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To Kendra, the one who makes me smile





Introduction


Capitalism kicks ass, Crapitalism sucks.


Capitalism and the free market generate jobs, create pathways out of poverty, and keep people like Rosie O’Donnell off food stamps.


Crapitalism has taken the greatest economic system ever known to man and sullied it.


Americans love capitalism. Only pot-smoking Marxists and flea-infested Occupy Wall Street types could oppose an economic system that has built the middle class and made the United States the richest nation ever to inhabit planet earth.


But what Americans don’t love—what they loathe, in fact—are well-connected crony capitalists who make millions by picking taxpayers’ pockets. These poseur capitalists have turned capitalism into its very opposite. Real capitalists don’t take bailouts or corporate welfare, or suck from the government contract teat. Real capitalists get rich by providing goods and services that benefit us all. That’s good for them, and it’s good for us.


But all that good goes up in smoke when business and government hop in the sack together.


When cronyism collides with capitalism you get . . . Crapitalism.


• • •


Crapitalism has forced us to subsidize goods and services that we would never have subsidized otherwise. It’s allowed the rich and famous to become even more rich and famous at our expense.


And, most disturbing, it’s turned the rule of law on its head by creating two classes of citizens: those who benefit from crony connections and those who don’t.


Americans agree. A Rasmussen poll found that people oppose crony capitalism 3–1. So strong is the bipartisan loathing of cronyism that a full 64 percent say they believe government money will be wasted “if the government provides funding for a project that private investors refuse to back.” Just 27 percent believe it’s ever okay “for the government to make investments in private companies.”1


Who, then, supports perverting free markets?


Answer: Crapitalists.


Let’s define a Crapitalist: A well-connected friend of the powers that be who scores big bucks at taxpayer expense. From bagging millions in tax dollars for phony “green energy” companies that go bust, to vacuuming public coffers to build glitzy sports stadiums, to utilizing little-known tax credit loopholes to loot $1.5 billion a year for Hollywood movies—Crapitalists know how to use every trick to enrich themselves at taxpayer expense. Rather than playing and winning in the rough-and-tumble world of business competition, Crapitalists use government to rig the game in their favor and leave you and me—the taxpayers—holding the bill. These corporate sissies know their ideas suck, so they try to stack the deck to privatize their profits and socialize their losses.


And there’s the rub: crony capitalism is socialism’s Trojan horse.


When government gets in the business of picking winners and losers, free market competition—the “muscles” that animate capitalism—begin to atrophy. That’s what big government Leftists want. Sadly, it’s also what some corporatist Republicans want as well. Republicans like Jeffrey Immelt, the head of General Electric. He’s taken cronyism to a stratospheric level, going as far as to call Uncle Sam a “key partner.”2 And later on you’ll see he wasn’t kidding. GE has lobbied its “partner” to impose regulations, mandates, and other edicts that boost its bottom line. Hell, if you look up the definition of “corporate welfare” in an online dictionary, you may get back “General Electric” as the answer.


To the Crapitalist, ideology isn’t nearly as important as who will keep the government gravy train operating at full speed. That’s why some fat-cat Republicans are already dropping hints that they would support Hillary Clinton for president over a more populist candidate like Rand Paul or Ted Cruz in 2016, because they know she’d maintain the cozy relationship that Wall Street has enjoyed with D.C.3


Real conservatives and libertarians, on the other hand, understand there’s a major difference between being pro free markets and pro big business. Those who support free markets believe businesses should compete to win customers. Being pro-business sometimes means turning a blind eye to government bailouts and corporate welfare if they boost profits. The former leads to wealth and prosperity. The latter leads to socialism.


That’s why Crapitalists are so dangerous.


Take, for example, billionaire John Doerr and his good pal Al Gore, both partners in the venture capital firm Kleiner Perkins Caufield & Byers. With an estimated $3.3 billion net worth, Doerr lands at number 159 on Forbes’s list of richest Americans.4


And, as the New York Times notes, Gore is “poised to become the world’s first ‘carbon billionaire,’ profiteering from government policies he supports that would direct billions of dollars to the business ventures he has invested in.”5 Their firm has donated at least $2.2 million to political campaigns, most of which has gone to Democrats (shocker).6


To put it simply, these are two loaded liberals.


In 2008, Doerr and Gore’s firm became a major stakeholder in the “green car” company Fisker Automotive. As Fisker’s CEO explained to the Wall Street Journal, because of Doerr and Gore’s investment “we have all the capital we need to move forward.”7


Now, if two losers want to blow millions investing on a $107,000 car that runs on electricity—half of which comes from burning coal, you morons!—in the name of saving the planet, fine. Let them.


But that’s not what happened.


The very next year, Obama’s Department of Energy approved Fisker for $529 million in taxpayer-funded government loans. The Obama Energy Department swears Gore had nothing to do with the approval of the loan. (If you believe that, I have a crappy electric car to sell you.) However, numerous companies vying for DOE loans said the process reeked of cronyism. Indeed, sixteen of John Doerr’s green-tech venture projects received taxpayer-funded loans or grants. “God bless the Obama Administration and the U.S. government,” said Doerr. “We have really got the A-team now working on green innovation in our country.”8


Not surprisingly, lefty loons like Matt Damon and Leonardo DiCaprio scurried to snatch one up. Even Canadian ankle-biter Justin Bieber got one. His manager made a stir when he gave the teenage crooner a Fisker Karma for his birthday on the Ellen DeGeneres Show. For maximum douchiness, Bieber has since chromed out his Fisker, morphing the thing into an obnoxious mirror that blinds fellow drivers whose tax dollars were used to subsidize it.


But there was just one teensy problem on the road to Doerr and Gore’s green earth glory. The Fisker Karma turned out to be taxpayer-funded junk.


First, there were the fires—as in, the car catching on fire. Fisker claimed the problem was the battery and issued the obligatory recalls. Then, a few months later, another Fisker Karma caught fire. This time Team Goremobile blamed it on the cooling fans and recalled 2,400 Karmas.


Then there was the issue of Fisker outsourcing jobs by assembling the Karma entirely in Finland, a revelation Mitt Romney wisely pounced on. “I am ashamed to say that we’re seeing our president hand out money to the businesses of campaign contributors, when he gave money, $500 million in loans, to a company called Fisker that makes high-end electric cars, and they make the cars now in Finland.”


D’oh!


But best of all was Consumer Reports’ testing of the Fisker Karma wherein the car literally died right in the middle of the test!9 Think I’m joking? Pull up the YouTube clip and watch for yourself. You just can’t make this stuff up.


Fisker Automotive ultimately filed for bankruptcy and was bought up by a Chinese investor, vaporizing $139 million of our dollars in the end.10 Meanwhile, taxpayers suffering in the worst economy since the Great Depression are forced to sit back and watch as Crapitalists Doerr and Gore flush millions in taxpayer cash down the turd chute on a green scheme designed to make them millions, minimize their losses, and stick taxpayers with the tab either way.


Crapitalism, pure and simple.


Crapitalists don’t just seize taxpayer money for things only patchouli-smelling hippies enjoy, like electric cars. They also use some of America’s favorite institutions, like pro football, as lures designed to loot our hard-earned money. Consider, for example, Minnesota Vikings owner Zygi Wilf. Wilf successfully lobbied to force taxpayers to foot more than half the bill ($498 million, to be exact11) for a new $975 million showplace stadium where my New York Giants can kick the stew out of his Vikings. Amazingly, the liberal state of New Jersey didn’t ask taxpayers to pay a single dime in 2010 to build a $1.6 billion NFL stadium for the Jets and Giants, nor did Massachusetts raid the public treasury to help the New England Patriots built its facility in 2002.12 But the vast majority of NFL stadiums are publicly funded, with taxpayers subsidizing a jaw-dropping 65 percent of the total costs.13


What’s up with that?


Why should Crapitalists be allowed to bilk taxpayers to fund teams—many of which suck—so they can get richer?


Crapitalists always cloak their cronyism in the guise of helping society, saving the planet, or doing it “for the children.” So it’s hardly surprising that Zygi and his ilk claim new stadiums produce an explosion of economic development and jobs. But a boatload of economic studies show such claims are almost always bogus. Indeed, according to Democratic Minnesota state senator John Marty, the cost to taxpayers for Zygi’s football profit palace will be around $72 per ticket . . . for the next thirty years. Republican state senator Warren Limmer agrees: “I think the real question is, what is the financial need of someone asking for help from state government to solve their private business problems?” As the senators’ comments demonstrate, hatred of taxpayer-swindling Crapitalists should be a bipartisan affair.


But here now you have some poor hammer-swinging construction worker getting fleeced to pay for a stadium he can’t even afford to take his kids to so that billionaire Zygi Wilf can fatten his wallet—all while subjecting the nation to the atrocity that is the Minnesota Vikings.


Idiots.


Crapitalists have also sunk their crony claws into the world of movies. Take the iconic filmmaker Steven Spielberg. Forbes says that with a net worth of $3.4 billion, Spielberg is the 159th-richest person in America.14 You’d think homeboy, rolling in that much dough, could fund his own flicks without any taxpayer support. Well, he could. But he decided to milk taxpayers anyway. And with the help of lawmakers, no less!


Spielberg had his eyes on Virginia as a possible location to film his biopic on Abraham Lincoln for years, but it wasn’t until the general assembly and the governor offered him a financial package worth millions that he made his decision.15


I know, what a strange coincidence.


“Virginia’s rich historic legacy, coupled with the remarkable period architecture found in Richmond and Petersburg, make Central Virginia the ideal location for this production,” Spielberg said.


Not everyone was pleased with the announcement, however.


“From my point of view, the state giving $5 million to a billionaire to make his movie in Virginia is a luxury our state can’t afford right now when we are cutting education, Medicaid and the rest of our safety net,” noted one state delegate.16


Keep in mind that Lincoln grossed more than $180 million in the United States alone. So not only were Virginia residents shelling out cash for overpriced movie tickets, but they were also subsidizing a film that brought in almost three times its domestic budget.17


Of course, Virginia is hardly alone in raiding public funds to attract big-studio production. Around forty states offer similar types of tax credits. And as we’ll learn, these Hollywood handouts rarely live up to their economic hype. But politicians will pat themselves on the back because of the photo op arranged alongside their favorite celebrity. Think of it as the most expensive selfie ever—except you’re not even in the picture.


•  •  •


Let me let you in on one of Crapitalism’s dirtiest secrets. Contrary to what most liberals would have you believe, big business does not hate big government. To the contrary, as author Timothy P. Carney points out, “Big business and big government prosper from the perception that they are rivals instead of partners (in plunder).” Think about it. If, say, crushing government-imposed regulations can dramatically raise the prices on small start-up companies entering a market, big companies are all for it! Heck, big companies often love regulations, because their deep pockets allow them to easily absorb the financial costs that their smaller, leaner competitors can never afford.


And when big government programs require big government spending, big companies looking for big government contracts come running. Government should not be a corporate sugar daddy handing out our taxpayer dollars to businesses willing to prostitute themselves by bagging crony deals. Why? Because the libertarian and conservative visions of a limited, smaller government will never come to fruition as long as companies have a vested interest in seeing government grow.


And you see, that’s what’s so messed up about Crapitalism: it snuffs out the magic of true, rock-ribbed American competition. As University of Chicago economics professor Luigi Zingales puts it, “A truly competitive market has no place for favoritism.”18


This book is an unapologetic call for a return to real, true, competition-driven capitalism—the kind that has lifted millions of poor people into the middle class, created jobs and opportunities, and helped spark life-changing and lifesaving innovations that bring value and greater freedom to our lives.


But simply loving free markets isn’t enough; we must defend our economic freedoms from the crony crooks seeking to pervert them.


That means naming names, reporting facts, and raining shame on the Crapitalists who would rather swipe your tax dollars to fund their loony ideas and cover their financial asses than compete, innovate, and win their way to the top the old-fashioned way, through hard work and competition.


It’s time to stop apologizing for the freedom-producing engine that is free market competition.


It’s time to protect taxpayers from the lazy limousine liberals who would rather poach your money than earn real profits.


It’s time to flush these Crapitalists down the toilet.


Let the flushing begin!





1 Representative Greg Meeks


It’s taking care of the things for my family needs in the house. You need to make sure the house is furnished. You need things.


—Representative Greg Meeks


Greg Meeks sucks.


If sucking at life was like working for one of those multilevel marketing companies, Meeks would be Double Emerald Platinum Level Suckface. That any of our tax dollars go to pay his congressional salary is cause for puking.


On the surface, Meeks fronts like a regular Joe.


For example, we’re both New Yorkers from working-class neighborhoods: I’m from Brooklyn, and Meeks represents Queens. We both like sports. We both like nice cars. My problem is, I pay for my lifestyle. Greg Meeks? Well, like the auto manufacturer that shares his initials, he requires a lot of taxpayer cash to stay afloat.


Meeks has been in Congress since 1998, so with an annual salary of $174,000 he obviously should be able to afford a pretty sweet ride. And he does—a nice Lexus. Like a lot of members of Congress, he leases it. But unlike many members of Congress, his lease costs the taxpayers around $1,000 a month.1,2


Excuse me?


Unfortunately, you don’t get to be a Double Emerald dirtbag by just bilking Ma and Pa Taxpayer for a nice whip. By Meeks’s standard, his Lexus is our best bargain.


Meeks loves living it up at exotic locales. And I don’t mean Jamaica, Queens. Meeks has dropped big bucks, on his campaign’s dime, at luxury resorts in Puerto Rico, the Virgin Islands, Panama, Vegas, and Miami, just to name a few. His jet-setting was so blatant even the New York Times profiled it in an investigative piece. When you’re a liberal and the New York Times calls you out, you know it’s bad. Meeks defended his travel to the paper, saying, “I do fundraisers where the people with the money are. . . . I am not going to raise the money in my district that I need to be a player here in Washington.”3


Gangsta!


Unlike other members of Congress, forced to rely on ingenuity, guile, problem-solving skills, and an actual work ethic, Meeks can weasel his way to relevance by hobnobbing through the Caribbean. His constituents must be proud.


Citizens for Responsibility and Ethics in Washington (CREW) puts out a yearly list of Washington’s most corrupt. Guess who is a regular? Our boy Government Greg.4


Unfortunately, while Meeks’s use of campaign cash to live a lifestyle he wouldn’t be able to afford otherwise is distasteful, it is not illegal. Congress has a way of looking out for itself that way. The laws as currently written allow for certain campaign expenditures to be used toward things you and I (and apparently Meeks) wouldn’t be able to afford otherwise. But even with all this leeway, Meeks pushes the envelope there, too.


For example, a 2006 audit by the Federal Election Commission found Meeks had improperly used almost $17,000 worth of campaign dollars on personal expenses, including over six grand for a personal trainer. Meeks ended up simply paying a fine, and once again cruised to reelection.5 Then he got smarter about how to exploit his position.


Unlike regular campaign accounts, Leadership PACs can use money on nice restaurants, fancy resorts, and other expenses as long as you can rationalize it as a “campaign expense.” So in 2013, when Meeks dropped over $17,000 with NFL ticket agencies and broadcast networks, it was okay because it was for a “Fundraising Event.” Same thing in 2014. He gobbled up nearly $10,000 worth of tickets when the Seattle Seahawks annihilated the Denver Broncos. He calls it campaigning. I call it partying at the Super Bowl.


His Leadership PAC, Build America, can do those things because the laws are superliberal in terms of what LPACs can get away with. Part of the rationalization for having LPACs is so members of Congress can donate funds to other members of Congress, currying favor for their own legislative priorities by essentially buying votes. It isn’t unusual for someone to spend almost all their LPAC money on building coalitions and supporting members of their party. It is, in fact, how many members elevate through the party ranks. Remember how Government Greg said he needed to go to those resorts and hold fundraisers so he could become “a player”? Remember how his working-class neighborhood just wouldn’t allow him access to the capital to matter in the Capitol?


In the 2011–12 cycle, Meeks’s LPAC spent over $150,000. How much of that do you think, given that Meeks sailed to an easy reelection, went to his fellow Democrats? Maybe $100,000? $75,000 at least?


Nope. A measly twenty grand. Less than 14 percent.


Meeks actually ranked as the sixth-least-generous member of Congress in terms of LPAC donations to other candidates who spent more than $100,000 in the cycle. Even though his campaign didn’t need the money, Meeks himself did. That’s why he sucks so bad. Even though I personally appreciate that he doesn’t use his campaign money to help elect more Democrats, I still get sick at the way he uses his position to hit people up for cash so he can party all over the globe, and live it up here at home.


Meeks bought himself a new home in 2006. Nothing wrong with living the American dream. But Meeks’s house was built for him by a developer friend who just so happened to be a campaign contributor. The designer of the house, Robert Gaskin, had not only contributed to Meeks’s campaign but had also worked on projects that Meeks had secured taxpayer cash to bankroll.6


Meeks paid $830,000 for the house. It is said to be by far the largest in his neighborhood. Kevin Donegan, an appraiser, called Meeks’s price “substantially below market” and said Meeks got “a very, very good deal.”7 In fact, months after the house was finished, the city listed its market value as more than $400,000 above the price Meeks paid.8


Cha-ching!


Everything about the sale smells. Even the house Meeks sold to purchase this one went to a buyer with a reported annual income of less than $10,000, yet he was somehow able to qualify for a $400,000 home. Would you believe me if I told you that the lawyer who handled the buyer’s closing went to jail ten months later for mortgage fraud?9


But Greedy Greg didn’t care. That someone with whom he had just completed a high-dollar legal transaction was going to jail wasn’t his problem. He had bigger issues to deal with: 800 large is a lot to spend on a house. Especially when, like Meeks, you don’t have any cash in the bank. According to the congressman’s financial records, on paper Meeks is a broke joke.10 He claims he has less than $5,000 in his checking account and no investments worth more than a grand. So how does he afford all the high-end houses and vacations?


Homeboy is shady as hell.


If you had just bought a house and needed to furnish it, but didn’t have a ton of cash on hand, like our buddy Greg, what would you do?


Go to IKEA and just learn to appreciate the art of bargain Swedish furniture design? Maybe. Take it to Goodwill, Salvation Army, or some other place that allows you to put some stuff in your house without breaking the bank? Perhaps. Maybe if you saw something you really wanted you’d hit up friends and family for a loan so you could get that futon you had your eye on. But not with G-Money behind you.


Meeks did take out a loan—but not from family, or even, you know, a bank. Instead, he “borrowed” $40,000 from a real estate agent crony of his named Edul Ahmad. I say “borrowed” because the loan didn’t have a fixed interest rate, it had no set date for repayment, and Meeks never actually signed any documents to secure it. He also failed to disclose the loan on any of his financial disclosure documents until the “handshake deal” was reported by a New York paper. A lot of people think it wasn’t a loan at all, but a gift, from a guy who would end up in prison a few years later over a $50 million mortgage fraud case.11 Those are the kinds of guys Meeks does business with.


For his part, Meeks was cleared by a House Ethics Committee investigation. I mean, who can fault a guy just looking to allow his family a place to sit down? “I was in a new home,” Meeks said about the loan. “It’s taking care of the things for my family needs in the house. You need to make sure the house is furnished. You need things.”12


You need things. That entitlement sums up Meeks’s congressional career perfectly.


See, you need things. So whatever you need to do to get them is fair game. Accept a gift from some shyster real estate agent? No problem. Use your campaign funds? Sure thing. Take advantage of one of the worst natural disasters in a century for your own personal gain?


You betcha.


We all remember Hurricane Katrina. One of the worst events in recent American history—both in terms of the loss of human life and the government response. In fact, Meeks tried to score cheap political points by adding his name to a letter calling for the resignation of Michael Brown, then head of the Federal Emergency Management Agency.13


I’m definitely not here to defend the job Michael Brown did in Katrina. But at least, to my knowledge, Brown didn’t try to exploit the Katrina victims for his own personal profit. Meeks did.


In the wake of the New Orleans flooding, a New York nonprofit called New Direction Local Development Corporation, cofounded by Meeks and sharing an address with Meeks’s former campaign treasurer, began collecting donations in the name of Katrina relief. They pledged to raise $270,000 for victims of the disaster—all of which would go directly to victims. Or so they said. They threw a benefit concert that brought in $11,210 and delivered the money to Meeks. All told, Meeks’s charity raised a little over $30,000 in the name of disaster relief. (If you weren’t keeping count, New Direction missed its goal by an astounding $240,000.) So how much went to help victims?


According to tax records, New Direction shelled out a whopping $1,392 to victim expenses.14 Meeks would later claim he wasn’t responsible for the actions of the charity he helped found, and said he doesn’t know what happened to the money. Neither do the victims.


Darryl Greene, husband of an original board member of New Direction, is part of Team Meeks. He was also convicted of scamming several New York City agencies out of $500,000.15 Perhaps he knows where the money went? Then there’s New York state senator Malcolm Smith, who helped cofound New Direction and acquired $56,000 of state funding for it.16 Maybe he knows where the Katrina money went? The thing is, Meeks’s pal Malcolm is a little busy right now: a New York jury recently convicted him of trying to gain entry into the 2013 mayoral race through cash bribes and other schemes.


Actually, if you’re a betting man and want to wager on whom the feds plan to investigate next, just randomly pick someone close to G. Money. Much higher odds than the slot machines! As your luck would have it, the feds are investigating whether Team Meeks rigged the process to snag a multibillion-dollar casino contract for a consortium known as Aqueduct Entertainment Group.17 The contract was eventually rescinded. The New York inspector general’s office released a blistering 308-page report detailing the corruption, which included “secret lobbying and more than $100,000 in campaign donations from the bidders.”18 Malcolm Smith (see above) reportedly bragged about how the casino deal would serve as his “golden parachute” once he quit the state senate.19 Then there was the involvement of Floyd Flake, one of Aqueduct’s early investors.20 This is the same Floyd Flake who is Meeks’s political mentor and held his congressional seat before him.


Rinse, Wash, Repeat.


For his part, Meeks dismissed the allegations of corruption regarding Aqueduct as—wait for it—racism.21


But hey—let’s not act like Meeks is coldhearted. (Go with me on this.) Just because he used a tragedy to raise money, then never delivered any of the funds to the intended victims, doesn’t make him a bad guy. And just because everyone around him is under investigation, well, that could happen to anyone, right? He does have a softer side. In fact, Meeks has personally hopscotched the planet in the name of helping a friend.


The friend? None other than the now-convicted Ponzi schemer Allen Stanford, who defrauded investors of up to $7 billion. Meeks went to Venezuela to try to get Hugo Chávez to launch a criminal probe into one of Stanford’s former employees.22 But I mean come on! He traveled all the way to South America! Have you flown internationally lately? Those meals are not that good. A modern-day saint, that Meeks.


Stanford, currently serving a 110-year prison sentence for a “massive Ponzi scheme,” helped bankroll the Inter-American Economic Council (IAEC). Remember all those fancy trips Meeks took to the Caribbean? The IAEC paid for six of them.23 In return, Stanford asked Meeks to, among other things, talk to his good socialist dictator buddy Hugo Chávez about launching a criminal probe into one of Stanford’s enemies.


The New York Post, in its inimitably understated style, was all over Meeks’s malfeasance:


A month later, Meeks went to Venezuela for a string of meetings, including some with Chavez, on a trip that was reportedly hailed as a thank-you for the henchman’s deal with former Rep. Joseph P. Kennedy II (D-Mass.) to bring low-cost heating oil to Northeast states. A year later, [Gonzalo] Tirado—who had accused Stanford of running business scams—was charged with tax evasion and stealing.24


See! Meeks isn’t such a bad guy. He’s happy to pitch in and lend a hand to a brother in need . . . especially if that brother in need is likely to go to prison in the near future.


Honestly, this is just the tip of the iceberg on Meeks. He checks so many boxes from the corrupt-pol playbook that he may be about to invent a new verb. From now on, aspiring elected officials with questionable character will aspire to “Meeks” their way through Congress. Both his sister and wife are paid lobbyists. You think that happens by accident? He also appears to be the subject of an ongoing federal investigation25 targeting New York politicians, though he’s likely to skate by on that one as well if his luck holds.26 After all, Meeks is a guy who willingly associates himself with the likes of Charlie Rangel, the ethically challenged congressman who’s a veteran at playing the “race card.”


Taxpayers don’t detest Meeks because of the color of his skin. We loathe him because of the content of his character. He’s the worst kind of Crapitalism kingpin. He cheats taxpayers. And he steals goodwill from every aspiring honest politician out there, who has to suffer by comparison. Greg Meeks sucks. Period.


And he’s just the beginning.





2 Representative Maxine Waters


It’s time for the bully pulpit of the White House to bring the gangstas in, put them around the table and let them know that if they don’t come up with loan modifications and keep people in their homes that they’ve worked so hard for, we’re gonna tax them out of business.1


—Representative Maxine Waters (D-CA)


The United States House of Representatives, since its formation in 1789, has been the legislative home to any number of Honest-to-God Great Americans. Abraham Lincoln. Daniel Webster. Henry Clay. Sonny Bono. (Just kidding. Although he was pretty awesome in Airplane 2.)


The point is, no matter how lax we make the list of America’s Top House Members, Maxine Waters won’t make it. She’s behind Lincoln. She’s behind Webster. She’s behind Bono. Hell, she’d be behind Cher and Chaz Bono for that matter. In her fifth decade of taking tax dollars for a living, Waters has carved out a reputation as the congressional equivalent of your kooky uncle and the most ridiculous cast member from one of those Real Housewives of Crazytown shows. She’s insane, which is fine. She even has a reputation as a sort of cult hero among the college kids and the hipsters for her ridiculous pursuit of socialist policies. But she’s made millions of dollars for her friends and family as a result, which, you know, is less fine, especially for a socialist.


How insane? We’re talking about a woman who still blames the CIA for the drug problems of the black communities. I guess she never bothered to rent American Gangster on Netflix. (Maxine, you should do it. It’s got Denzel.) A member of the Congressional Black Caucus, she has sponsored legislation that would bring about reparations for slavery. In 2009—or more than a century after anyone actually had any slaves.


During the 1992 Rodney King “Can’t We All Get Along” riots—where sixty-three people died and more than one thousand buildings were vandalized—she sympathized with the looters. When asked about the South Korean–owned stores in her district that were robbed by unruly mobs, Waters acted like going out and stealing stuff was the right thing to do. About the looters, she said:


There were mothers who took this as an opportunity to take some milk, to take some bread, to take some shoes. . . . They are not crooks.2


This makes me wonder if, besides lacking a moral compass, she might also lack a fundamental understanding of some basic parts of the English language. Specifically, the word crooks. But I guess I shouldn’t be shocked that she doesn’t think the looters are crooks. The amount of money she’s siphoned off the taxpayer teat for her and her family’s benefit will piss you the hell off. But when it comes to her family, though, “Money” Maxine can do a whole lot better than snatch bread and shoes off a store shelf.


Remember the whole financial crisis of 2008? The “Too Big to Fail” banks and other financial institutions that cozied up to Uncle Sam and got huge bailouts? Well, it turns out one of the banks with its hands out was a Boston bank called OneUnited, one of the biggest black-owned banks in the country. Maxine the Compassionate, Maxine the Considerate, didn’t let the fact that the bank was three thousand miles away from her own district stop her from personally calling the Treasury secretary at the time, Hank Paulson, and asking to set up a meeting between him and members of the National Bankers Association. But when the meeting actually happened, members from only one bank showed up—OneUnited. Just an example of Mama Maxine doing a minority bank a solid, right? Being down with the struggle? Power to the People?


Not quite.


See, Maxine’s husband, Sid Williams, is a former board member with OneUnited and owned between $500,000 and $1,000,000 in stock in this bank. Waters was the chairwoman of a powerful banking subcommittee at the time, so getting the meeting for the bank advocates was a huge coup. And so the fact that the bank had “a record of bad investments and extravagant spending” didn’t stop the feds from shelling out $12 million in bailout cash to help them out.3 But it wasn’t just that she helped set up the meeting, allowing the bank to get the cash. Money Maxine also got her pal Barney Frank to help change the rules so banks like theirs would get extra help, rigging the system so that OneUnited could count the bailout cash among its preexisting assets before it actually arrived. Of the 707 financial institutions to get TARP money, Maxine’s husband’s bank was the only one to get the special favors it received.4 She’s a hell of a friend. But whom did she help more than herself? You think that stock her husband had would have suffered a bit if the bank didn’t get all those privileged perks? We’ll never know. And unfortunately, neither will the esteemed congresswoman from California’s bank account.


Even worse, Waters kept the whole part about her having a major financial stake in the rescue of this bank under wraps. As left-wing nonprofit Citizens for Responsibility and Ethics in Washington (CREW) wrote in its report on the issue, “Rep. Waters did not disclose her financial ties to OneUnited to Treasury officials when she requested meetings between regulators and bank officials.”5


According to CREW, the former Bush administration official who helped set up the meeting was pissed that Waters, um, forgot to mention how the bailout would directly benefit her husband’s portfolio: “(Learning of the connection) was upsetting to me. We are talking about something potentially explosive and embarrassing to the administration. She should have at least let us know.”6


The House Committee on Ethics actually conducted an investigation into this deal, as blatant as it was. But, after some cursory hearings and a few claims of racism, Money Maxine was cleared.7 Because that’s the way they do it in the U.S. House.


Of course, the whole bailout process might not have happened had we not had the financial collapse. And one of the biggest reasons for the collapse was the disaster that was the Fannie Mae and Freddie Mac mortgage meltdown. But in 2004, old Maxine had no problems with the institutions’ leadership. At a congressional hearing on the matter, Waters lauded Franklin Raines’s “outstanding leadership” at Fannie Mae. That’s like saying the captain of the Titanic had excellent night vision. And all it cost you and me was a couple of trillion dollars. No biggie.


Maxine’s affection for low-income mortgage assistance didn’t stop there—especially when her husband was hired by a guy pimping one of the programs. In 2007, Waters sponsored a bill that would keep seller-funded down payment assistance programs viable, even though the IRS called them “scams.”8 Another example of Waters being a race-baiting Robin Hood? Not exactly. As it turns out, the lobbyist for the program had hired Waters’s husband as a consultant. Even after the feds outlawed the practice of the program’s “mortgage middleman” as part of their efforts to deal with the housing collapse, Waters sponsored a bill to try to overturn the ban.9 Stop and think about this. Literally months after the worst economic downturn since the Great Depression, Waters is out there trying to resuscitate some of the problematic practices that caused the collapse in the first place. That her husband was on the payroll, surely, was just a coincidence.


Hooking her husband’s former bank up with some federal bailout money and sponsoring legislation to benefit his benefactor were just the latest in a long line of helpful handouts to her freeloading family, though.


Being Maxine Waters’s kid is big business. In 2004, the Los Angeles Times did a report showing that her “family members earned more than $1 million in the past eight years doing business with candidates, companies and causes she helped.” Both her daughter, Karen, and son, Edward, collected fees from campaigns she endorsed, and her husband worked for a company that received a government contract Waters’s cronies steered his way.10


You’d think being affiliated with Waters would be some sort of political STD, with only distance, time, and a healthy dose of penicillin being able to make it all better. But in fact, people pay good money to get the Maxine Waters endorsement. So Money Maxine, never one to miss a trick, figured out how to cash in on her endorsement by getting her family in on the action. They formed this thing called L.A. Vote, a political organization that sends out a mailer advertising the campaigns that Waters endorses. It’s like a Christmas Card from Hell. And all of her demon spawn are getting rich because of it.


L.A. Vote raked in $1.7 million over an eight-year span, fees paid by candidates and campaigns for issues hoping to gain political traction. Of that, Maxine’s daughter collected nearly half a million. And her son, Edward, he of the basketball-coach-by-day-and-political-consultant-by-night pedigree, cashed in $115,000. Because being able to break down a zone defense is just like mobilizing your target issue voters, yo!


Of course, when asked about the fairly obvious relationship between the companies and campaigns that were keeping her kids on the payroll and the causes she was supporting, Waters fessed up to everything. And by fessed up, I mean pretended there was no relationship at all. She said, “They do their business, and I do mine.”11 Good one, Maxine.


For as despicable as it is, Waters’s operation is actually pretty brilliant. She’s like a Godmother, only with fewer Sonnys and more Fredos. By raising money through the mailer, she becomes exempt from other standard fundraising rules, like donation limits. So everyone from California lieutenant governor Gavin Newsom to Senator Barbara Boxer is sending money her way to get on the mailer. Money that only ends up back in her family’s pocket.


Of course, that’s all someone else’s money. Want to advertise in the mailer? That’s your problem. But our tax dollars end up feathering the nest of the Waters Family Tree. Maxine’s grandson was her chief of staff for many years, not exactly a volunteer position. He got a nice six-figure salary from the congressional office. A taxpayer-funded salary. We’re talking about over $700,000 in total.12 So between that and her kids’ profits, Waters’s descendants have made more than $2 million off Money Maxine. In her family tree, the roots run deep. And the branches bloom with cash.


But with Waters, it’s far more than just endorsements for sale. In 2010 she earmarked $1.76 million for Loyola Marymount University.13 That was the same year Loyola was listed by the Center for Responsive Politics as a “top donor” to Waters’s campaign.14


But the whole wink-wink, nod-nod nature of earmarks was too subtle for her. Plus, her Republican colleagues put an end to that practice after they regained control of the House of Representatives. So now Waters just implores folks right to their faces that she wants to be bought off. “Influence us,” she told a roomful of bankers in Los Angeles, encouraging them to hire more lobbyists. “Help us understand the intricacies of your business.” As the New York Times put it, Maxine was “reminding them of her new role as the ranking Democrat on the House Financial Services Committee.”15


•  •  •


Of course, if someone else makes money, then Money Maxine has a problem. In 2008, Waters suggested, in a hearing full of oil executives during a spike of gas prices, that America should “socialize . . . all of your companies.” It astounded and confounded everyone in the room. Namely, the people whose companies she had just overtly threatened to seize. But that’s just part of this chick’s MO. She sees some shiny thing that someone else has, then snatches it for her own personal benefit. Like bread on a shelf. Or a private company’s oil.


What makes Maxine Waters so bad isn’t that she has money. Hey—you’ve abused your position of authority for personal profit. Congratulations. This makes you virtually indistinguishable from any number of other current members of Congress. The thing about her is—she’s definitely a bastard about it.


Maxine Waters is mean. You’d think someone hitching a ride on the back of the American taxpayer, and bringing their whole damn family along with them, would at least be nice about it. Not her.


In 2011 Waters said the Tea Party could “go straight to hell . . . and I intend to help them get there.”16 It makes sense. Of course she hates people dedicated to protecting tax dollars. She’s dedicated to taking them. But what can you do to try to get your way if the initiatives you promote are, on their face, self-serving, fiscally irresponsible, and otherwise just moronic? I’ll give you a hint: it rhymes with “race card.”


Among her other hobbies, besides funneling business to family members and being investigated by House ethics committees, Maxine also enjoys throwing around racially loaded language. I just hope she warms up first. I’d hate for her to strain something.


She called former Los Angeles mayor Richard Riordan a “plantation owner.”17 She suggested that it was only  until Barack Obama was elected president that the world finally forgave “racist America.”18 And she can wax poetic, and polemic, for days on White Power. In an interview with the Los Angeles Times, she said something that explains quite a bit of her mind-set and methods:


Policy, for the most part, has been made by white people in America, not by people of color. And they have tended to take care of those things that they think are important. Whether it’s their agricultural subsidies, or other kinds of expenditures that are certainly not expenditures for poor people or for people of color. And so we have to band together and keep fighting back.19


There you have it, America. Blacks and poor people need to band together and keep fighting back. The funny thing is, while Maxine counts any number of the former category in her family, thanks to her blatant and unethical abuse of power, I’m not sure how many more of the latter she currently has to worry about. Maybe that’s her deal. Her legislative ideas are a joke. Her effectiveness as a congresswoman sucks. She can’t get her way on socializing oil companies or passing slavery reparations. So she does the only thing she can—cheat like hell. Her family has been getting rich for years because of it. And she owes it all to you and me. And also to political correctness. Because when people call her out on it, she cries racist. People who should know better cower in fear. Well, not anymore. Maxine Waters, you are a Crapitalist. It isn’t your skin color that concerns me. It’s that you exploit and manipulate. You use black and white to make the green. And we’re tired of it.





3 Terry McAuliffe


Let me tell you, it’s a lot easier to raise money for a governor. They have all kinds of business to hand out, road contracts, construction jobs, you name it.


—Terry McAuliffe, What a Party!


You remember the nineties, right? A period of economic prosperity and moral decay—a decade that started with Murphy Brown controversially deciding to be a single mother and ending with a White House that served as the basis for the reality show Temptation Island. Probably the first name that comes to mind when you think of the nineties is Bill Clinton. And after you remember his name, a flood of other names might surface: Gennifer Flowers. Paula Jones. Monica Lewinsky.


But the name that lingers the longest from Clinton’s scandalous Skankadex isn’t any of those. Incredibly, from the man who brought us Linda Tripp and that famous blue dress, Terry McAuliffe is the Clinton legacy’s biggest stain.


McAuliffe is a longtime political fundraiser for Democrats who brags in his memoir about wrestling an alligator in 1980 to secure a donation for Jimmy Carter. The incident, which landed both McAuliffe and the alligator on the cover of Life magazine at the time, would be among his more dignified professional endeavors.


We’re talking about a guy who complained after 9/11 that security concerns and, you know, decorum, kept him from traveling and fundraising as extensively as he would have liked to. In his memoir, McAuliffe called himself a “caged rat” after the terrorist attacks and whined because “I was one of our party’s most visible spokesmen, and I had to keep a low profile after the attacks. . . . I couldn’t travel. I couldn’t make political calls. I couldn’t make money calls.”


Classy, Terry. Families of victims kept candlelight vigil as they worried whether their loved ones were alive. McAwful was upset because he couldn’t go raise money and keep his name in the news.
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