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The Governor’s Aide

Governor Johnson swaggered across the portico and
down the steps of the mansion to his awaiting Lincoln limo. A cold
January breeze caught his collar and flapped it up and down like a
tethered bird yearning for the sky. As he reached the limo, the
driver opened the door for him and he ducked inside quickly. The
bird settled down as he sat back, comforted in the warm air of the
chief executive’s prime decadent conveyance.

“I hate cold weather,” he bristled to his young aide
Stanley Beckman who sat quietly beside him,” waiting on his every
word like a Chihuahua with bulging eyes waiting for orders from its
master to lay down and roll over.

“Yes sir,” the young Beckman replied in agreement as
the governor fidgeted and reached inside his coat for one of his
favorite Cuban cigars. It was his custom to hastily stuff some of
Cuba’s finest into his coat before leaving the mansion for any
reason. The embargo be damned. A good cigar was a good cigar no
matter where it was rolled or whatever pair of hands, communist or
otherwise, engaged themselves in the process of creating it’s brown
package of wondrous pleasure.

A black Escalade in front of the limo with two
security guards inside preceded the limo as it began its trip
around the semicircular drive in front of the red brick mansion and
headed for the main gate. “Didn’t you used to live in Coral Cables
or some warm place like that?” the governor bellowed out as he bit
off the end of the cigar, quickly opened the window of the limo,
spit it out and shivered as the window slowly came back up closing
out mean ol’ Mister Winter again.

“Yes sir,” said Beckman as he leaned over to the
governor with the lighter he had smoothly and efficiently snatched
from his trench coat pocket, the flame stopping just short of the
tip of the cigar as the chief executive’s big hulk leaned slightly
forward toward it, to complete the process of ignition.

The governor gently drew on the end of the fine Cuban
stogie as it ignited and he took a puff, leaned back into the
limo’s sumptuous black leather upholstery and slowly blew the smoke
out as the limo turned onto the main highway. “Well what the hell
are you doing up here son?”

Beckman, a slender be-speckled man, in his late
twenties with reddish hair and gaunt features, slid the lighter
back into the pocket of his coat, hesitated, then spoke. “Well sir,
after I got my Masters from Harvard, I decided to stay up north. I
grew up in Florida but I decided not to go back there. Up north is
where the professionals are, if you know what I mean.”

“Professionals?” the governor rang back as he happily
savored the Cuban export and blew out a ring of smoke from the $28
cigar.

“Well, I mean professional politicians. They know how
to ply their craft up here. They have a certain smooth style that’s
to be admired, sir.”

“Hell boy, what the hell do you think they are in
Florida--buffoons!” the governor bellowed.

“I mean…..I mean….they’re more polished up here,”
said Beckman struggling for a more definitive explanation which
seemed to escape him.

He pointed a finger at Beckman. “Now son, don’t let
them unpolished bastards fool ya. They’re just as smart as their
northern cousins, albeit a little crude at times I’ll admit. I had
an uncle in Alabama—Uncle Jimmy. They called him Jimbo. That man
was as crude as they come. Can’t say I ever saw him when his socks
matched, that is, if he decided to wear any. You could say that
things like that weren’t important to him.”

“Unruly was he?”

“That’s not the word I’d use for it boy. I would
definitely stick with the word crude.”

“Yes sir. Well what was his profession?”

“You might say he was in the covert distillery
profession.”

“How's that, sir?”

“He was a moon shiner, boy.”

“Oh, I see. You mean one of those individuals the ATF
gentlemen like to pursue with vigor.”

“You betcha—and those gentlemen sure did pursue his
butt all over with vigor and a few guns too. That is, until one day
he got it in his head to run for mayor. And when Uncle Jimbo got
something in his head, getting him to change it was like trying to
pull a swimmer’s leg out of a hungry crocodile’s mouth.”

Beckman raised an eyebrow. “Really?”

“You betcha. Well anyway the point of this story is
that as crude as he was, he was a shrewd politician. He knew
people—sure sold enough shine to them—and he knew how to appeal to
them and tell them what they wanted to hear. That ol’ boy ran for
mayor, got elected and re-elected four times.

Beckman’s expression showed he was impressed.
“Really?” What happened to him after that?”

“Well he would have gotten himself re-elected five
times except he drank too much of his shine one day fishing and
fell off the ass end of his boat and drowned.”

“Oh, that’s terrible.”

“No need to be slobbering too much over it, son. At
least Uncle Jimbo had a good time before he went off to see his
maker. Getting back to my point, my Uncle Jimbo may have been an
unpolished bastard, but he was as smart a politician as there
was.”

Beckman sighed. “I suppose you’re right governor.
Maybe the regional differences aren’t that important. I suppose I
have a lot to learn yet.”

The governor nudged Beckman with his elbow. “Better
believe it son. But don’t let it trouble you. Well anyway I’m glad
you’re up here with us polished bastards,” he said as he took
another puff and another smoke ring exited from his mouth slowly
ascending to the gray plush ceiling of the limo before dissolving
peacefully into it. “You’ve been with me about four months now,
haven’t you son?”

“Yes sir. And thanks for the compliment governor. I
appreciate it.”

“Don’t mention it boy. When your father, our
distinguished former senator, called me a said you were smart boy,
and I could use your services, well I was a bit doubtful, but
you’ve been a big help to me. I like the way you get things done
for me—quiet, efficient and not too much emotion. I like that. I
hate too much emotion. That’s why I canned your predecessor. He got
too emotionally attached to some of our campaign funds and we had
to un-emotionally detach his keister from them”

Beckman bowed his head slightly. “You’re too kind
sir.”

“Say, where the hell are we going tonight anyway? I
misplaced that dumb appointment book. All these PR junket places
seem the same to me. A man has to do some crazy stuff to maintain
his popularity with the folks. By folks I mean voters of
course.”

Beckman reached over and flicked some ashes off of
the front of the governor’s coat which had fallen after the last
smoke ring had been generated. “The Knights of Political
Freedom, sir.”

“Oh yeah, I forgot. And refresh my memory--what the
hell are we going there for?” I mean, what have they to offer
us?”

“They’re big contributors sir, and most of the local
union leaders are members.”

The governor chomped down on his cigar and nodded.
“Good idea. Let’s go see those good ol’ bastards.” He reached over
to the armrest and flipped open the ashtray, flicking an ash into
it. “And what speech am I giving tonight. Not that damn thing about
global warming again!”

“No sir governor. It’s the one about the need for
national health care.”

The governor bristled. “I hope you’ve got that
teleprompter thing fixed this time. I almost made a damn fool of
myself last week at the Press Club with that damn global warming
speech. The damn speech started running backwards halfway through,
then restarted and it took me a while to notice it. And that nitwit
idiot running the thing—what’s his name?

“Seymour.”

“Right, that Seymour idiot. That idiot fool couldn’t
get the damn thing running right and I can’t remember crap from
memory. Where did we get that imbecile anyway?”

“Mrs. Harrison’s son.”



“Who?!”

“Mrs. Harrison--Chairwoman of the local Women’s
Liberation Group. President of the local teacher’s union,
Chairwoman of Women Against War…..

The governor put his hand up. “I got it. I got it.
She’s one ugly bitch but that’s one ugly mutha we want on our side
for sure. Keep the fool on then but have somebody watch that
idiot.”

“I’ve already taken care of it governor. We’ve got
him doing, shall we say, less cerebral tasks.”

“Polishing the chrome on the urinals I hope, that is
if he can tell the difference between chrome and porcelain better
than he can tell forwards from backwards.” The governor flicked
another ash into the ashtray. “I can’t get over that prompter
running backwards and me repeating myself like an idiot.”

Beckman stroked his chin with his finger. “It wasn’t
THAT bad governor. It appeared as if you were just stressing your
points. Some of the ladies in the audience actually started to tear
up when you kept repeating….I mean….. STRESSING the points about
the polar bears and the melting icebergs.

“Is that right?” he said as another smoke ring began
its journey to the ceiling.

“Yes sir.”

“How about that crap about the penguins?”

“That too sir. Mighty sad sir. That was taken as
mighty sad by the ladies.”

“Really? Damn. Hard to believe. God awful looking
black and white waddling birds. Never could stand them. I don’t get
it. Well by golly then,” said the governor as he slapped his right
knee with his palm, “put some more of that stuff in that speech but
just make sure it doesn’t run backwards again. Speeches can be
boring enough when they’re running forward.”

“Actually I have already taken the liberty to
strengthen the speech a bit in those areas for more of that earthy
emotional response.”

“Good boy. That’s why I keep you around son.”

“Thank you sir. But I must say that the local papers
did give it good reviews, even with the slight malfunction.”

The Governor puffed appreciatively on the cigar. “I
can always depend on those good ol’ boys, except for that right
wing rag. That…..that….Journal or Gazette or whatever it’s
called.”

“You mean the Journal of The Free Citizens
Republic.”

“Yeah that outfit. Have we succeeded in getting those
bastards audited yet?

“No sir. Our contact at IRS wants more charity gift
cards.”

“Well damn son, give them to her. What’s her
name—Sitch, Fitch, Bitch or something like that?”

“You mean Miss Flitchley.”

“Yeah I remember now—Miss Flitchley, the tax
bitch.”

“I’m afraid the last batch of gift cards we could
SEPARTATE DISCREETLY from our welfare program went to the mayor’s
office.”

“Hell! Cut that bastard off for a while. I want those
righteous, sanctimonious bastards at that motley rag of a paper
audited.”

“I don’t think it will lead to anything sir.”

“You mean they’re honest! It figures. Damn, that irks
me. Those sanctimonious bastards. Doesn’t matter anyway. The other
papers will pick up the fact they’re being audited, hint
something’s going on and the voters will just go along like flies
on horse dung. You can always depend on the voters here—not to have
anything much in the brainwave department to stimulate a rational
thought with, that is.

“As you say governor.”

“The mayor and his AIDES will just have to suck it up
for a while. Say, he’s still screwing that bitch secretary of his
isn’t he?”

“You mean Miss Jameson?”

“Yeah MISS Jameson—Miss strawberries on
shortcake--that redheaded skirt flipping bitch.”

Beckman cleared his throat. “Well sir, I do believe
there is still a COVERT relationship going on in that
department.”

“I take it that means he’s still screwing her. I
wouldn’t say it’s covert. He’s so open with it, it’s a wonder the
papers haven’t printed something about it. He let’s his dog out to
piss and everybody knows what tree he peed on. What a dumb
bastard.”

“I do understand the local main-stream papers have
scented a whiff of indiscretion from that direction but somehow the
investigative reporters don’t seem interested in our side’s SLIGHT
imperfections.”

“Good ol’ boys. Those reliable slobbering left
leaning bastards. We can always depend on them.” The governor
laughed out load. “If there’s a fire on this side, they’re on the
other side making a scandal out of a preacher owning an extra pair
of shoes.” He bellowed out in laughter again. “If there’s a meteor
heading for earth and it leans left, you’ll never read anything
about it in the papers until it hits us. Then it’ll have been
caused by the other side’s failure to tackle global warming.”

“Yes sir. They do have their own specific standards
for reporting.” Beckman waited for a few moments for the governor
to stop laughing before continuing. “By the way governor, I forgot
to mention that Miss Simpson called earlier today.”

“Simpson? That piece of pastry interior decorator
that looks like Ginger Rogers?”

“Yes sir, Miss Simpson the interior decorator.”

“Ah yes, I remember our short meeting with her. She
was wearing a yellow dress as I recall. The gold woman.”

“Sir?”

“She reminded me of a piece of gold with that blonde
hair and yellow dress.” He turned pensive for a moment before
turning quickly to Beckman. “Do you like Ginger Rogers son?”

“I can’t say I’m that familiar with the lady
sir.”

“Sure you are. Did all those dancing movies with Fred
Astaire. Fine figure of a woman.”

“Oh that one.”

“Yes indeed, fine figure of a woman.”

“Getting back to Ms Simpson sir. She’s ready to start
the redecorating of your office.”

“Right—let’s get back to that gold piece of pastry.
What I really remember about her is that she smelled like a fine
French prostitute. Nothing like a fine smelling woman, son. Nice.
Real nice.”

“I can’t say I’m familiar with that smell, sir. Is it
indigenous to the French region?”

“No boy, it’s indigenous to high priced hookers.”

“Yes sir. Well anyway, she’s ready with her sketches.
I’ve put her down for tomorrow at 11:30.”

“Am or pm?”

“Morning sir.”

“That’s too bad. Evenings and women that smell like
fine French prostitutes go together.” He raised an eyebrow, waiting
for Beckman’s reaction, which never came, then poked him again.
“Just joking son. You know, you’ve gotta work on developing your
sense of humor. Hanging around with all those Harvard folk too long
can get your sense of perspective on some things all muddled up
inside and just not working like it should. Sort of like pouring
glue inside a clock”

“Of course sir. I’ll work on it. Well, in any event,
I hope she’s come up with some excellent ideas. Perhaps something
with a Louis the 14th motif would be appropriate.”

The governor almost choked on his cigar. “Look
son--Louie the 14th, 15th or whatever--to
tell you the damn truth I’m not too much into this decorating
business. Tell you what. Tomorrow I’ll look over the sketches and
pass them over to you. You look at each one and picture me in each
one and figure out which one I’d look more imposing in.”
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