


Whu... whu? 
Where am I?

Whoo. He's 
funny 

lookin'.

Talks kinda 
like Dick.

Blah, blah. 
Blatty blarg.

Blah, blah. 
Blah! Blah, 

blah.

Chatter. 
Speech. 

Chattery 
chat.

Heh. Heh. 
Dick. Hehheh.

Heh. Heh.

Heh. 
Ha! 

Dick! 
Ha!

Oh. Ho! 
That's 
funny.

Oh, for the love 

of Christ.

Condi. Get my 

skin.

I need to spank 

george.

Somewhere in
Europe....



Finally. He's... 

*AHEM*

Landed

Mr. President?
Get your ass over 

here George!

Heya Dick!
Heh.

Dick, I think 
it's time for 

another shot.
No!

The more we modify him, 

the more his simian DNA 

revolts.

The more human DNA we flush his 

system with, the more monkey he 

becomes.

He just needs...



...Discipline!

Why did I 
get the 

small flag?

Is Laura trying to 
tell me 

something?
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Heh 
heh... 
Dick!



Meanwhile...

Mike? Why 
are we 

meeting in a 
trailer?

Why is it parked 
in your 

backyard?

Because we're 
hollywood liberal 

millionaires!
No one would expect to 

find us here, Al.

After my last bBQ, 
when they snapped 
those shots of me 

eating... well...

...Nobody 
looks in my 

backyard 
anymore.

Now, back to 
work.

Good point, 
I was at that 

BBQ.

Right. Back 
to turning 
Americans 

into...

Gay commies even!



Back in 
Washington,
Blissfully unaware 
of the evil plans 
being laid...

Blissfully unaware of most 
everything really.

Must... Not... 
scratch... crotch 

on camera...

Please 
don't do 
anything 
stupid.

Five years 
of this. You 
think he'd 

learn.

I'm sick of 
this.

Don't ask too 

much. I'll 

settle for 

nothing 

OBVIOUSLY 

stupid.

Not too much longer. And then... 

we can turn Americans into...



White, Male, Heterosexual Christians even!

With creepy tattoos apparently...

I know, but it's 
frustrating.

Oh my god. Is that 
a tattoo?

You? I already am.

What type of 
sucker do you 

think I am?

Like you said, not 
too much longer.

Just bear with 

me.

Good god. I 

might be ill.

Twenty bucks 

says he loves 

NASCAR.

I know they're our core 

constituency, but sometimes, I 

wish I could kill them all.



There. Good. 

His speech is 

over. Nothing 

worse than 

saying 

"Nuculur" 

Get him into my 

office.

Thank you, 
and may god 

bless 
America!

Hiya dick. You 
wanted to 
talk to me?

Oh. Okay. Can 
I have a fruit 

rollup?

No. I just 

wanted to see 

your vapid 

expression 

one last time.

No you idiot! 

We've got a 

problem.

What? No! 

It's Scooter.

Oh no! I hate 
problems! Is it 
that guy from 
sesame Street 

again?



What 
happened 

to my 
scooter!

Actually, Dick did have a secret 
service agent back the SUV over 
George's Scooter...



NOOOOOOOO!!

Not that one 

you idiot!

Scooter Libby!

Oh. Him.

His name is 
funny.

Yes him.

He did Karl a favor, 

while Karl was 

doing me a favor.

And now he's a 

liability.

But don't 

worry.

*sigh*

Yes.

I'll deal with 

him.

Just don't do 

anything 

stupid while 

I'm gone.

Oh! Can I think up 
new ways to 

disenfranchise 
black voters?

That's my 
favoriteist 

game.

But I guess he isn't coming 
clean on that just yet.



In other news, 
Scooter Libby, 
indicted in the 

Plame case, was 
killed today.

Eyewitnesses reported that a large, 
overweight robot appeared and 

devoured him, cackling demonically.

It then ate 
some trees.

In Entertainment 
news, Britney Spears 

is pregnant again, 
but this time, it's 

ALIENS!

Maybe we 
could 

require 
tests 
before 

people can 
vote.

Question #1:
Are you a 
nigger?

Question 
#2:

Are you 
gay?

I love 
this 

game...



Dick, we need 
to talk.

In the name of 
Satan! What 

are you doing? Polishing my 

laser Doom 

gun.

Don't you think 
it's a little 

small?

See, that's 
what I wanted 
to talk to you 

It was big 

enough for 

Scooter. He 

seemed...

Satisfied.

You mean how I 

satisfied Scooter in a 

way you never 

could?

And I handled him 

well Karl. Now there's 

no chance of a slip up.

Well, yes.
I don't think it 

was really 
needed.

I had Scooter 
well in hand.

I still had 
plans for him

DICK!

Karl interrupts Dick's... 
celebration...



Meanwhile, in 
Michael Moore's 
Backyard...

I've got Big 
Plans Al!

Still, there should be more 
people coming. Didn't you say 

You had Jon Stewart?:

Everything 
about you's 

big.

I said I 
asked him. He 
said maybe.

He knows it's 
important. 
He'll show.

Meanwhile, in Cancun...

Corddry!
Why are you fucking a 

dead hooker in my 
bed?

Again.



Big plans!

Plans that I 

formulated!

And that I'm 
executing!

My commitment? I'm 
the one who sold 

his soul!

I'm beginning to 

doubt your 

commitment, 

Karl.

I would have...

I know Dick. 
But that's why 

you need me.

Just stop 
flying off the 
handle, okay?

No more "All who 
oppose me shall 

die!"

If I had 

one...



Well?

Fine.

But all who 

oppose me will 

die.



Condi?.
I hear Unca' 

Dickie and Karl 
fighting. Are they 

getting a 
Divorce?

They're just 
having a Grownup 

conversation.

Oh.

Because when Laura and I fight, she tells 
Jenna and that other girl we're having a 

"Grownup Conversation."

Then she 
says she's 
allowed to 
divorce me.

Because I 
have a small 

Penis.

She's just 
angry. That's a 

perfectly 
reasonable 

size.

What? No! We 
oppose Same 
Sex Marriage, 
remember?

And divorce.



George. Ms. Rice.

What are you 

doing out here?

George just 
heard you 

fighting with 
karl.

So keep it 
down next 

time!

I was 
soooo 

worried!

I see. Well, it's 

nothing to 

worry about.

Just a gentleman's 

disagreement.

Now let's go rehearse 

your next speech.



A little later...

Avian Flu...

Terrorists... 
culture of 
life... avian 

flu...

Death... 150 
Million... world 

health 
Organization can 

do nothing...

A pandemic is like 
a Forest Fire...

Pandemic... 
destruction...

When it goes 
bird, to 

human... to 
human.

We must be 
prepared for 
the outbreak

Wash your 
hands!

A pandemic isn't like 
any other natural 

disaster...

Pandemic... spread 
like wildfire...

That's not bad George, 

but could you try 

again with ALL the 

words?

They're the most 

important. But 

you're the president! 

Every word you say 

is important.

Okay, but 
Karl said 

these were 
the 

important 
ones.

Heh heh. Oh yeah. 
That's sooo 

cool.



At a press 
conference today, 

the President's 
press secretary 

responded to Lewis 
Libby's death, at the 

hands of the 
unidentified Robot.

Don't you think 
Scooter's death is 

a little too 
convenient right 

now?

Hold on 
there, Bob.

The white House thinks 
it's inconvenient.

We wanted to 
get to the 

bottom of this 
as much as 

anyone.

No 
comment...

No Comment.

The white House has no comment on that... No comment... 

What 
about-

But I want 
to know-



In other 
news... no 
comment.

Ha! Look at 
him dance!

We'll crucify 
Bush on this!

Who's that 
at the door?

Oh... that? 
That's our 

secret 
weapon!

Bwhahaha!

I COME.

You?! But your 
political 

career is dead!

How little 
you know 
mortal...



My Political 
Career has 

always 
been...
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Next time, 
in Bushie #2:
Corpsicles!


