of the reasons I believe the spiritual door was opened for an attack against the United States of America is that the policy of our government has been to ask the Israelis, and demand it with pressure, not to retaliate in a significant way against the terrorist strikes that have been launched against them.

—JAMES INHOFE, March 2002

         

Next Will Senator Tell Abu Ghraib Victims “Walk It Off”?

It’s kind of amazing when you think about it: Oklahoma has sent to the Senate not one, but two fanatical wackbags. One is afraid of gay people, the other is afraid of winding up on the business end of one of God’s lightning bolts. And that gentleman is the senior senator, Jim Inhofe.

You see, America? We had it coming on 9/11. God was mighty pissed off at us for not letting Israel occupy all the land He gave them back in the day. Yes, that is the actual “thought” process of Senator James Inhofe. And while we are grateful that he didn’t blame 9/11 on the feminists, lesbians, and abortionists, as Jerry Falwell did, we just aren’t sure it was God’s special wake-up call to those hoping for a deal between the Israelis and Palestinians. Maybe we’re not sufficiently pious, but we blame 9/11 on Osama bin Laden.

The senator must have sensed we’d be all skeptical and snarky, because he went on to give seven reasons why Israel is supposed to have all of the Holy Land, climaxing with “Because God said so.” No joke. You can look it up in the Congressional Record if you don’t believe us. There you’ll find lots of other tasty bits of wisdom from the Tulsa ’toon. Like the time he blocked a Clinton administration ambassadorship appointment for James Hormel because he’s gay. When President Clinton made a recess appointment to get Hormel into his new job, Inhofe threw a tantrum, threatening to block all of Clinton’s future nominations.

You might also enjoy Senator Inhofe’s thoughts about the prisoner abuse scandal at Abu Ghraib. In May 2004, at an Armed Services Committee hearing investigating whose idea it was to pile naked Iraqi prisoners into human pyramids, he said:

         

I’m probably not the only one up at this table that is more outraged by the outrage than we are by the treatment.

         

Surprisingly, not one senator jumped in to say, “Yeah, me too.” He actually was the only one more outraged by the outrage than by the treatment.

Senator Torquemada’s attitudes about torture seem to harken back to a simpler time—the Middle Ages—and that’s where his information about global warming was probably developed, too. He dismisses research proving global warming as just a bunch of tricky junk science, and in a Senate speech in July 2003 he said:

         

With all of the hysteria, all of the fear, all of the phony science, could it be that man-made global warming is the greatest hoax ever perpetrated on the American people? It sure sounds like it.

         

Those remarks made him something of a global laughingstock, but we have to wonder if Senator Inhofe is listening to an even higher power: the energy industry.

People from oil, gas, and electricity companies are his biggest campaign contributors, to the tune of hundreds of thousands of dollars. He tried to tack language to allow oil drilling in the Arctic National Wildlife Refuge onto an emergency funding bill right after 9/11. Maybe it’s just a coincidence that he described the EPA as “a Gestapo agency,” or that he’s voted against every environmental protection bill he’s ever seen.

On the other hand, he’s probably betting on Armageddon coming any day, so why clean the place up?

Won’t somebody please send this Okie back to Muskogee?




JOHN
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