Last week I had dinner with Senator John McCain.

Oh, alright. Last week I served dinner to Senator John McCain. It was a surprisingly enlightening experience. In a hoity-toity house on the water, with thirty of Southwest Florida’s hoi polloi, I served our de-facto Republican nominee for President of the United States and his supporters spinach salad, Maine lobster and apple tarts. They all paid $XX,000 (a ridiculous, sinful amount) to share a meal with him and listen to him speak. They even paid to ask him questions. 

Well, I, too, listened to him speak. I really enjoyed the spinach salad. I thought the lobster needed some salt. And the apple tart was knee-bendingly good. Funny thing, though—they paid me. Believe me, the rebel leftist who keeps residence in the bowels of my heart has been cackling with wicked glee over that tasty morsel of irony for a week. 

But even though I was not—and am still not—a supporter of McCain’s candidacy, it was a really healthy experience for me to be in the same room with this man. I needed to hear his ideas come straight out of his mouth without the inch-thick shellac of CNN and ABCNews. I needed to feel the vibration of his presence and understand him to be a human being, not simply a political persona with a ‘Republican’ agenda. I found him to be surprisingly earnest, soft-mannered and courteous. I found him to be eminently likeable. I found his ideas to be well-thought out—even if a few of them made me want to run for the ex-pat hills. It was a real surprise and I think we should all be allowed to have this kind of experience with our candidates even if we can’t afford a dinner that costs more than a minimum wage worker earns in a year. It might just change the scarred face of modern American politics. 
Watching him talk to these people, seriously, individually and without cameras, reminded me that no matter who we may become in the world, at the end of the day we simply are who we are. When the gentleman from Arizona John McCain lays his head down on the pillow at the end of the day, he is just John. He has a mother. A woman loves him. He still has to brush his own teeth and put on clean underpants. We need to remember that when we are being stuffed full of political rhetoric. We need to understand that when we allow the media and opposition candidates—or even ourselves—to demonize these people who stand up and offer themselves for service simply because we can’t reconcile their ideas to our own. 

I wish a candidate would simply be truthful and say, “This is who I am; this is what I believe,” and leave the stone throwing aside. What a person does, how they behave, comes directly out of the well of their being. All of our motivations come from this sacred place. Every political decision ever made arose from the depths of the politician’s identity, be it basically an honest one, or a greedy, self-serving one. It is very easy to lie about what you are going to do. It is far less easy to lie about who you are—especially when all of your past actions reflect it. 

I don’t need a political icon. I don’t need a hero. I don’t care if you smoked pot in college or have a failed marriage under your belt. As a political candidate, I just want you to be honest about the kind of person that you are. We’re all human here, and all fallible. I’m a smart girl and a functioning adult. I do understand that you can’t always get what you want, and that we have all made some really embarrassing mistakes. Pretending otherwise doesn’t make you look any better to me. And, as a matter of fact, I far prefer a flawed human being to a glossy perfect politician. I think we all do. 
I saw some of this honesty in McCain last week. I saw a lot of politician in him, too. And even though I am a dyed in the wool Blue Democrat, he may have (just maybe…maybe) swung my opinion. I might be a little more purple than I was before. 
So now I am begging, begging, my own candidates to make me True Blue again. Show me something to be proud of. Show me who you really are. Quit throwing stones at one another and work together to bring a little integrity back to the race. 

Please. 

