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Politics: The League of Ordinary Gentlemen: 
How President-elect Obama’s Choice for Secretary of State Dispels 
the Notion of Change
Trey Smith

All through the election I argued that Senator and now President-elect 
Obama would prove himself to be “just another politician.” I was accused 
of being a “hater” by many people that had put their faith in the idea that 
then Senator Obama represented a “change” in politics and usual.

I believe that by picking Hillary Clinton to be Secretary of State, 
President-elect Obama has proven me right and thus, all the talk of 
“hope” and “change” surrounding his campaign was for naught. In order 
to demonstrate that my skepticism was well founded, I intend to provide 
evidence that Hillary Clinton is a terrible choice for Secretary of State. 
It would stand to reason that if Clinton is shown to be a poor choice 
for Secretary of State, then her being picked was merely the result of 
the President-elect trying to placate part of the Democratic Party and 
therefore he would not be breaking the political mold, but instead simply 
be operating in accordance with the same political calculations as every 

other good-for-nothing politician. So in the name of cynicism, let me make my case:

For starters, Hillary Clinton will have to be confirmed by the Congress. Of course she’ll be confirmed given that the 
Democrats have a majority in both the House and Senate, but during the confirmation process Republicans will have a 
chance to ask her questions and push her for answers. Cantankerous Conservatives will use that opportunity to expose 
her as the raving Liberal Boogey Monster that the Right has always made her out to be. While this may be unfair and will 
ultimately not stop her confirmation, it will galvanize Conservatives and you can bet they’ll mention that big bad Hillary 
Clinton is whispering in President Obama’s ear when they try to raise money. Hillary Clinton is the favorite punching bag 
the Republicans have and she seems to enjoy giving them plenty of ammo. So by appointing her, President-elect Obama is 
exacerbating partisanship instead of trying to bridge the political divide.

Guess what’s going to get brought up in the confirmation hearings; her and her husband’s shady financial dealings. Now 
I know that isn’t ‘sexy’ and won’t dominate headlines like a sex scandal but it is something that the press and opposition 
will dig up. Oh, and remember the guy who did cause a sex scandal; that’s her husband. And he’s not really big on being 
vetted and has a tendency to say controversial things that his wife’s campaign staff then had to walk back (in fact, he said 
some pretty controversial stuff about his wife’s future boss). The point is all her baggage becomes President-elect Obama’s 
baggage once she’s Secretary of State. His staff will have to back track former President Clinton’s off the cuff remarks and 
if either one of them gets busted for something dodgy that reflects poorly on the White House as a whole.

But I suppose all that could be forgiven is she brought a wealth of foreign policy experience with her to the position. 
What’s that? She’s only been a Senator for 8 years! And during that time the only foreign policy related committees she 
served in were the Commission on Security and Cooperation in Europe (since 2001) and the Committee on Armed 
Services (since 2005)!

So she doesn’t counterbalance President-elect Obama’s own inexperience in foreign policy. Well then it’s a good thing that 
he chose Joe Biden to be his Vice President. Except that Biden accepted the bottom of the ticket with the understanding 
that he’d be the go-to-guy for foreign policy. Does Hillary Clinton seem like the sort of person that, as Secretary of 
State, will listen to what Vice President Joe Biden has to say? Not likely. Moreover, during the debates Clinton and 
Biden had very different opinions on just about every foreign policy issue. So Clinton’s appointment undercuts Vice 
President-elect Biden, which creates an animosity between the Vice President’s office and the State Department.

Despite her inexperience, Hillary Clinton is anything but an agent of change. She loves the system, the bureaucracy, the 
behind the scenes meetings, the political favors, etc. Thus, even if President-elect Obama does genuinely want “change”, 
and assuming that “change” is even possible, his Secretary of State stands in sharp contrast to that desire. So there will 
be animosity between the White House and the State Department. Combine that with the fact that Vice President-elect 
Biden will, as I just mentioned, have a beef with the State Department, but he’ll also be angry at the White House who 
promised to give him a big role in foreign policy and then nominated a domineering Secretary of State with her own 

 



foreign policy agenda.

All of this adds up to a lot of drama. And that, my friends, is the bottom line. Reports about what the Clintons are up 
too and how the Vice President and Secretary of State are arguing will dominate the headlines while the White House 
tries to play mediator and cleans up the mess. By nominating Hillary Clinton for Secretary of State, President-elect 
Obama will be forced to share the spotlight with her and her former President husband. This will draw power away 
from the Executive Branch and get the administration off message. Hillary Clinton has done nothing but pursue power 
her entire life. She will unquestionably use this position to implement her own ideas and to shine her own star.

The only reason to nominate her for Secretary of State is to appease a particular section of the Democratic Party. Given 
that and all the reasons I’ve laid out in this article, President-elect Obama has shown that Hillary Clinton’s nomination 
was not inspired by a desire for change, but rather for a purely political motive.

So I ask you, my friends and colleagues, where is the change in that?   

Trey is a world-class hater and your angry Arianna Huffington-esque emails can be sent to dantzlersmith@gmail.com

The Economy, Stupid: The Credit Rapture
Winthrop Sheldon

For perspective on these times, and all other times in our history when markets have become wildly volatile, I 
recommend strongly that people make the effort to read three books: A Random Walk Down Wall Street, by 
Burton Malkiel, Titan, by Ron Chernow and Snowball, by Alice Shroeder.

The first is the book that is known for being the single book to read on investing if you are interested in the 
topic, or not. It covers all aspects of a regular person’s life in terms of giving context to investing and allowing 
you to understand what happens over time. Titan is the biography of John D. Rockefeller, founder of Standard 
Oil, and the world’s wealthiest man, ever. The third is a recent publication that begins in 1932 and ends in 
September 2008, and tells the life story of Warren Buffet (Warren is 77). The latter two books work as a teeter-
totter; as Rockefeller’s outward stony, conservative, Baptist purity is juxtaposed with Buffett’s outwardly cordial, 
down to earth, liberal mannered character. These two books take the reader from the days before America’s civil 
war in 1860 (Rockefeller was born in 1839, and lived 98 years) to the days of just a few short weeks ago. All 
aspects of modern American life were reborn after the American Civil War ended, which can be thought of as 
an economic forest fire in the most epic, complete and utterly unavoidable sense.

Rockefeller’s wit and courage as a young businessman on the streets of Cleveland in the 1860s allowed him 
to build the world’s first fortune that could topple nations. It is critical to understand Rockefeller’s ultimate 
opponent was not the US Government (despite the fact that antitrust laws were created to combat Rockefeller) 

but Russia. Yes, the resources of Russia were the only reason Standard Oil did not make it past Western Germany, 
and rarely very far inland from the Mediterranean Sea. The point, if not clear to the reader, is every trouble of today, 
every time amazing amounts of capital (read cash) are wiped out, there is a reason rooted in history. Russia is not the 
cause of our current struggles, but they made Rockefeller stay on his toes in order to compete globally. Rockefeller was 
a disciplined Baptist who scorned the excesses of the Victorian Age and who embraced the global challenge that he 
confronted when his corporate empire stretched well overseas. He stayed aware, he stayed on his toes, and he became 
immensely wealthy, ever prideful of his thin physique. This is the portrait of a great American who built this great 
country and we now pale in stature upon comparison.

Americans are off our toes. We are in our recliners or Ikea desk chairs, but what we are collectively doing, I am not sure. 
The Russia of Rockefeller’s day is now replaced by China, and what we have failed to see as we sit, not stand on our toes, 
is that for every dollar of stuff we buy from them, they buy about twenty to thirty cents of our stuff in return. After ten 
years of this (basically tied with the business liberalization in the Chinese market in the 1990s) the Chinese now own a 
significant amount of America, and behind them in the line of owners are the Saudis, Iranians and Russians, all of who 
are emboldened and made wealthy by our insatiable appetite for their native, natural resources. We need to sit in our 
chairs and think about each action.  Americans today need to mimic the Japanese of the 1960s and the Russians of the 
1890s and more than anything we need to once again understand who Americans were in the 1930s. Unless we reclaim 
our productivity, and thus correct our trade deficit with the global world, our teeter-totter will start to sink down on the 

 



debt side as our assets (citizens) become less valuable and our debts (IOUs 
to China) start to out weigh our potential as a nation.

Make no mistake, this is a critical time in the United States. In history, 
every period of significant national debt, inducing deficit spending, has 
been financed through the US Federal Government or from taxpayers 
(with the exception of the large loan the colonists incurred from the 
French to defeat the British in 1776). Now China is our largest lender, 
not US Citizens. For the first time the debt is real, and someone very 
different owns it. When a US citizen bought a savings bond in 1942, they 
were effectively buying stock (equity) in the US Government, a very stable 
investment. Thus they were buying a small piece of the future earnings of 
America. Then in the 1950s those same people, Tom Brokaw’s “Greatest 
Generation” prospered when those savings bonds paid out, and the US 
recovered (due to victory in WW2).

Today, US citizens have not been doing anything other than paying fewer 
taxes while our government spends more money, and we individually 
spend more than we earn, thanks to easy forms of credit. Furthermore, the Government noticed a while ago citizens no 
longer have money to pay higher taxes, so Congress went abroad seeking debt from other countries. Needless to say we 
are in a deep hole. The difference is, in the 1950s as American’s got back to work, their wages went up and their bonds 
paid out, their proverbial shoveling out of the hole was aided by a flood of water (war bonds) lifting them to the surface 
faster than normal. Today, Americans have very little average savings, which is the root cause of the entire problem in 
the first place. There is no rainstorm on the horizon, so we must start to dig our way out.

We have much ‘hunkering down’ to do as a nation, just as the Big Three have their work cut out for them to escape 
bankruptcy (Ford, maybe GM) and even to work through Bankruptcy (Chrysler). The financial sector has much more 
carnage to come. But it is not time to lose hope.  Every one of us should take stock of what we have in the US that is 
unique from the rest of the world, namely individual rights and a country that offers more opportunity than any other 
in the world. The relative value of a country compared with its peers could be construed by some by the length and 
volume of the lines at its borders. America’s lines are the longest in the world, and they are filled with people who have 
chosen to be there, in that line.

 I cannot be sure the statements I made above will prove true, but I do have faith in those lines of people at our borders, 
and in the small brains in our classrooms. Warren Buffett likes to remind college students being born in America is to 
win the ‘Ovarian Lottery’; you could have been born anywhere, to be born in the US gives you a tremendous advantage 
over 95% of the rest of the world. This asset on our American teeter-totter is stable and will remain. It’s on us to do our 
part to make the teeter-totter level again.   

Winthrop can be found sitting at his computer screen watching stocks move and thinking  
about why. If you’re wondering why, he can be reached at winthrop.sheldon@gmail.com

Bonfire of Inanities: Federal Reserve 
to Employ Indian Rug Burns, Other 
Bully Methods
Jim Hunt

In an attempt to loosen up credit and encourage banks to begin lending money 
to one another, the U.S. Federal Reserve has begun to employ such painful and 
persuasive methods as Indian rug burns, noogies, swirlies and wet willies.

“Bernanke himself gave me no less than a dozen Hurtz donuts, this morning,” 
Bank of America CEO and president Kenneth Lewis complained. Rubbing his 
upper arm, he added, “Yes, it does hunt. And no, I don’t want another.”

Banks throughout the U.S. have received pieces of a $700 billion pie in federal 

 

 Bernanke waits for his turn in thump knuckles.



loans, yet many have hoarded such precious capitol in fear of loaning money to the next Bear Sterns, or still worse, 
becoming the next Bears Sterns themselves.

“We have been very disappointed by these banks unwillingness to lend to one another in this time of crisis,” said 
Treasury Secretary Henry Paulson, sitting on the chest of Goldman Sachs chairman Lloyd Blankfein and dangling a 
loogie inches from his tightly closed mouth. “If lowering the interest rate to practically zero won’t persuade them to start 
lending,” Paulson said, slurping up his stringy saliva, “We’ll have to try more drastic measures.”

The Treasury Secretary claimed all options, from wedgies to titty-twisters, remain on the table, before squatting over 
Blankfein’s face and letting one rip.   

Jim likes his Hurtz donuts with milk. Bully him at jim.d.hunt@gmail.com

Politics: The Blame Game
Michael Orr

There is plenty of blame to go around on this one. The startling and unnerving 
story of Illinois Governor Rod Blagojevich’s plans for selling Barack Obama’s 
vacated Senate seat seems to grow every day. But as more information trickles out of 
Springfield and Chicago, it is increasingly clear to the rest of the country that this 
was not really a surprise to anyone in the state of Illinois. It’s almost as if everyone 
was waiting for this day to come.

I know that saying Chicago politicians are corrupt is kind of a cliché at this point but 
what were the people of Illinois thinking? This guy married Patricia Mell, daughter 
of a prominent Chicago Alderman who had plenty of connections around town. He 

was set up as a clerk for another Alderman and then as Assistant State’s Attorney. Using again his father-in-law’s local 
clout, Blagojevich won a seat in the Illinois State House of Reps, representing part of Chicago. Shortly thereafter he won 
a special election for US House of Reps when the incumbent plead guilty to mail fraud. He voted for the war in Iraq 
as a Congressman in 2002 and then ran for Governor. He won that election when many voters were confused by the 
non-related status of opponent Jim Ryan and former Governor George Ryan, a corrupt Governor himself.

So in short, Rod Blagojevich used his in-laws to get elected in several elections and took advantage of various 
circumstances to put him in office. Ok, maybe Illinois voters aren’t the smartest in the world, but how did the not see 
this coming? And how could they re-elect him? Blagojevich was well known as a malcontent in his own party both 
within the state and nationally. His approval ratings in Illinois were bordering on 0%. Literally less than a 5% approval 
rating. That makes George W. Bush look like a beloved figure. He was rumored to be under federal investigation for 
any number of activities and it was generally known that he might be under surveillance and possibly being wiretapped. 
Turns out that was true.

Blagojevich is an idiot of the first degree. Did he really think in this day he’d be able to sell a Senate seat and get away 
with it? But let’s stop for just a moment with the bashing of the Governor, however much he may deserve it. What 
about the voters? This man was elected as Governor of Illinois, twice! People knew his history of shady elections and 
vote grabbing with local pressure and they knew he was from Chicago. Not everyone from Chicago is a disaster but if 
questions are being raised and Chicago is thrown in there, it’s got to raise some more. Yet he was voted time and again 
for public office.

It is a shame that he has dragged Illinoisans through the mud once again but don’t they deserve a good bit of the blame 
for choosing him in the first place? Thankfully for the voters of Illinois, Blagojevich is such a moron; it’s easy to see him 
as the one rotten apple of the bunch. But take some responsibility, Illinois. He is your twice-elected Governor.   

Michael is trying to figure out who feels worse about their Governor right now,  
Illinois or Alaska. Any thoughts are welcome at mikeaorr@gmail.com

 



The Fifth Column: Punt Dog Dreams
Jim Hunt

“Dude, that one must have gone 60 yards! How do you do it?”

“Listen, Robbie, when you been punting dogs for as long as I have, 
you stop thinking about it after a while, and you just…”

Reaching over, Paul picked up a medium sized Bichon Frise, held 
him lengthwise in front of him, and took a deep breath. He then took 
one step forward with his left leg, dropped the Bichon about a foot 
and half in front of him, and swung his right leg forward with the 
power of an industrial strength spring released from its tight coil. The 
toy dog left out a small ‘arf!’ and soared upward, so high Robbie lost 
it in the night air, and then landed thirty yards away.

“Dammit, skied it too much,” Paul said, the corner of his mouth 
tightening.

“You have been dog-punting for at least an hour,” said Robbie, 
trying to flatter his idol as subtly as possible.

“I guess you’re right, Rob-o. Let’s see you try it one more time 
before we head in.”

“No, I don’t really want to, not after you’ve gone and punted those 
dogs so far! That Chihuahua went 80 yards!”

“Kids stuff, Robbie. Now come on, pick up that pug and punt again.”

Robbie reached over and picked up the tiny pug with both arms, which immediately went calm in his hands, the way 
they did in Paul’s callused palms. Picturing his mentor’s perfect form, the steady hold, the confident first step, and the 
dynamo swish of his kicking leg, he did his best to mimic the old man’s flawless form. His left foot caught the pug on 
its back legs, however, and the dog shanked right, landing less that 20 yards away.

“I told you, Paul, I can’t do it! I’m so stupid, I’ll never be able to punt dogs like you!” His legs folded under him, and 
Robbie’s head hung between his knees, an attempt to hide the tears of pure frustration.

Paul looked down at him, and hoped Robbie didn’t look up to see the smile haunting his eyes.  It was a smile of 
nostalgia, familiarity with the boy’s anger and impatience, the pure, coal- hot desire to be the best dog-punter in the 
world. Paul remembered that fire in his belly, when it burned so bright he wondered what might put it out.

“Booze,” he whispered bitterly, “and whore spit. Gallons and gallons of booze and whore spit.”

“What?”

“Nothing, sorry Robbie, I was just thinking how much like you I was at your age.” He sat down next to his protégé, 
the young man who had won his services as a personal trainer a couple months earlier. The kid had talent, Paul could 
see it, but his longing to be the best kept him from ingraining the basics, from taking the small steps he must if he was 
ever going to be a champion dog punter.

“I was thinking, and I know you’re not going to like it, but we’re going to go back and spend a couple weeks punting 
cats again, Rob.”

“Cats! Oh come on, Paul, I been able to launch cats as far as you for forever.”

“I know you can. I remember that one tabby, it must be halfway back from the moon by now.” Smiling at Robbie’s 
grin, he ruffled his hair. “Just for a couple weeks, until we can get your confidence back up a bit, alright? After that, no 
more feline kicking for you, okay?”

Nodding despondently, the boy stood up and offered his hand to Paul. The older man waved it off, creaked up on his 
dilapidated joints, and arched his aching back.

“You’ll see, Robbie. You got something special, I know it. Now grab the sack and go fetch those dogs. Hurry, that 
Bichon’s trying to run off on us.”

* * *

 Punting dogs inside only leads to trouble



Robbie Coup’s ultimate goal, of course, was to play professionally. To punt dogs and actually get paid for it was a 
fantasy beyond his wildest dreams. He took one step closer to that dream when he won his state’s annual competition 
to see who were the best passer, kicker, and punter of toy dog breeds. The reward was a weeklong, one-on-one, personal 
training session with Paul Patear, the legend who revolutionized the sport of small dog ball. When Paul first joined the 
NSDBL (National Small Dog Ball League), each team’s punter was merely an insignificant piece of the puzzle, never 
the star. Yet Paul punted small dogs with such accuracy, with such precision, that if the other team’s defense couldn’t 
stop the Launchers before they reached the middle of the field, Paul would take the long snap, squint his eyes, and 
send a Norfolk Terrier straight and true through the uprights. ‘Seven points for the Launchers!’ the game’s announcer 
would bellow, and the crowd would thunder with applause. Panties and bras had to be removed from the sidelines with 
tractors.  Paul was the most amazing dog punter anyone had ever seen.

With one leg, he changed the way the game was played for a generation. Kids didn’t want to throw dogs for points, 
or catch them, or run them in. They wanted to be the long bomb, the most feared weapon on their team’s sideline, 
someone who sent opposing coach’s to bed weeping softly into their pillows. To punt small dogs became the images 
filling boys heads across the country.

Robbie loved watching the NSDBL from the moment his eyes could lock onto solid objects. From his father’s lap, he 
screamed when his dad screamed, clapped at the same time, and learned a vocabulary of curse words that made him the 
scourge of his teachers and resident reference point for his friends. All the boys worshipped the sport Robbie dreamed 
of playing, gathering in the park or backyards to toss about a Shih Tzu, pull a Maltese in close while defenders tried 
to strip her from the runners arms, and of utmost importance, to see who could punt small dogs the farthest. While 
skinnier through the chest and shoulders than his friends, Robbie could kick a Scottish Terrier further than anyone he 
played by 20 yards.

At all levels of playing, however, teams adapted. The advantage of a long distance dog punter was soon trumped by 
one simple innovation: team whistling. A team full of brilliant whistlers gave every dog punter the shakes, knowing 
that the dog thrown through the legs fifteen yards in front of him would no longer land in his hands gentle as a falling 
leaf. The incessant, combined whistling of the defense sent all dogs- Papillons, Pekingese, Jack Russels- into such a 
squirming fit that it became impossible to aim the small bodies with any accuracy, to boot them even half the length 
they used to. Defenses swarmed on the svelte punter’s bodies and the furriness in their arms, and many a punter finished 
his career with a Miniature Dachshund licking the salty tears from his ruined cheeks. The punter became the last one 
picked, once more the forgotten member of the team.

No amount of whistling broke the serenity that came over a dog once it touched in Paul’s hands, though. When he 
retired, the color commentary lamented the loss of what they thought was the last great dog punter.

“Coup! Get out there and do you thing!”

“Yes, sir!”

Quickly wiping a thin string of vomit from the back of his mouth, Robbie ran onto the field, preparing to punt in 
his first big league, professional playoff game. Running through the motions he had learned so well in high school and 
college, he looked for the referee who would throw in the dog, give himself an idea of what sort of dog he would be 
aiming to put through the uprights. The black and white striped man had his back to Robbie, shielding the dog from 
his view.

“Shit.” Robbie lined up behind the long snapper, waiting for the referee, who still had not turned at an angle to let 
Robbie see what dog he was working with. Finally, the referee put the dog on the field, the whistle blew, and seconds 
later Robbie saw the bugged-out eyes of a Toy Mexican Hairless flying towards his face.

“Great,” Robbie thought, hands held in front of him chest high. Ideas of how slick the Hairless would be from the 
condensation on the grass and the sweat on the snapper’s hands flashed through his brain, but Robbie picked a spot on 
the dog to focus his attention. Despite the breed, the snap spiraled true, and the tip of the wet black nose corkscrewed 
straight to Robbie’s hands. Hold. Drop. Punt!

The Hairless continued to spiral as it soared upward, splitting the uprights perfectly. “And the kick is good for seven 
points! Boy did you see that dog fly?” Robbie pumped a fist, threw a couple high fives and jogged back to the bench.

“Nice job, son,” his coach said, slapping his shoulder pads.

“Thanks, coach.”

“We got a guest on the sidelines with us tonight, Rob. You might want to say hi. ” Robbie’s coach pointed down to 
the end of the sideline. Robbie’s old mentor, Paul Patear, stood alone, watching the field.



“Sonavabitch,” Robbie muttered, marching towards Paul.

“Hey, Robbie, nice grip on that Hairless, I know how tricky those bastards can be.”

“What the hell are you doing here?”

“What do you mean, son, I came to-“

“Don’t call me son. Why the fuck are you here?”

“Watch your mouth, Robbie.”

“I told you I didn’t want to see you at another game for the rest of my life!”

“Well, come on now, Robbie, you was only a kid, you don’t still mean that?”

“I only asked one thing of you, Paul! One thing, but you were too drunk to show up to the practice field that day.”

Paul looked straight up, past the bright floodlights and into the inky night. “I was in a bad way then, Robbie. I think 
you knew after a while, but… You’ve handled most every other dog that’s come your way, haven’t you?”

“Except for the college national championship! Three years ago, biggest kick of my life, and what comes flying at my 
face? An Italian Greyhound, the only dog I ever had problems punting, the dog we going to work on that day. Where 
were you the morning we were supposed to work on punting Greyhounds?”

Paul sighed and put his hands in his pocket. Shaking his head at Paul’s silence, Robbie turned to walk back to his 
team.

“I’m sorry, Robbie. I know that don’t mean much now, but I really am sorry.”

From the corner of his eye, Paul looked clearer, sharper than any of Robbie’s memories of him. The familiarity was 
still stark between the player and his old coach, someone Robbie saw everyday for years, then hadn’t seen in three. The 
blend of nostalgia, disappointment, and bitterness made him want to vomit again.

“I gotta go, Paul.”

“Catch it by its paws.”

“What?”

“You have to catch an Italian by its paws, one hand on front, one on back. Otherwise, the whistling makes it wiggle 
too much, even for me.”

“Well, I haven’t seen a Greyhound since that game, when the last one squirmed out of my hands and ran into the 
stands.”

“If you do, at least now you kno-“

“Coup, what the hell are you doing, I been calling you name for two minutes!”

“Sorry, coach!”

“Don’t sorry me, get out there and punt that dog!”

“Yes, sir!”

Robbie ran onto the field, pulling his helmet on.  Again, the ref kept his back to Robbie. The defense held their lips 
pursed, some with pinkies in the corners of their mouths, ready to send the dog into a flurry of kicks and scratches with 
their piercing whistles.

“Here we go, gentleman!” yelled the ref, placing the dog on the ground. It was an Italian Greyhound. The long 
snapper’s brute hand barely kept its squirming body in check. The ref blew his whistle, and like a drunken knuckleball, 
the dog soared towards Robbie. The whistling defense simply stood, putting their lips together and blowing with all 
their might, sending the dog into a frenzy. Without thought, Robbie sidestepped, caught the dog’s hide legs with his 
left hand, its forelegs with his right. The practiced motions he knew so well, had been taught so well by Paul, came 
effortlessly.

Hold. Drop. Punt.

“Arf!”   

Jim has never actually punted a punt dog, though it remains a hazy dream.  
Share your Small Dog Ball League dreams with him at jim.d.hunt@gmail.com



Politics:  
“Can You Not Also Build Bridges Out of Stone?” – Sir Bedevere
Michael Orr

This is a very different world from 
1933. In those days, millions of 
Americans did physical or manual 
labor to make their living. Whether 
as farmers or farm hands, factory 
workers, assembly line hands or 
in any other production-based 
industry, this country was very 
different seventy-five years ago. 
Another major difference was that 
there were very few good roads 
and even fewer good bridges. Well 
actually, maybe there’s not as big a 
difference as one might think.

A new New Deal is not a plan that makes sense in 2009 and going forward but some of the ideas behind the original 
economic rescue plan (to use today’s parlance) can be utilized to prevent further hardship in this country.

We are not in a depression, as the country clearly was by 1933. Four years had passed, by then, since the crash of the 
stock market in October 1929. Unemployment figures topped out around 25% (can you imagine, 25%?) and bread and 
soup lines stretched down the block and around corner in every city in the country. Franklin Roosevelt, among many 
other things, used infrastructure as a means to employ millions and produce tangible results.

Just last month, one out of every six hundred people in this country lost their job. Over 500,000 in a single month! Nearly 
two million people have lost their jobs in this calendar year, which is one out of every 150 Americans. Unemployment rates 
are nearing 7% with an even higher number barely getting by with part-time work, often without benefits. There are fears 
that by the end of 2009, official unemployment numbers could reach 10%, a number not seen in twenty-five years.

So what am I proposing? In a word, infrastructure. Millions upon millions of miles of roads in America could stand 
to be repaved, rebuilt, overhauled, beautified or any other word describing improvement. Bridges all over the country 
are falling apart, literally in some cases. While an electrification project is not needed in the sense that there are people 
without electricity, the installation of safer, underground power lines, more energy efficient street lights and stop lights 
and the overall improvement of the currently overworked, complicated and outdated electricity grid are projects that 
would both put people to work and provide us with a safer, cleaner environment.

Road signs can be replaced with easier to see, reflective ones. Lane lines can be repainted, rumble strips added to 
shoulders, outdated tollbooths replaced and extra lanes can be added to overcrowded highways. This is all to say nothing 
of the construction of urban projects adding public transportation (not unlike subways in New York or Washington or 
street cars and light rail in Portland and Charlotte) or the introduction of a more efficient and precise air traffic control 
system currently in the early stages of implementation.

All of these ideas are ways to create millions of jobs that currently do not exist while at the same time improving our 
country in important ways. Of course, plenty of people completely disagree that these are good and solid plans for 
rebuilding this country both physically and in the job market. And it is true, as stated in the introduction, that the type 
of workforce currently (or at least until recently) employed in this country does not favor heavy industry and physical 
labor. But surely that should not prevent us from trying to do something that is beneficial on multiple levels. It’s good 
for the economy for large financial firms to do well and make lots of money. But because of the nature of that industry, 
it is also easy for the benefits derived from that success to disappear very quickly. That is much less the case with physical 
improvements to infrastructure.

Obviously it remains to be seen if Barack Obama will take ideas such as these (though not from me of course) and put a 
plan into action that can help resurrect the job market and in some ways, the economy. At this point, and perhaps it will 
be even more so six months from now, putting people to work doing absolutely anything looks like a good idea.

We are not in an official depression at the moment but since we have apparently been in a recession for a full twelve 

 



months without it being official, who knows when a declaration of depression could come. There are many ideas to 
consider and many plans to devise but improving the physical and electronic infrastructure of this country should be, 
without question, included in those discussions.   

Michael will help rebuild bridges himself if this newsletter thing doesn’t work out.  
If you think it’s already at that point, let him know at: mikeaorr@gmail.com

Bonfire of Inanities: Bush Mistakes History 
for Person, Seeks Approval
Brad Wright

In a recent sit-down interview with ABC’s Charlie Gibson, outgoing President George W. Bush 
made several unusual appeals to history. Throughout the interview, it became apparent that 
Mr. Bush believed “history” to be an individual, rather than an academic discipline. Mr. Bush 
repeatedly expressed his belief that history would be on his side when it came time to assess his 
legacy.

“History sees things with more clarity than the rest of us,” Bush reflected, “and I firmly believe 
that when History looks back on my presidency, he will say that I did a good job.” The President 

went on to discuss how the several controversial aspects of his administration could be viewed in a favorable light by 
History.

“Take the Iraq War,” Bush said. “Sure, it’s incredibly unpopular now and has affected my approval ratings negatively, 
but in time I think History will show that it was the best course of action.”

 A somewhat perplexed Charlie Gibson asked Bush to clarify his assertions. “Well, just take a look at Harry Truman,” a 
confident Bush exclaimed. “He left office with some of the lowest approval ratings ever, but now, because History says 
so, he’s viewed as one of the greats. I don’t see why History should judge me any differently.”

When Gibson pointed out that Truman is now viewed favorably because of the difficult situation in which he 
ascended to the Presidency and his decisiveness in ending a potentially years-long war in Japan, as well as his forthright 
accountability, Bush countered that his actions as President mirror those of Truman, it’s just that times have changed.

“When History makes his final judgment on my time in office, he will surely factor in the time in which I served. 
In this technological age, I had no other course of action. Just like Truman refused to pass the buck, I have doggedly 
refused any transparency in my executive branch. If people were allowed to see how me and Cheney really worked, then 
Al-Qaeda would’ve won.”

As the interview came to a close, Bush made one final appeal to history to legitimate his time as President. Looking 
directly into the camera Bush pleaded, “History, if you’re watching, just remember that I did the best I could with what 
God gave me.”

As of this report, history could not be reached for comment.   

Brad REALLY wishes The Onion would call him back, and for Christ’s sake he can be reached at bwright08@gmail.com

 

Darsey Culpepper put this newsletter together in the most visually appealing way she could come up with, considering her own procrastinatory nature.  
If you’d like to see other work she’s done, check out darseyculpepper.com


