








Just so we’re all clear on what awaits us when 
that Grand Theft Auto IV (Xbox 360, PS3) logo ap-
pears on our television sets come release day: four 
New York–inspired boroughs and a Jersey-esque 
portion of a city in which to live out our lifelong 
fantasy of being an Eastern European gangster 
with a badass name like Niko Bellic; one load 
screen (That’s right—once the game loads, you 
will be free to traverse the entirety of the city and 
seamlessly enter buildings without ever having to 
see another load screen again. Lucky you.); a rich 
and sophisticated AI system powering the city’s 
varied inhabitants; a deep, brutal and epic crime 
drama for the ages. When added up, these ele-
ments have the potential to make Liberty City (GTA 
IV’s re-imagined version of GTA III’s Liberty City) the 
most believable game environment ever created, 
and Grand Theft Auto IV one of the truly great 
crime dramas of our time. Not to put any added 
pressure on Rockstar North or anything.  

From what we’ve seen so far, it seems as though 
Rockstar Games is hoping to make Grand Theft 
Auto IV the purest example of what happens when 
a franchise stops being over-the-top and starts be-
ing real. If it helps, think of the game as Rockstar’s 
Batman Begins moment. Instead of continuing in 
the same over-the-top style that the franchise was 
mired in, Rockstar decided to cut the bullshit and 
get back to the spirit of their first revolutionary 
title in the series, GTA III. (Let me make one thing 
perfectly clear: The past two GTA installments didn’t 
even come close to distancing themselves from the 
series’ roots the way Batman Forever and Batman 
and Robin did. Vice City and San Andreas are still 
two of the best games of all time, while those two 
cinematic vomit-fests I just mentioned and dare not 
mention again are reason enough for the creation 
of a real-life equivalent of Lacuna Inc.) 

As the true descendent of GTA III, the fran-
chise’s newest installment represents the culmina-
tion of every addition, subtraction, tweak, risk, 

innovation, evolution, devolution, inspiration, 
homage, rip-off, success, failure, controversy aris-
ing from hidden programming codes being found 
by diligent hackers, and all the rest of the jazz 
that Rockstar has faced over the past seven years 
with regard to practically every one of its titles. 
Since GTA III was released, we’ve had to suffer 
through more imitations than a Jonathan Winters 
retrospective. Some of the most obvious offenders 
were True Crime: Streets of LA, True Crime: New 
York City, Scarface, Saints Row and Crackdown. 
While the True Crime series did an impressive job 
of recreating its two title cities, and it was fun to 
leap tall buildings in a single bound in Crackdown, 
these clones just didn’t distinguish themselves 
enough to be considered anything but filler be-
tween subsequent GTA games.  

The most recent GTA-esque game was Ubisoft 
Montreal’s Assassin’s Creed. Despite its sci-fi twist, 
repetitive mission structure and a 12th century 
setting, Creed gave players the opportunity to ex-
perience a fully realized next-generation gaming 
environment the likes of which had never been seen 
before. While Creed had a clear distinction between 
fantasy and reality, Rockstar is hoping to heavily 
favor reality in their new game. Gone are the days 
of the over-the-top Godfather, Scarface and Boyz n 
the Hood references. No more jet-packs or aircrafts 
with which to torment the friendly skies. It’s all 
about believability this time around, and that means 
a starker and grittier narrative tone than previous 
entries in the series.  

Now, I don’t mean to suggest that GTA IV will 
be replacing War and Peace or The Sound and the 
Fury on high school English curriculums anytime 
soon. Chances are Rockstar will be unable to 
entirely separate itself from the crude humor and 
laddish content that has become a staple of the 
franchise. But the hope is that those elements will 
now be reduced to their most essential properties 
and used in ways that make contextual sense, rather 

than serving as a cheap way to appeal to the lowest 
common denominator of gamers. 

But all of this is really just skirting around the fact 
that GTA IV is shaping up to be the true torchbearer 
of next-gen gaming. Sure, we’ve seen larger cities 
and, yeah, we’ve carjacked enough poor bastards 
to see the whole sequence (“I’m taking your car,” 
punch the driver, toss him out of the car, slam the 
door, hit the gas, run over a prostitute, repeat) in 
our dreams, but this is a new GTA game we’re talk-
ing about, and nothing is ever run-of-the-mill when 
Rockstar puts out one of these babies. Just for nostal-
gia’s sake, in GTA III, I used to drive a car to a choice 
spot overlooking a particularly stunning vista and just 
listen to the radio for hours on end. The game-world 
itself was so engaging that I was content just being a 
normal citizen doing what the other normal citizens 
were doing before I assaulted them and stole their 
rides. GTA IV will be the next evolutionary step of this 
formula, and that means more to do, more to see, 
more to hear and more grand theft auto-ing than 
you’ll know what to do with. 

Clearly, Rockstar doesn’t want GTA IV to be 
another excuse for developers to flood the market 
with more and more rip-off, hack-job, open-world 
titles. They want to inspire developers (and all those 
interested in the future of storytelling) to create 
games that push the medium forward in every 
possible way. That means not just relying on flashy 
visuals to mask deplorable gameplay or dooming a 
quality story by opting to employ sub-par voice tal-
ent. It means postponing a jeans-creaming holiday 
release date until the game is as solid as it can be. It 
means putting in the time to flesh out the story and 
develop the characters more fully. It means striving 
to create experiences that transcend the medium 
itself by telling stories that players remember, in the 
same way they remember a favorite movie or novel. 
Rockstar is no stranger to setting the bar high; how-
ever, GTA IV might just burn that bar to the ground 
and piss on its ashes.	    	            
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For those of you who have been sleeping on Curb 
Your Enthusiasm this last season, there’s at least one 
very good reason to wake up and shake the cobwebs off 
your TiVo: Leon Black. Leon is many things: He’s the L.A. 
relative of the Black family of hurricane survivors who’ve 
come to live in Larry’s house; he’s helping Larry get in 
touch with his “long balls”; and he’s also self-declared 
President of Hittin’ That Ass. As the character has stated 
that his role model in ass-politics is Barack Obama, and it 
being an election year, Mean decided to ask the man in 
Leon’s smoky back room, J.B. Smoove, some of the same 
questions the real-life presidential hopeful has had to 
face on the campaign trail. Or rather, we asked him some 
questions, and he was really funny and cool, and then we 
were like, “Holy shit, we could print the exact questions 
Obama answered, verbatim, and it would make total 
sense. That would be boss.” And so we did. 

What makes you think you’re qualifi ed to be presi-
dent of the United States? (60 Minutes, February 
11, 2007)
If J.B. Smoove was president, I’d run on a different type 
of campaign. People want a leader, but they also want 
to see a handsome dude! Someone with style, class and 
a bit of fi nesse that can make decisions on the fl y! I’d 
go over to Iraq and put on some little shorts and a tank 
top and set up a basketball court in the middle of the 
desert. We’d play some horse! After I was back, I’d say, 
“The leaders and I over there got into a game of horse. 
Of course, your leader won and we resolved our issues 
and got it over.”

Some people say politicians will do whatever it takes 
to win. Do you think that’s true? (National Journal, 
November 8, 2007) 
Hell yeah! These cats will do anything to win! If I was run-
ning, I’d do damn near what I gotta do to win. I believe 
in slinging that mud! If I fi nd out something about you, 
I’m gonna tell the nation who you really are. The nation 
needs to know who you’re hiding behind. If the other 
guy went into the men’s bathroom and he’s clicking his 
heels, I don’t want to fi nd out after the fact! Do you wear 
thongs? Are you an old man who wears thongs? What 
is under your trousers? Don’t be lyin’ to people. If you’re 
dumb, tell the nation, “Look, I’m dumb! I’m running 
the dumb-ass campaign on the dumb-ass platform.” If 

you’re smart, you’re gonna pull smart people. In the last 
two elections, the dumb people took over, and they’re 
populating the world, man! We gotta get back on the 
handsome campaign! Dumb people are normally some 
ugly-ass people! There are a few exceptions here and 
there, but generally they are not the most good-looking 
people in the world. 

[If you were elected], could I come and have a slum-
ber party in the Lincoln bedroom? (The Tyra Banks 
Show, September 27, 2007) 
It’d be like a full-time party! I’d hook it up like a hotel 
and redesign that joint, make it into one huge-ass bed! 
Snazz it up with TV monitors, snacks, sodas and mini-
refrigerators. But you gotta pay for it. By charging you 
to stay, I’d keep the funds rollin’ to pay off the defi cit. 
Even if it’s $25 at a time, so what? Everyone says that 
they’re gonna fi x shit too quick! You can’t rush it and take 
money from health care and the schools. You gotta fi x 
these dumb-ass kids. They’ll be smarter, and more hand-
some, and will keep my campaign going. I’d keep those 
after-school programs open and keep the prisons up and 
running! Ugly people, go to jail! Visit someone in prison 
one day, you’ll see that they turn ugly!

When you formulate your position for where we go 
from here, which experts would you consult with? 
(The New York Times, November 1, 2007)
I’d keep it real and bring in Marvin Gaye. He’d keep it 
mellow and keep it cool. He always asks questions! All 
his songs are questions. His most famous song is “What’s 
Going On?” and that’s what the people want to know. 
And Marvin made a song about it! Every time I come out 
to address the nation, I wanna hear [sings] “Whaaaat’s 
gooo-ingggg onnnnn?” Then tell everybody what the 
hell is going on!

What kind of person would be a defense secretary 
candidate or a candidate for national security ad-
viser? (The New York Times, November 1, 2007)
I might send out The Incredible Hulk. He’s also Bruce 
Banner, and if he’s hurt or something’s bothering him, 
he turns into The Incredible Hulk and fi xes shit! That’s 
the kind of guy you need. He’d make great security, too. 
What is he, eight feet tall? He’ll choke the shit out of 
you and you’ll get the message. He’ll pin your ass up! 

But you need a Bruce Banner too, because he’s a nuclear 
scientist. I’d use him in North Korea and China. If he gets 
over there and fi nds something that ain’t supposed to be 
there, guess what? He’s gonna turn into The Incredible 
Hulk and beat somebody’s ass! After he’s done, he’ll 
calm down and, as Bruce Banner, do his damn nuclear 
physicist job again. But they get one motherfucking 
check, not two. 

How do you balance working life and your family 
life? (VIBE, August 2, 2007) 
You gotta fi nd somebody that’s just like you. I give 250 
percent, and my wife is just like that. I don’t care if it’s 
lovemaking or cooking muffi ns, it’s 250 percent every 
damn time!

What do you like to wear? Will you be wearing Air 
Force 1s on Air Force One? (VIBE, August 2, 2007) 
A man should be wearing some grown man’s shoes. I like 
cowboy boots. I don’t wear no pointy-ass shoes. You can 
kick somebody’s ass with a boot! I could pull a boot off 
and slap somebody upside the head with it. You can’t do 
that with a loafer! Am I right or am I wrong here? 

Is America ready for an African-American presi-
dent? (Chicago Tribune, June 30, 2005)
I think America is fi nally ready for a black president. If 
Leon can go on Curb Your Enthusiasm and pull the races 
together, Obama can do it in the White House, man! All 
he needs to do is get HBO On Demand and catch up on 
last season’s Curb Your Enthusiasm. Watch Leon’s style, 
man! Watch how decisive he is in his opinions! Leon 
never pulls back. America is ready for someone to take 
the initiative. Run on the black-man-doing-his-mother-
fucking-thing platform. Not only is America ready, but 
the world is ready for something different. 

Finally, have you personally experienced twisty 
balls? (Full disclosure: Barack Obama has not yet 
been asked this question)
I got long balls, too! Most tall, skinny guys got long 
balls. That’s what I told Larry. Stubby, little fat guys got 
tight little balls because they got fat on their thighs 
that holds them up. If you’re long and skinny, your 
balls dangle! You got danglin’ balls! When I sit down in 
the bathroom to take a crap, my balls touch the water 
sometimes.      

          IF I RULED                      THE WORLD
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social networking
and me

c. brian smith is helping you get comfortable talking about yourself
in the third person

A young Harvard Knight has, once again, val-
iantly thrown his crimson sweater vest across the ran-
cid puddles of yesteryear in an attempt to modernize 
our otherwise primitive society. 

Join me (and 63 million of my friends) on Face-
book: The Social Network of the World. Okay? I’m 
going to poke you now.

“But C. Brian, I’ve been poked before.” 
Not like this.
“But C. Brian, haven’t I always been a member of 

The Social Network of the World?”
Not without extreme sacrifice. For thousands 

and thousands of years, we have relied upon archaic, 
primal methods of communication like “talking” and 
“listening,” which required us to “smell” and “see” 
and, at times, “touch” the person with whom we 
were communicating. 

Let’s face it, there just aren’t that many people 
you want to smell and see and, at times, touch. 

Thanks to Facebook, you’ll never have to again.
You might, with a furrowed brow, reply, “I don’t 

know, C. Brian. I mean you’re right—I do hate talk-
ing and listening (and traveling, eating vegetables, 
thinking progressively…) but I haven’t the slightest 
idea how to navigate this vast new world of which 
you speak.”

Luckily for you, in this vast new world of which I 
speak, I am extraordinarily socially networked. And I 
am here to help. 

Getting started: 

1. Upload a photograph of someone who looks 
similar to you, but more attractive.
Remember: You will never have to “see” anyone 
ever again. So find someone you always wanted to 
look like and dive into that sheet cake! Get some on 
your face and leave it there—it just doesn’t matter 
anymore.

2. Remember every person you have ever met in 
your life. They’ll soon be in touch.
This might sound daunting, but so did refrigeration. 
Consider it a tremendous opportunity to pick right up 
where you and your 9th-grade lab-partner left off. 
Now you’ll know what he’s up to! Mine is a paralegal 

in Atlanta and a “big-time Huckabee man.” I know 
because I receive a dozen or so appeals from him to 
support Mike and many other evangelical causes. 
My social network has quite literally led me closer to 
Jesus Christ. 

3. Get comfortable talking about yourself in the 
third person.
C. Brian is most excited about Facebook’s “status” 
feature, which allows C. Brian to constantly update C. 
Brian’s social network with minute-by-minute reports 
on C. Brian’s everyday activities, emotions and desires. 
On Facebook, nothing is insignificant. C. Brian just 
made a cup of coffee. C. Brian is watching Judge Judy. 
C. Brian wonders if his parents got divorced because 
he’s gay. C. Brian really wants sheet cake and C. Brian 
will have some!

4. Prepare to slay zombies.
Now this might seem slightly off topic, but one of 
the most formidable obstacles in developing a strong 
social network comes from—you guessed it: a pack 
of Zombies, Renegade Slayers and Undead Assas-
sins. You will invariably be recruited to join a friend’s 
Slayer Army and you must do so immediately. While 
there appears to be absolutely nothing at stake in this 
bizarre, unending contest, and while I’ve yet to find 
anyone who can succinctly explain “the point,” the 

U.S. itself has waged entire wars “just because,” and 
so should you. Stop asking questions. Start buying 
fake weapons and slaying clip-art vampires. 

5. Rank everyone you know by humor and at-
tractiveness. It could be an ego boost. 
You will be asked to judge your friends in a variety 
of categories. To make the process easier, Facebook 
will ask straightforward questions, like “Who do you 
think is uglier, your college roommate or your 10-year-
old niece?” Answers will be sent to everyone you have 
ever met, and soon they will know exactly how ugly 
and unfunny you consider them to be.

6. Take yourself much more seriously.
Gone are the days when you softly chortled to 
yourself, “Oh, that Kramer is such a hoot,” and not 
just because the actor portraying him thinks black 
people should still be hanging upside-down with 
forks up their asses. Again, on Facebook, nothing is 
irrelevant. Simply type a few words, check a box and 
in moments, co-workers, ex-lovers, online trysts—
everyone—will be alerted: “C. Brian has updated his 
favorite films. He now likes Juno!” Check another box 
and people are notified that “C. Brian is interested in 
men”—an accurate statement which is worthy of its 
own, separate e-mail. 

C. Brian! How, exactly, did we survive without 
Facebook? 

A new vast world is hard to wrap your head 
around, I know. I am sure you are wrestling with a 
host of different questions. But at the forefront is 
the issue of intimacy. “How will I demonstrate af-
fection toward my lover when I am unable to touch 
him or her?” Simple. You send a chicken or a wrench 
and write a steamy love message on a “wall” that 
everyone you’ve ever met will be able to read and 
comment upon. 

But whatever you do, be sure to poke each other 
every day. 

And then poke me. 		     

Check out C. Brian Smith on Facebook! Go to face-
book.com and search for C. Brian Smith! C. Brian 
Smith! C. Brian Smith! Facebook! C. Brian Smith!
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