
Volume 5 Issue 3 16 January 2008The Intentional Humor Magazine of the University of Chicago

The Chicago Shady Dealer

Inside:

White House No More 2
Oops!    3
How?: Hoes Edition  4
Dear DMX   5
36 Voting Booths  6
Savage Love   7
Sourdough, Anyone?  8

D.C. Property Values Plunge As Obamas Move 
Into White House

While much of the nation remains elated 
by Barack Obamaôs historic victory in the 
Presidential election, the ñnice neighborhoodò in 
Washington, D.C. surrounding 1600 Pennsylvania 
Avenue has been panicked at the prospect of 
his family replacing the Bushes in the White 
House.  Since Election Day, eleven houses in 
the nearby area have been put on the market, 
and the prices of these houses continue to 
drop as the families within desperately seek 
to sell them before Obamaôs arrival.

 ñItôs not that I have a problem 
withţ how do you say it?  Bayţrack?ò comţ
mented a neighbor as she carefully packed 
her grandmotherôs pearls into a suitcase.  ñBut 
you know, once some of them start to move in, 
you get more and more and more.  And then you 
have crime, you have disease, you have drugs in 
the schools... we were going to sell anyway, actuţ
ally.ò

In a press release from Alaskaôs Governorôs 
Mansion late last week, former viceţpresidenţ
tial contender and current governor of Alaska, 
Sarah Palin, has announced she will seek the 
Republican nomination for President in 2013.  
During the 2008 Presidential election, Governor 
Palin made history as the ýrst female on the 
Republican ticket when she nominated to run as 
McCainôs ViceţPresident.  Governor Palin is the 
ýrst Republican to stage a challenge to Presidentţ
elect Obamaôs chances at a second term.  The 
move makes Governor Palin the ýrst person in 
American history to announce candidacy for 
President before the previous winner has taken 
the oath of oʵce.  Likewise, Governor Palin is 
also the ýrst person to run for President seemţ
ingly unaware that Presidential elections are held 
every four years.

 Looking under the scope of 220 years 

of American history, the next Presidential elecţ
tion should be held four years after 2008, marking 
2012 as the year the next Presidential election is 
to be held.  Associate Political Science Professor 
at UC Berkeley, David Karol says, ñThe move is 
hardly surprising; that bitch is pretty dumb.  I 
mean she proved beyond any shadow of doubt 
that she unfamiliar with U.S electoral politics 
while campaigning in 2008, but this is unţfuckţ
ing believable.  She clearly either she has an utter 
disregard for the U.S Constitution, American hisţ
tory, or elementary arithmetic.  Shit, I wouldnôt 
rule out any of the three.ò 

 Days after her unprecedented anţ
nouncement, ñPalin in 2013ò signs and bumper 
stickers have been spotted in several states, 
conýned exclusively in the South.  Fortyţýve year 
old Alabama resident Frank Wallace is proudly 
sporting two lawn signs and one bumper sticker.  
When asked about Palinôs historic candidacy 
Wallace responded: ñThat Palin is a Maverick, 

she knows politics gooder than all óem bigţwigs 
in Washington.  Whoôs gonna run against her in 
2013?ò 

Her announcement has already taken the 
political world by storm.  Political commentaţ

Governor Sarah Palin Announces 2013 
Presidential Bid
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 ñYou know, Iôve always liked that 
house,ò another neighbor added.  ñThe color is so 
perfect, and every other family whoôs lived there 
was too.  But I donôt understand what happened 

to all of those other families that were interţ
ested ţţ you know, the McCains, the Clintons, 
the Romneys, the Huckabees, the Edwardses, 
the Dodds, the Thompsons, the Giulianis, 
the Kuciniches, the Gravels, the Hunters, the 
Tancredos, and the Pauls.ò  

 Other neighbors, while expressing apţ
preciation that the Obamasô new house would be 
closely monitored by police, remained concerned 
that the arrival of an AfricanţAmerican family in 

their neighborhood would spontaneously 
generate gang warfare, loud rap music, and 
laziness.  Several have already succeeded in 
purchasing large houses in Marthaôs Vineyard, 
while others are so desperate that they are 
temporarily settling for mediumţsized ones.  

 ñI donôt have a problem with those 
people anymore,ò Mrs. Muʯy Canton of 1602 
Pennsylvania Avenue remarked WASPily.  
ñIôm all for equal rights and letting them go 
to the same schools and drink out of the same 

water fountains, especially now that my own 
grandchildren have graduated and I carry around 
a fresh bottle of Aquaýna every day.  Hell, I even 
voted for that guy for President.  But living next 
door to him?  Whatever will they say at the DAR 
meeting?ò

by Luther Martin

by Jack Sorensen
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Awwwww, yeah.

By President-Elect 
Barack Obama

G r e e t i n g s , 
America. Iôm 
Barack Obama, 
and, as you may 
know, I recently 
became the new 
President Elect of 
the United States 
of America. This is 
a momentous and 

historic election for many reasons, perhaps the 
largest of those reasons being that I represent 
the ýrst AfricanţAmerican to ýll Americaôs highţ
est oʵce. Now, I consider myself to be postţraţ
cialţţ the color of my skin will have no eʯect on 
the policies that I pursue as your President. But, 
before I take oʵce, before I sign one bill into law, 
I want to reassure you, the American people, of 
one selfţevident fact.

Once you go black, you never go back.
There have been many great, white presiţ

dents before me. And Iôm sure they tried very 
hard. But, America, you wonôt know what real 
executive action feels like until you give me 
the keys to your Oval Oʵce. Youôve avoided 
a black president for years. Maybe because of 
some deepţseated prejudice, or simply because 
you havenôt met the right guy. But, America, you 
canôt look my in the eye and tell me honestly that 
youôve never fantasized about what it might feel 
like to have a black president inside your capital, 
thrusting liberal policy all the way through your 
legislative process, forcefully, yes, but also careţ
fully, gently. America, you will never feel as safe as 
you will with me.

 Come closer America, and let me whisper 
into your ear. Did you like that? Yeah, you did  ţ
ţ that was my plan for campaign ýnance reform. 
Donôt worry if these sensations are confusing 
and/or titillating  you; what youôre feeling right 
now is the realization of a dark chocolate fantasy 
you didnôt even know you had.

You may have elected me for my charismatic 
smile and lightţhearted nature, but when I get 
down, I get down to business. Your pleasure is 
of the utmost consequence to me. I want to be 
the man you turn to when youôve had a rough 

day at work and just want to unwind. Let your 
hair down, lay back, and let me do all the work. 
Iôll be the chief executive of your emotions and 
the commander in chief of your body. Iôll be the 
leader of the free world, and of free love. I will 
veto any legislation that does not pertain directly 
to making you scream my name.

Damn. 
I may appear inexperienced, and I know that 

my foreign policy initiatives will seem, to you, to 
be of an exotic and dangerous nature.  But please, 
America, donôt be afraid. When I meet with Iran, 
I will great them with open diplomatic arms, 
absolutely no preconditions, and the soothing 
sounds of Marvin Gaye. I will hold Iran, shieldţ
ing her against the harsh cold of international 
economic sanctions with my deep brown arms, 
and in that moment, all her nuclear secrets will 
spill out like so many sensual bath beads into the 
Taft Tub.

I know what youôre thinking, America: 
youôre trying to ýgure out how to break this to 
the Southern half of your family. But I also know 
what else plagues your simple, but gorgeous, 
mind: the economy.  Youôre wondering what this 
stallion, with skin the alluring color of decadent 
caramel, has in store for those Americans whose 
wallets simply arenôt amply ýlled by the equipţ
ment of other, paler presidents. But I will promise 
you right here and now that Barack Obamaôs ecoţ
nomic stimulus package has more than enough 
girth to satisfy every American twice over. Youôve 
probably never laid eyes upon an economic 
stimulus package this allţencompassing and, well, 
large before. Itôs okayţ I get that all the time. 

As I improve our standing with foreign alţ
lies, I will rub you down with foreign oils. As I 
uphold a womanôs right to choose, I will uphold 
a womanôs right to sexual experimentation. As 
I lead this country into a bold new era of hope 
and change, I will also lead in into the master 
bedroom for a bold new era of ecstasy so proţ
found that when I look you in the eyes and ask 
you whether or not Iôm the best damn president 
youôve ever had, your only response will be ñYes!... 
Yes!... YES WE CAN!ò

And thatôs only the ýrst term.

With love,
Barack 

Once You Go Black...




