Title: Political Masquerade

Subhead: It’s not just for Halloween anymore…

By Stephen Robinson

Americans – well, the eight or nine thousand who bother to vote – are close to selecting the next president and his faithful sidekick from a disturbingly similar crop of mass-marketed, corporate shills. The hairstyles might change but the game remains the same: Image is everything. Obey your thirst for the soothingly superficial.

Pres. George W. Bush seems to have mastered the political masquerade. Most Democrats think he’s masquerading as president. However, most Republicans really dig him, despite his younger self having starred in the reality TV version of Animal House. Maybe they just close their eyes and imagine they’re with Ronald Reagan.

Bush infamously wore a flight suit to declare a premature end to the war in Iraq last year. He still wears the flight suit to formal dinners and state funerals. This is intended to make you forget his rather iffy military history with the Texas National Guard. 

The cleverest part of his disguise is the image he presents through his assorted malapropisms and inability to correctly pronounce any word not found in The Pet Goat. Democrats lampoon his apparent buffoonery but the average red-state American sees him as “one of us.” In reality, Bush is quite eloquent and, away from the cameras, likes to discuss Proust and the current opera season with Prime Minister Tony Blair. You could consider him the Keyser Soze of presidents.

Meanwhile, Vice Pres. Dick Cheney makes only the barest attempt at resembling a human being. His face looks like one of those cheap plastic Halloween masks, and you can see the thin, white string around the back that keeps it in place and hides his true evil from the C-SPAN cameras. If he’s not pressed for time in the morning, he might try to comb what’s left of his hair over the protruding horns in his head, but it’s all together unconvincing.

Overall, Cheney reminds me of how Satan will “cleverly” disguise himself in movies as “Louis Cyphre” or “Dr. Natas.” If the good guys had half a brain, they would have seen through the obvious charade during the first reel. Perhaps this is the one way in which Satan is a good sport. Sure, if he’d just pick a normal appellation like, oh let’s say, “Michael Moore,” no one would catch on to him until it was too late, but Satan has his own reasons for delaying the big win: “Hi, I’m Mr. de Ville. Say my name a few times very slowly. Focus. Maybe write it down on a piece of paper and… oh, all right, you wormed it out of me. I’m the devil. I’m the prince of darkness. I’m your roommate who drinks all the milk and leaves behind an empty carton. It’s just that I’m so damn bored. I mean, I could just go down to the DMV on a Wednesday with two forms of ID and claim every mortal soul on file there but then what would I do with all my free time? I hate golfing. No, I need these horribly convoluted plans. They keep me young.”

Of course, we have the option of replacing these bozos with the dynamic team of Sen. John Kerry and Sen. John Edwards. Kerry wisely chose to tone down his naked charisma lest it actually excite the electorate. The stiff, wooden mask he wears is similar to the one former Vice President Al Gore sported during his political career. Sure, he’s not particularly likeable, but the French love him. This is very important to the Democratic base, because, oddly enough, more French vote in U.S. presidential elections than actual Americans.

Kerry insists he’s nothing like Bush, who he claims is a pawn of the wealthy. No, Kerry is simply married to the wealthy. His wife, Teresa Heinz “Lovey” Kerry, is worth an estimated $1 billion. If Kerry wins next month, I expect Heinz Kerry will complain that Air Force One is “cramped” and doesn’t carry the “good caviar.” She’ll also use the White House as storage for her old laser discs and eight-track tapes (she’s a notorious pack rat). This humble, Lincoln-like background will ensure that Kerry, unlike Bush, will look out for the poor or at least hire them to cater his next big soiree or polish all the gold he keeps in the Uncle Scrooge-like money bin in his basement.

Kerry’s running mate and valet, Edwards, speaks of “two Americas,” but he could afford to place a down payment on one of them considering he’s worth about $70 million. Bush’s net worth, which he was disappointed to learn doesn’t include any real “nets,” is a paltry $13 million in comparison. Lindsey Lohan has more bank. I bet when Pres. Bush visits his billionaire buddies, he has to take the servants’ entrance.
Edwards is not just posing as a member of the working class, though. He’s also passing himself off as someone Constitutionally eligible to run for president. Honestly, does he even look 35? When should we get worried? When do we start searching his attic for hideously disfigured portraits or the bodies of virgins whose life forces he’s absorbed in some dark, unholy ritual?
I suspect that decades ago Sen. Edwards and his wife Elizabeth (or, as he affectionally calls her, “Grandma”) stumbled upon the mythical fountain of youth while traveling through one of those countries where, according to the movies, all sorts of creepy stuff goes down.

Gypsy Elder (played by Whale Rider’s Keisha Castle-Hughes): It was strange the way it happened. One of those quirks of fate. All of the pieces seem to fit into place. It took a small accident to make it happen. An accident! And that is how I discovered the secret. That elusive ingredient, that... spark that is the breath of life. Yes, I have that knowledge! I hold the key to life... itself! 

Sen. Edwards: Do you prefer Visa, Discover, or American Express?

Gypsy Elder: Look, I’m in the middle of the damn jungle but I still won’t accept Discover. You got Capital One? You can earn some airline miles.

Sen. Edwards: Done and done!

Mrs. Edwards (stepping forward into a thin spotlight to deliver soliloquy): Do I dare? Do I dare defy the will of God? Do I even want to live forever, unchanged, untouched by time, as all around me, everyone I know and love, grows old and turns to dust? Sure, I have a vacuum cleaner in case any of the dust gets on the hardwood floors but still, can I even consider it? Darling, what do you think?

Mrs. Edwards turns to discover Sen. Edwards downing the last of the potion that was intended for both of them. He belches loudly and wipes his mouth with his sleeve.

Sen. Edwards: Oh, sorry, baby, did you want some of this? You were jawing off for a while there and I didn’t want it to get cold. You know, you’d think with all the smoking and bubbling, it wouldn’t taste as good as it does, but it’s actually quite refreshing. It’s sort of like Mountain Dew.

Gypsy Elder: But without all the caffeine.


Anyway, regardless of the choice you make next month, you can rest easy in the knowledge that you’re taking part in a centuries-old democratic institution that is intended to fool the common schlub into thinking he has a say in how his country oppresses him. In the end, it’s the choice between a black suit and one that’s a dark navy. Enjoy. And God bless America!

