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An empty head is not really empty; it is stuffed with
rubbish. Hence the difficulty of forcing anything in to an empty
head.

- Eric Hoffer






Look: if everyone must suffer, in order with their
suffering, to purchase eternal harmony, what do young children have
to do with it, tell me, please? It is quite impossible to
understand why they should have to suffer and why should they have
to purchase harmony with their sufferings? Why have they also ended
up as raw material, to be the manure for someone else's future
harmony?

- Ivan to Alyosha in The Brothers
Karamazov
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 Preface

Kill All the Isms examines what happens when
you surrender your brain to the people who claim to have a monopoly
on the one true thought system for living out the rest of your
days. Communism, Evangelicalism, Pacifism, Creationism, Fascism,
Environmentalism, Conservatism, Liberalism, Objectivism—there are
more “one true thought systems” than you can imagine. Ideologies,
worldviews, and religions are pre-programed ways of filtering how
you think about the world. They are all variations on a single
theme: thought control and management.

Isms are very much like Carnival Cruises. They set
out for predetermined destinations that someone else decided was
the place you ought to be going. You buy the whole cruise package
because you are too lazy or frightened to set off on your own. You
want somebody else to do the work, make the decisions, and tell you
what sights you should be seeing. Places you have never been can be
frightening when you have to explore them on your own. Foreign
restaurants serve funny food and you can’t be sure what you are
getting. Signing up for a cruise ensures that you will always be
able to come back to cruise buffet. There will always be a warm
cheeseburger waiting for you.

The message of this book is simple: don’t buy the
ideological package. Don’t wear their blinders. You will never see
what is there for you to see if you cruise on the Ism Ship.
They will take you to their ports of call, their marketplaces,
their local entertainment, their version of a proper and safe
destination. You won’t wind up going any place worth seeing.

Once you surrender your gifts of reasoning and
objectivity to an ism salesman, you enter a closed system of
thought—a thought prison that someone else designed for you. A
prison with pastoral scenes painted on the walls and three meals a
day is still a prison.

Even the seemingly sacrosanct notion of “objectivity”
can be turned into an ism. Ayn Rand turned objectivity into
“Objectivism.” She attained a cult like following with the
publication and enormous popularity of The Fountainhead
and Atlas Shrugged. While Ayn was busy thinking great thoughts (including making
lots of proclamations about what she concluded was objectively true and objectively morally
correct) she had a lengthy, objectively morally imperative affair
with a young student named Nathaniel Braden, who she would later
designate as her intellectual heir. Rand and Braden were both
married and justified their affair to their respective spouses
using principles of — you guessed it—completely rational
Objectivism. The two most enlightened people on the planet
ought to be together. And once someone
decides that her way of thinking was the one true way, any lunkhead
should be able to conclude that playing “hide the fountainhead”
with Nat was right thing to do.

Here is how Braden described Ayn Rand and objectivism
in his memoirs:

“Ayn Rand is the greatest human being who has ever
lived.”

“Ayn Rand, by virtue of her philosophical genius, is
the supreme arbiter in any issue pertaining to what is rational,
moral or appropriate to man’s life on earth.”

So if Rand declared an affair to be moral, it must
have been moral. I rest my case. Now, take Braden’s patently stupid
proclamations and substitute the following men and their ideologies
for Rand and objectivism: Hitler and Nazism, Stalin and Communism,
Osama bin Laden and Islamic fundamentalism, Pat Robertson and
Evangelicalism.

By the way… how exactly would one go about
objectively determining if Ayn Rand was the greatest human
being who ever lived?

Ayn Rand had some wonderful ideas. And some terrible
ones. Atlas Shrugged brilliantly demonstrated the inherent
flaws and evils of Communism and Fascism. I happen to agree with
much of what she preached. But she was not a deity and does not
deserve to be worshipped by anybody.

Don’t be a fountainhead. Decide for yourself whether
her praise of selfishness is as rational as she said.
Laissez isn’t always fair. Think about the savings and loan
crisis, AIG’s magical derivatives, Enron, monopolies, and
price-fixing.

I asked one of the smartest guys I know — who
disagrees with me about half of the time, and who is trained in the
disciplines of the law, higher math, and economics — what his
worldview was about the government’s role in the free market. He
thought about it for a couple of days and wrote me as follows: “The
government should stay out of the markets, unless it clearly
shouldn’t.”

You will have to read this book to understand how
profound his quip really is. I will put that wisecrack up against
Rand’s version of laissez faire any time and any place.
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Introduction

Glenn Beck and the Ism Business

“Isms,” “Ideologues,” and “Idiots” all start with the
letter “I.” I learned to be on the lookout for these alphabet clues
from Glenn Beck. I confess that I have been a fan of Glenn Beck for
a long time. I find him entertaining. I admire the fact that he
overcame a serious fifteen-year addiction to alcohol and drugs and
he did it through sheer will and determination. That is not
something to ever make fun of. It is something to be in awe of.
It’s just that, along the way, I fear that his substance abuse may
have killed off a few too many of the brain cells that are
responsible for the ability to reason.

Nevertheless, he puts on a hell of a show and I am
more than a little sad that his popularity seems to be fading.
Watching Glenn Beck try to explain complex things is a little like
watching a neutered Shih-Tzu try to hump a German Shepard. You
cannot help but watch, laugh and admire his determination.

Glenn is a big fan of letter clues. They contain
scary secrets. You just have to be clever enough to spot them.
During his short-lived TV shows on CNN and FOX, he revealed the
secret meaning in letter clues on a blackboard. He would write out
the words, stacking them neatly one on top of the other, then
identify the key letter of each word and show his audience that the
message of the conspiracy du jour that was right in front of
them. My all-time favorite was this one:

OBAMA

LEFTIST

INTERNATIONALIST

GRAFT

ACORN STYLE
ORGANIZATIONS

REVOLUTIONARIES

HIDDEN AGENDAS

Glenn circled the first letters with dramatic
determination, as if he were imprisoning poisonous insects, and
announced that the magic secret message of these horrors
was…OLIGARH.

I immediately went on line to see if the
oligarh was a prehistoric reptile with a long nose. I
couldn’t find anything. I did, however, find the word “oligarch,”
which means a person who is part of a system of government where
power is vested in a few people. It seems that sometimes these
secret alphabet messages are missing a letter. I also could not
help but notice that the same letters, when rearranged, spell
RAGHILO. But never mind.

I began to see similar alphabet coded messages in
stacks of words that seemed to come at me from every direction.
Here is one that jumped out at me the day after I watched the Glenn
Beck OLIGARH show:

GLENN BECK

PARANOID

LUNATIC

DELUSIONAL

COMPLETELY NUTS

If you look carefully (I have underlined the secret
letters for you so you can keep reading without breaking your pace)
you will find a C in the first word, an R in the second word, an A
in the third word an N in the fourth word and a Y in the last word.
This spells … CRANY. Which, my friends, is pretty darn close to
CRAZY.

I have an alternative theory (if I turn out to be
wrong about the drug-induced brain damage hypothesis) about Glenn
Beck. It also applies to Rush Limbaugh (who may have done similar
damage with Oxycodone) and Ann Coulter (for whom it is likely that
there is no excuse other than the fact that she may have been born
with an extra vicious gene). I think it is possible that none of
them are the extremist lunatics they make themselves out to be.
They might even be secretly progressive. They could be pulling our
legs. And they are making tons of money with their circus acts. I
suppose it is also possible that they are simply ideological
sociopaths who will espouse any idiotic conspiracy theory, no
matter how outrageous, ridiculous, or incendiary, if it will get
them attention.

Attention translates into money. The more people who
are attentive, the more money they make. Or they may simply be
crany. It’s hard to tell.

But here is what we have to worry about: Beck has
legions of followers who see the connections in the letters, who
watch him write words on the chalkboard and then smack themselves
on the knee and say, Well, butter my butt and call me a biscuit.
I would have never figured that one out! Mildred, where’d I leave
my gun? The people who follow Glenn Beck’s alphabet decoding
are known in the vernacular of political science as … morons. And
there are lots of them. They vote and are heavily armed. They park
their brains next to their remote controls and wait to be told what
to think. They are what the common-sense philosopher Eric Hoffer
was the first to call, “True believers,” the title of his wonderful
book. And they are scary. Much scarier than Beck, Limbaugh, and
Coulter. Because they are the ones from whose ranks the trigger
pullers will come.

When a bullet takes out George Soros or President
Obama or someone else who Beck has demonized, he will claim he was
misunderstood. He will say all the appropriate things about being
against violence. He will make a sad face that demonstrates
disapproval and attack those who point to his reckless instigation
as sick opportunists or communists. And he will make a lot of
money. This is his business.

And business is good. It always has been. It always
will be as long as men are afraid to think. It is the business of
selling what I call “isms.”

This book is my attempt to instigate mass death and
destruction. Not death and destruction of men, but death and
destruction of bad ideas. Death and destruction of ideologies,
worldviews, and the business of indoctrinating the masses.
When you finish reading, I hope you will join me and agree that the
first thing we should do is kill all the isms.







Notes

- On July 18, 2010, an unemployed parolee named Byron
Williams opened fire on California Highway Patrol officers who had
stopped him for driving erratically. He was armed to the teeth and
wearing body armor. He was arrested, subsequently interviewed, and
stated that he was on the way to start a revolution by killing
people in the ACLU and an organization called the Tides Foundation.
Few people had ever heard of the Tides Foundation until Glenn Beck
had begun warning his followers that it was funded by George Soros
and a cesspool of the progressive worldview—which Beck had
thoughtfully warned the faithful—that was a cancer eating away at
America. Beck had repeatedly suggested that the Tides Foundations
funneled money to extremist leftist organizations and was behind a
plot to create mass organizations that would seize power. In an
interview given to Media Matters, which can be read here

http://mediamatters.org/research/2010/10/11/progressive-hunter/171471,
Bryon Williams said that he learned about the Tides Foundation
watching Beck on FOX, and said Beck, “was like a school teacher on
TV.” Who knew the chalkboard could be so inspirational?

I am not suggesting that anyone blame Beck for
planting the insane seeds of violence in the mind of a moron.

Just kidding … Of course I am.
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 One

Let’s Begin: Isms

I have a good friend who has been a critical thorn in
my behind for as long as I can remember. I told him about the
concept for this book using what I thought were some sophisticated
philosophical ideas. After listening patiently, he said, “So, your
thesis is that extremism is extreme and hypocrisy is
hypocritical?”

Armed with my always-at-the-ready rapier wit, I
retorted, “Well, sort of.”

A good friend will bust your ass when it needs
busting and he will let the helium out of your head when it begins
to swell and you start talking funny and convince yourself that you
are breathtakingly profound. Contrast him with the guys who hang
around people in power, always telling them how awesome and deep
they are. They are corporate vice presidents and guys who are
employed full-time to walk behind and agree with politicians. Spiro
Agnew, the last great political master of alliteration, would have
called them seriously solicitous sycophants. The rest of us know
them as suck-ups.

Picture the entourage working for Donald Trump,
telling him how great his hairstyle is and how small his ass looks
in golf shorts. Original thinking for some people consists of
coming up with new ways of telling the men they work for how
wonderful they are. And they are the ones who are most likely to be
carrying the battle flag of an ism in one hand and a pitchfork in
the other.

What drives them through life is mostly fear. Fear of
being on the wrong side of the power fence. Fear of not belonging
to the right club or clan. Fear that they aren’t seeing the world
the right way and somebody else is getting ahead of them. But
mostly fear of having to figure things out for themselves. These
are the guys who will jump headfirst onto an ism wagon and vilify
you for daring to ask where it is going or how many people
it will run over on the way there. They will call you names, shout
in the language of empty slogans, and identify you as belonging to
the unpopular worldview of the day—the bad flavor of the month.

For the past few years, it has been the socialists
and the progressives. When Stalin was in power, anyone who
disagreed with the state-sponsored ideology was a running dog
lackey of fascist, capitalist imperialism. With Hitler, it was the
Jews. With Joseph McCarthy, it was communists and people he decided
were sympathetic to the cause. If you believe in supply-side
economics, you are a one-percenter. If you believe in Keynesian
deficit spending, you are a wealth-redistributing socialist.
Evangelicals spit out the “secular humanist” label like sour milk.
Glenn Beck will gleefully tell you that “secular” and “Satan” both
start with the letter S. Think about that. But don’t spend
too much time. Beck’s brain-numbed legions will actually see and
understand the connection.

It gets dumber and dumber during every Presidential
election cycle. My recent favorite was Newt Gingrich’s use of the
term “Kenyan anti-colonialist”—by which he really meant “uppity
foreign-born black guy with a chip on his shoulder.” They both mean
the same thing, but the former was a politically correct,
faux-professorial way of getting his message out to the
extreme right wing of his base without starting a second Civil
War.

To be honest, I count myself among the
anti-colonialists. Now that I think about it, I wasn’t aware that
there existed a large contingent of pro-colonialists—Kenyan or
otherwise.

Name calling does not, of course, promote the
intelligent and free exchange of ideas. The labels in vogue today
are nothing more than adult versions of the childhood name-calling
fights where you called your sister a dodo-head and she said,
“Well, you were one first!” Come to think of it, “dodo-head” scores
more points in an argument than “Kenyan anti-colonialist.”

The labelers are always pandering to those who have
bought into the “us and them” ism. They are ismists and ismists
need to find enemy ismists to rally their followers. Identifying
the threat of enemy ismists is how they define themselves. They are
true believers in all sorts of worldviews.

The psychology probably isn’t much different than
loyalty to a football team if you stop and really think about it.
The typical football fan is usually created at a young age because
of his father. My family lived in Washington, D.C., so we were
Redskins fans. The Redskins were owned first by George Preston
Marshall, an avowed racist who refused to allow blacks to play for
the team. Maybe because they were supposed to be Indians, and
whoever heard of a black redskin? Or a red black-skin? I was about
ten. We knew that black people were not allowed to play for
Washington, a city that’s population was about seventy-five percent
black. We were anything but racist, but we still cheered for the
team. Amazingly and inexplicably, so did the blacks who lived in
Washington. They were our team.

The Redskins, named after a racial slur (imagine a
team called the Chicago Negroes or the New York Jews really didn’t
deserve any fans or allegiance. It didn’t make sense. But we didn’t
question things like that. If you were born a Redskin fan, a
Catholic, Mormon, Jew, Jehovah’s Witness, Democrat, or Republican,
that’s what you were, and that was what you stayed—from cradle to
grave. We never bothered to ask ourselves why we were believers in
the righteousness of a Redskin win over the Cowboys.

Most ismists think no deeper about their allegiance
to a worldview than the guy who paints his belly burgundy and gold
and sits through a Redskins game with his shirt off, screaming,
“Get him!” We always wanted our guys to “get” a quarterback named
Roger Staubach who played for Dallas. We hated Dallas. Why did we?
I’m not sure. We just did. Perhaps we held them accountable for
President Kennedy’s assassination. I confess that I still have a
very unfavorable and mostly irrational view of that place, which
will become evident as you read on.

Most of the time, the rabid football fan and true
believer are harmless, and the extreme believer is just a kook. But
sometimes they can be dangerous. Sometimes they evolve into packs
of monsters, like the roving packs of soccer hooligans in England.
Think about this: there are British soccer fans who beat people to
death because they cheer for another team. There is no other reason. The other team and their fans are
the enemy. Life is simple for these monsters and they never ask one
another why they beat people up. Try to interview one of these
“fans” and ask why Manchester is
the enemy and you will get beat up for
asking. Ask any fan why he is a fan of his team. You may not get beat up, but
he will look at you like you are nuts. Because we are!
They are our team. That isn’t a question he
asks himself. He doesn’t need or want to explain why
he is loyal to his team.

Thinking is effortless when you have proclaimed an
unwavering allegiance. People didn’t do much introspective thinking
about loyalty under National Socialism in Germany.

The process of deciding what to believe in and
connecting the dots (real and imaginary) all originated innocently
enough with our evolutionary need to organize our world. A complex
mix of sense impressions bombards us every second of our existence.
We need to make sense out of what we encounter. We notice
things. Day follows night and clouds precede rain. We need to
organize and understand the relationships between these events to
avoid being eaten and to get the crops in. We need to plan in order
to survive. Figuring out what is going to happen in our immediate
future and what causes things to happen allows us to avoid what
will injure or kill us and promote what will keep us alive or give
us pleasure. That part is simple enough, and easy to
understand.

Where it gets off the track is when our compulsion to
figure out causal connections becomes irrational and we get it
horribly wrong. Pat Robertson comes to mind. He connects hurricanes
hitting New Orleans and earthquakes devastating Haiti with our
collective failure to follow the rules that were set forth by the
god he insists that we all must believe in.

Ismitis can be an insidious, deadly, and sometimes
fatal disease of the mind. The fatalities usually occur to the
people the true believers decide are on the other team,
the team they have attached a bad ism label to.
The team that must be stopped. The disease can become viral when we
surrender our ability to independently reason over to somebody
else’s worldview that does our thinking for us and tells us how
we should be thinking about things.
The incredible willingness of Rush Limbaugh’s listeners to embrace
and be proud of their identity as “ditto-heads” speaks volumes. If
everything Rush says is right, there is no need to expend
mental energy by thinking.

So, in a sense, my friend was right. This book
is about extremism. But it’s also about
the extremism process. How we get from Hey, it might make
sense to look at it this way, to Hey, this is the only acceptable
way to look at it and I think I will kill you and all your kind if
you disagree. Isms provide prefabricated easy
answers. All of the thinking has been done for us. Just open the
package and follow the easy instructions. No thinking required. No
thinking allowed.







Notes

- George Preston Marshall was the last holdout among
NFL owners to allow blacks to play on his team. He proudly carried
his racism to his grave by specifically excluding minority children
from an endowment he established to assist Washington area
underprivileged children. You can read more about it here:

http://www.examiner.com/article/george-preston-marshall-entrepreneur-racist.
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 Two

Are You an Ismist?

If you fervently believe in almost anything that ends
in an “ism,” or if you proudly call yourself almost anything that
ends in an “ist,” then chances are you are going through life with
a big stupid cone on your head. It’s a cone like the one your dog
had to wear when you brought him back from the vet with a bad ear
infection. You know. That ridiculous-looking, inverted, wrap-around
plastic cone that attaches to his collar and keeps him from
scratching his infected ear so it will have a chance to heal. It
makes him look like a sidekick to Bozo the Clown. The cone ensemble
is funniest on a bulldog, because he was three-quarters of the way
to Bozoville when he was born. But another side effect is that it
interferes with his peripheral vision, so he has a harder time
seeing the sneaky cat that is crawling across the floor to steal
his favorite squeaky toy and head for high ground. Cats will do
that to a bulldog for the pure joy of irritating the living shit
out him.

The vet sent Winston home with the cone not to
deprive him of his dignity, but to give him time to get better and
keep him from scratching his ear. A bulldog doesn’t have much
dignity to begin with. That’s probably why he is so lovable and why
he will seem happy to just sit there while your four-year-old
daughter puts a little Mexican sombrero on his head.

I knew a vet once who put sales first and healing
second. He had honed the skill of convincing his patients’ loving
and devoted owners to spend thousands of dollars to prolong the
suffering of dying pets. Aunt Margaret would almost always turn
over her social security check quicker than he could say, You
want to give Precious every chance to fight and live, don’t
you?

Precious is a nineteen-year-old poodle. She can
barely walk. Precious whines all day because she has a malignant
tumor in her throat that is causing her enormous pain every time
she swallows. The surgical procedure the vet is selling today is a
train wreck and a horror show of a procedure. Precious is going to
die a terrible, slow death and have to visit the vet’s ER (open
24/7 because we care) several times at fifteen-hundred dollars a
night while “recovering.” The vet knows that Aunt Margaret has
bought into a worldview that embraces the sanctity of canine life.
It goes like this: no matter how much suffering Precious is going
through, life is a gift granted by God and must be preserved—no
matter what the cost is in pain to Precious or dollars to Aunt
Margaret.

What I would like to hear Aunt Margret say is, No.
I would like Precious’s last act on earth to be to bite your filthy
little testicles off, you greedy little bastard. But we know that Aunt Margaret is going to say, Of
course, Doctor. Do whatever you can.

Aunt Margaret has a cone on her head that keeps her
from seeing what is really going on. The vet helped put it there
and secure it firmly. There is probably nothing anybody can do to
get it off. It’s the sanctity of life cone. Reality is just off to the side in her blind spot. Aunt
Margret wants and needs desperately to believe that (a) Precious
will live to fight another day, (b) Precious’s suffering will stop
almost immediately after she hands over her Visa card, and (c) the
vet is a good and kind man who is there to help her and Precious in
their time of need. What she has plenty of at that moment is
faith and that kind of faith will knock
the living shit out of reason about ninety-seven percent of
the time.

Faith salesmen—like the vet—work best in the shadows.
Faith salesmen always prey on victims who are partially blind. The
weapon of choice against these guys is, of course, reason. Reason
is the way to engage and battle with blind faith. But reason
requires effort, courage, and light. Reason can lead us to a place
we wish wasn’t there, an unpleasant place that we don’t want to
even think about. In this case, it’s the time to let Precious
go place.

Faith is a compelling and seductive place of shelter
and comfort, and provides the faithful with an immediate irrational
sense of comfort. If we buy into faith, we can feel better
immediately. We won’t be any better, but we will feel
better.

M. Night Shyamalan followed his wonderful movie
The Sixth Sense, (“I see dead
people”)—which, arguably, had the best 180-degree ending in movie
history—with a scary movie called The
Village, not to be confused with the
Villages, a place in Florida that would also provide an excellent
setting for a scary movie. I moved to the Villages
because Nancy Lopez said I could play free golf for life and when I
got there … Oh, my God! I see almost-dead people doing water
aerobics! Anyway, for those of you who didn’t
see the movie The Village, here is
a brief summary in which I will now spoil the ending for you. Don’t
worry, the movie wasn’t that great and Roger Ebert hated it and had
trouble giving it even one star. I thought it was just okay.
I would have given it 1.5 stars. I haven’t thought much about it
until today.

The story takes place in an idyllic
eighteenth-century village in Pennsylvania. It is a community where
everyone knows everyone else. There are plentiful crops every year,
lots to eat, and life is simple and clean. But it turns out the
people in the village have made a deal with the monsters that live
outside the woods at the village limits. The people will not
venture out beyond the marked boundaries and, in return, the
monsters will not come into the villages and eat them. Seems like a
small price to pay. There may be monsters out there waiting to tear
you limb from limb, but as long as you stay where you are told to
stay, you will be just fine. Anyway, there is no reason to wander
outside the boundaries because the people have everything they
could possibly need.

Fear of what is out there and a feeling of security
keeps them at home in the village. Maybe it is like the Florida
Villages, after all. Well, you know what happens. There is always
some curious kid who has wanderlust and an abundance of
testosterone and who won’t leave well-enough alone. Maybe he is
bored with his crop-gathering job, or he has been rejected by the
cute little village girl. You know the type. He’s the kid you just
can’t keep on the farm. He, of course, strays beyond the forbidden
zone and foreboding events happen—but you never see the monsters.
Because there are no monsters. It’s all … well … bullshit,
designed to keep everybody happy and content in the village.

It turns out the village isn’t even in the eighteenth
century. It’s here and now. It’s a kind of zoo … A “life in the
good old days” experiment to keep a small society cohesive,
unspoiled, and perfect in every way. There are people on the
outside who have created this artificial world for the villagers to
live in. The leaders on the inside are in on the fraud. And as long
as they keep their wards believing in the monsters and in
the goodness of the life they have been trained to lead, everything
will be just peachy. Obedience is the path to happiness. The entire
society has been created inside a cone. Sort of like Liberty
University in Lynchburg, Virginia.

Isms promise you exactly that kind of
happiness. They put everything in order, feed you just what you
need to get through from day to day, and make the bad things like
hurricanes and death much too easy to understand. All you have to
do is hand over your brain, abandon reason, agree to be obedient to
one way of thinking and promise not to stray beyond the boundaries
and not to ask any tough questions.

If you do those things, if you behave yourself, you
will be angst-free regardless of what happens to you, because High
Priests of your ism have planned it all out for you. They will
provide all the answers you will ever need. It’s a variation on the
old theme that ignorance can be the supreme source of bliss. There
are people who count on that—like the Catholic priests who abuse
children and the televangelist vampires who feed on social security
money. Or the communist organizers who promise to take wealth away
from those who they feel don’t deserve it
and give it to those who they decide are more worthy.
And all of them have one thing in common: they don’t want you to
think about what is beyond the boundaries.

My daughter wanted to be a Brownie. She was recruited
at school and went to some meetings. Then, one day, it was time for
the Brownie induction ceremony. I was a proud parent, but I wasn’t
sure about the uniforms. Or the uniformity. But I went anyway.
Possibly because my wife threatened to kill me if I stayed home.
Little Samantha was taking the pledge and there was stuff about
doing good deeds and being a good Brownie and I was nodding off and
then I heard the pledge part about never questioning the authority
of a Brownie leader. And I was about to go
Polaris-missile-ballistic and turn the induction ceremony into a
bowling alley, but my wife held me in my chair and again threatened
to kill me (a recurring theme in our marriage) if I created a
scene. So I waited.

When we got home, I told my daughter the Brownie
pledge was bullshit. I may have used the word “poppycock,” but she
understood. I told her that any time she felt in her heart that
somebody was telling her to do something that was wrong, she should
ask as many questions as she could think of. I told her that not
asking questions was what was wrong. She didn’t last very long
in the Brownies. I was very proud.

And while I’m on the subject, you need to ask a ton
of questions before you give all those hard-earned retirement
dollars over to The Villages. It’s probably fine. But you should
still ask questions.

We like to see and organize things in ways that make
us feel better about our world. We love to watch the air freshener
commercials that paint the world in beautiful colors and promise
the fragrances of wild flowers and fresh sea breezes. The world can
seem to be an almost incomprehensibly beautiful place —depending on
which part of the world you choose to look at. And then there is
the white-faced monkey. You’ve seen him. He is an adorable little
devil who lives in the trees, is smart as a whip, was the star of
an Indiana Jones movie, and will sit on your shoulder and
take a treat gently from your hand. He is the organ-grinder’s
monkey. In Central America, he is Rousseau’s perfect miniature
innocent savage living harmoniously with nature and eating fruits,
nuts, and berries that he finds in the Garden of Eden. Or so it was
thought until recently.

On a recent trip to Costa Rica, I learned that the
white-faced monkeys are even smarter than we thought. They have
figured out how to work together to tease and taunt a mother Coati
Mundi and distract her while their co-conspirators grab her baby
and rip it to pieces.

Nature isn’t always green trees, red roses, and vegan
monkeys. I’ll bet you felt much better about the organ grinder’s
best friend when you had the cone on your head, when you didn’t see
what was going off to the side or have to think about the Coati
Mundi baby’s screams. They do scream, by the way. The Discovery
Channel always edits out the parts when the screaming starts.

Isms make us feel better about almost everything.
There is one that teaches us that everything that is natural
is good. The way God intended it to be. But you won’t find high
priests of nature worship telling you about the bloody white-faced
monkey feast. Scientists who are not afraid to look into the dark
discover unpleasant things like that.

We sign up for isms like the hopeful saps that come
to the “get rich by spending more money” seminar at the Holiday
Inn. We don’t want to be left behind while the other people who
know “the secret” get richer. We sign up because Thoreau was right
when he said, “Most men lead lives of quiet desperation.”

The forty-seven-year-old stock room clerk, who works
in a Costco warehouse, has a boss who delights in busting his ass
for no reason. He spends every waking hour he is not at work
drinking beer and watching TV shows about rich, happy, beautiful
people (I could have stopped with TV shows). He will make a fine
recruit for the neo-Nazis or the communists, because he needs
something to make him feel he is better than his tormentor. Finding
an ism to believe in guarantees that we will feel special, safe,
superior, smarter—and like we belong. We have joined the “in
crowd.” Isms make us feel like we have a leg up on the
non-believers. The anti-ismists. Or the other ism tribe. The
heathens. The unfaithful.

Isms give the illusion of creating order and meaning
out of the randomness and intrinsic unfairness of life. And it
really all comes back to the infinite kinds of suffering that are
waiting to claim us as victims. Suffering—the most difficult of all
human experiences—is almost impossible to process without an
explanation that involves either (a) a higher purpose, or (b)
someone to blame. Many isms evolved to help us deal with our fears
about the inevitability of suffering. The world, after all, is a
violent and scary place.

But isms almost always turn into dangerous shortcuts.
They can lead us away from the clarity we are looking for and lead
us down the road to the forest of shadows and delusion. They are
brain blinders. They keep us from seeing what else is out there.
They replace reality with that rose-colored cone and its narrow
view of the world.

The prophets want to control the way in which you
process the world. To make sure you can only see what they
want you to see and what they
have decided is best for you to see. Isms come in
all flavors. They come in equal doses of the religious and the
secular. Isms replace reason with faith in a prescribed way of
looking at things. They insist that you be obedient
and faithful…kind of like Winston the faithful
bulldog. Winston is a good dog. He has been to obedience school. He
acts appropriately and like we want him to. He is
predictable and easy to control. He knows and has faith that
we will feed him and take care of him.

You need to ask yourself if you have a little too
much in common with Winston.

Some isms are given to you with the best intentions
and some are given to you with the specific intent of controlling
you. Sometimes the ism peddlers are out to get your money and
sometimes they claim to want to save your soul. Sometimes they’re
sincere and sometimes they’re venal. You need to look at them
carefully and critically. If you meet an ism on the road, you
should try to kill it. See how tough it really is. Put it to the
test. Anyway, it’s always a good idea to check if you are wearing a
cone. Then check to see how tightly it is wrapped. If you are
wrapped too tightly, you aren’t going to see the cat coming to take
your squeaky toy.

Jesus once said something like “None are so blind as
those who will not see.” Howie says Jim and Tammy Faye Baker were
selling condos in a place that was never going to be built. And if
you give your money to Jim and Tammy Faye, you are going to end up
homeless.







Notes

- This chapter is mostly pontification so it doesn’t
need notes. My rule on citations and notes is as follows: I make
the rules. The Chicago Manual of Style is only applicable in
Chicago. I live on an island somewhere in South Carolina. Sometimes
I will document things without any rhyme or reason. Sometimes you
will just have to take my word for it. It really all depends on my
mood. I will try to use web links whenever possible because (a)
this ain’t my Master’s thesis, and (b) none of you would actually
go read the reference unless I spoon-fed it to you, which is what a
link is. The way I see it, you should be thankful I even
bothered.
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Why Nabobs Really do Natter

The vice president doesn’t do much. He can’t even be
compared to a backup quarterback, because the latter actually
practices in case he is called into the game.

Spiro Agnew was Richard Nixon’s vice president.
Agnew’s qualifications to be vice president were eerily similar to
Sarah Palin’s—he didn’t have any. He had been governor of Maryland,
where his most noteworthy accomplishment had been setting a record
for the number of bribes accepted from building contractors. As
vice president, he gained fame for delivering prepackaged pithy
attack quotes, like this gem about Nixon’s political enemies who he
identified as “… an effete corps of impudent snobs who characterize
themselves as intellectuals.” I seriously doubt that in the history
of American politics there has ever been anyone “effete” enough to
identify himself as an intellectual. Think about it. Can you
imagine even the most self-aggrandizing politician giving an
interview to 60 Minutes and
saying, …and I identify myself as an intellectual. Ask me
what Kierkegaard thought about the absurdity of existence.
Even Newt Gingrich would have to stretch to take
his sense of self-worth that far … or maybe not. That would be the
equivalent of putting a sign on one’s ass that said, Kick me here.
I deserve it.

It should come as no shock that the politicians who
most often spit out the accusation of intellectualism
(intellectuals are those people who use multisyllabic words and
speak in complete sentences, like George Will or William F.
Buckley) are the ones who are most likely to pander to prejudice
and ignorance. When would-be populists like Agnew accuse their
enemies of “calling themselves intellectuals,” they create an
instant class of enemies—that is, people who think they are
better than “us.” The accusation expert
doesn’t think he is better than the people he is trying to get to
vote for him. He knows it as a certainty. But the implication
is I’m one of the regular, simple folks just like you …
we don’t need any of those smart people to run this
country.

Indeed. What this country really needs is to put more
dumb people in charge. Agnew would have loved Texas governor Rick
Perry.

White Republican politicians do not, of course, have
a monopoly on stupidity. The dumbest human to be elected to
Congress may be an African-American Democrat from Georgia named
Hank Johnson. Hank was recently questioning an admiral who was
testifying before his committee about additional troops and
supplies being sent to Guam. Johnson had prepared well for the
hearing and stumped the general by raising a potential calamity
that no one else had thought of. He asked the general if he had
considered the danger that Guam might tip over because the buildup
of men and equipment might put too much weight on one side of the
island. He really did. I could not make this stuff up. It’s on
YouTube and it is proof positive that there are elected leaders who
are dumber than Irish Setters.

Second place on the all-time stupid list might go to
Democrat Congresswomen Shirley Jackson-Lee from Texas. (What in the
hell is it about Texas that gives us politicians in both parties
who are idiots?) She complained in 2003 that the United States
Weather Service was not giving African-American names to
hurricanes. She shares second place with Congressman Jessie Jackson
Jr. who gave a speech on the House floor pointing out the evils of
the iPad that was costing Americans jobs at bookstores and
publishing houses because people weren’t reading as many paper
books. Which is a little like saying that antibiotics are costing
the country valuable jobs in the funeral industry. Not to be
out-dumbed, the Tea Party darling Congressman Paul Broun announced
that evolution and the Big Bang theory are “lies straight from the
pit of hell”. Broun is on the House Science Committee.

Governor Rick Perry gets my vote for third place. I
would be remiss in failing to mention that Governor Perry, who is
proud of his rancher-cowboy roots and boots, barely passed his
class in animal breeding at Texas Tech. It’s true. His grades are
posted online. Completely unreliable sources speculate that he
refused to attend most of his Animal Husbandry 101 classes because
he thought it was the next slide down the slippery slope after the
legalization of gay marriage.

First the homos will be a gettin’ hitched and next
they will be walking down the aisle with gay llamas! That’s right.
They will be asking us to bless unions between men and animals.
That’s where this is headed.

And while I am on the subject of slippery slopes, I
should point out that ideologues make a living claiming they are
the only thing that stands between civilization and the inexorable
slide down the slippery slope of something or another. Usually the
reason that the slope is so slippery is that they have spent years
greasing it with bullshit. This was Spiro Agnew’s specialty. He was
also pretty slippery when it came to soliciting bribes.

His boss, Richard Nixon, you may recall, had issues
with the press. The media proved somewhat pesky by refusing to
accept everything he said as truthful. Go figure. Nixon didn’t want
to seem vindictive and petty. He just
wanted to be vindictive and petty. So, he unleashed Agnew, knowing
that his vice president could be as vindictive and petty as Nixon
was during the McCarthy days. Agnew couldn’t actually write
a speech or think up a clever line. But he had people who could
feed him some scripts on his payroll. One of them was a man who
would go on to carve a special place in the Hall of Fame of
Political Lunacy. I am often accused—unfairly, I might add—of
engaging in hyperbole, but this one is not in dispute.

That speechwriter was none other than Pat Buchannan,
who would years later run for President of the United States,
giving conspiracy theorists everywhere a new voice in national
politics. That would be the same Pat Buchannan who rewrote the
history of WWII and concluded that (a) Hitler wasn’t such a bad
guy; he was, in the immortal words of Eric Burton and the Animals,
just a fool whose intentions were good … oh, Lord, please don’t let
him be misunderstood; and (b) the whole nasty affair was really the
fault of France, Great Britain, and Poland. Yes, that Pat
Buchannan. It was Pat who penned the immortal and catchy
description of the press as “nattering nabobs of negativism.” That
turn of phrase has stuck with me to this day. I often try to work
it into ordinary conversations. When a fellow golfer has hit one in
the water, throws his club in disgust, and utters a stream of
nonsensical profanities, I will deliver a stern lecture and
admonish him against being a nattering nabob of negativism.

When I first heard Agnew speak of nabobery, I
remember thinking (a) what in the hell is he talking about?, (b)
who wrote that atrocious line for him?, (c) it had to be Pat
Buchannan, (d) what exactly is a nabob?, (e) where could I get one,
and (f) why do they natter? A nabob (which, I should point out,
rhymes rather nicely with Punjab, and I am astounded that Pat
missed out on that when he wrote the line) was a provincial
governor of the Mogul empire in India. Look it up. I don’t have
time to footnote all of this silly stuff.

This raises an interesting question for Pat: just
what exactly were you trying to say? Nabob? I should mention here
that I did several talk shows with Pat’s sister, Bay Buchannan,
back in the late ‘90s when I was the NBC go-to legal analyst for
the law of fellatio (as in Fellatio Hornblower) during that
important constitutional crisis that ensued as a result of Bill
Clinton getting his trumpet tooted by Monica Lewinsky. A match made
in heaven. Neither one of them would consummate a frowned-upon act
by inhaling. Anyway, Bay seemed like a very nice politically
conservative person, and when I asked about her brother and nabobs,
she didn’t have any idea what he or Agnew were talking about back
then either.

So why, Pat, didn’t you call them “Neanderthals” or
“nincompoops”? Nattering nincompoops of negativism would have
worked. I get the alliteration thing—but why nabobs? You really owe
the world an explanation. But then again, who am I to question that
which attained vernacular immortality?

Nattering is another one of those nifty words that
sounds like one you should know. Beaver, stop your incessant
nattering right now and get down here for dinner before it gets
cold! Nattering means nothing more than chattering. But
chattering doesn’t start with an N, and the alliteration sound bite
would have bombed. That brings me to “negativism,” a word that
contains the dreaded ism that this book declares war against.

You see, it has occurred to me that you will think of
me, like Agnew thought of the press corps (who were so thoroughly
admonished by the Buchannan/Agnew attack that they spontaneously
broke into fits of uncontrollable, sixth grade-type laughter) as a
nattering nabob of negativism, because I have almost nothing
positive to say about isms. And I am willing to admit that I have a
negative view of them. So, in anticipation of that criticism
that I know must come, I would like to state unequivocally I am no
such thing. There. That should take care of it.

Let the record reflect that I do not have a negative
view of tourism, magnetism, nudism, criticism, rationalism—or jism,
for that matter. And I am crazy about syllogisms, as long as they
are constructed properly. There is nothing wrong with the science
isms, like empiricism or skepticism. Those kinds of isms don’t make
moral decisions and judgments for you or insist that you see things
their way. They don’t identify enemies.

It’s the other kinds of isms
with which I have a bone to pick. Take
antidisestablishmentarianism, for example. It is hard to find many
kind things to say (other than, Really long word, dude.
That is, like, so cool.) about a popular
movement that fought against the withdrawal of state support for
the Anglican Church in nineteenth-century England. In case you just
said Huh? to yourself, don’t worry about it. You have
a lot of company.

And, of course, in the hit parade of isms gone wrong,
communism takes an undisputed first prize. In the history of human
slaughter, the number one mass ism human extermination record
holder is communism. No other ideology in the history of the planet
comes even close. And that is saying something. According to
estimates in The Black Book of Communism, close to one
hundred million people have been killed by communist
totalitarianism—including sixty-five million murdered during Mao’s
reign of terror in China, and twenty million murdered by Stalinist
Russia. Compare that to Hitler’s murder spree of six million—not to
decide who was worse, but just to get an idea of the scope of the
mass murder.

One thing is for certain: communism is the clearest
example in human history of an ism gone completely and
irretrievably mad. Ironically, communism started out as social
architecture designed to make the world a better and fairer
place. Let’s take everything away from
the rich people employer types and create a workers’ paradise.
Heaven on earth. For workers. And, even better,
for communist party workers. While most Western religions promise
to make your afterlife hell if you do not go along with their
dictates, the communist manifesto became Why wait if we
can create Hell here and now?

Christians are always quick to point out that atheism
is a fundamental tenet of communism. Karl Marx is remembered, after
all, for saying, “Religion is the opium of the people.” Atheism,
they argue, leads directly to a society without morals and a
society without morals leads to communism. This quote is what has
led Christian fundamentalists to conclude that anyone who questions
their worldview must be an atheist-communist. Communism also
claimed to be primarily focused on helping the working poor, so it
makes you wonder about the political leanings of Jesus.
Evangelicals go on to proudly point out that Christians have not
killed nearly as many people as communists. Ergo, godlessness is a
much bigger killer than religion. With God in the human heart—I
include here the Islamic God, the Jewish God, the Christian God,
the Aztec Gods, the Hindu Gods, and the Greek and Roman Gods—there
have only been tens of millions burned, put to the sword, stoned,
shot, crucified, hung, drawn and quartered, and otherwise made to
stop breathing because they were non-believers. Atheists counter
that we can only speculate how high the body count of the Spanish
Inquisition and the Crusades would have been if the religious
participants had planes, guns, nukes, and a larger population to
slaughter.

It’s an incredibly stupid and childish argument. Mass
murder is mass murder, and once you get the “mass” designation, the
body count shouldn’t entitle the perpetrators be in a lower or
higher ring in Dante’s inferno. What they have in common is that
somewhere along the line, ismists overwhelmed and stamped out
reason. It does not matter to me which crazed ismist decides I
should be dead because of my refusal to accept his beliefs. I am
just as dead by either hand.

Extremism of one flavor inevitably produces extremism
of another. It’s an ideological take on the old physics principle
of action and equal reaction. Or Whack-a-Mole, if you prefer. The
extreme right-wing conservatives were spawned by communism. Almost
everything the radical right perceives as a threat they believe is
a slide on the slippery slope towards socialism and communism.
Teaching evolution in school, rejection of Biblical literalism,
government programs to help educate and feed the needy children,
the progressive income tax, social security, Medicare, civil
rights, cultural diversity—all are the first steps down the path to
a totalitarian communist takeover. It rarely occurs to them that
Americans elect representatives who vote for programs that
their constituents (mostly middle class) ask for, and that the
process is entirely constitutional and democratic. It is as if the
communists somehow altered the laws by secretly injecting evil
wealth-redistributing programs onto the books while real Americans
were sleeping.

They believe in the constitutional, democratic
process of letting the people vote and decide … just as long as
people vote and decide in lock-step with their ideology. Or they
believe that the wrong people are allowed
to vote and shouldn’t be. They believe in the rights guaranteed by
the Constitution as long as freedom of speech and religion only
applies to their kind of speech and religion. They believe in
checks and balances and the judiciary as long as the judiciary
rules the way they think is appropriate. Anyone who
sees things differently is progressive, a socialist, or a
communist. And they are astoundingly oblivious to their own
intolerance.

When Barry Goldwater said “extremism in defense of
liberty is no vice,” it probably never occurred to him that
extremism can be the arch enemy of liberty. It’s a little like
saying that stupidity in defense of learning promotes education.
Extremism devours liberty. The self-appointed extremist guardian of
liberty grants unto himself the power to decide what liberty
is and is not. When he adopts extremism to protect his version, he
is the most likely candidate to destroy someone else’s. This was
Tim McVeigh’s precise worldview: protecting American ideals,
liberty and our way of life by blowing up men, women, and children
for being inside a federal building. Tim McVeigh was the American
poster boy for defending liberty through extremism.

Some of the guys I play golf with will tell you that
this way of looking at things proves that I am a liberal—or, at
least, one of those progressives. I must be, because anyone who
disagrees with what anybody says on FOX is a liberal, and liberals,
as Ann Coulter will tell you, are nothing more than Communist
Lights. I confess that I enjoy pretending to be a buddy of Keith
Olbermann (I used to be his go-to legal analyst on slow nights) and
making their blood pressure go up. It’s almost like having a
psychokinetic power. I would take it over spoon-bending any
time.

Anyway, I had so many serious and loud disagreements
in the locker room about FOX with one guy that we had to invoke the
“tits and golf rule.” We are only allowed to have conversations
that involve those two subjects. Politics is strictly forbidden. He
was first to violate the armistice with an unkind remark about
Nancy Pelosi’s views, which he coupled with an unkind remark about
her breasts to show that he was playing fair (he thinks I like her,
but I really don’t think much about Nancy or her breasts), and I
countered with an observation that I was certain that Dick Cheney
was a lying, war-mongering, corrupt, draft-dodging chicken-hawk who
probably would cheat at golf. I’m not terribly fond of Dick, so the
shot, I admit, was fired purely for sport. Another member of our
foursome pointed out that, although we were following the
letter of the “tits and golf” rule,
the spirit was in question.

My friend actually believes that FOX is “fair and
balanced,” because they say so every time before they spoon-feed
their audience only one side of an issue.

Speaking of the FOX worldview, my favorite all time
FOX moment—I watch it in the gym in the morning, because that is
the station that is always on—was on their Fox & Friends
morning show with Steve Doucy and Gretchen Carlson. It was a few
months before the 2008 presidential election, and they were doing a
cutaway to a commercial when they showed a clip of Senator and Mrs.
Obama at a rally with supporters cheering. The Senator came on the
stage and gave his wife an affectionate little NFL/NBA-type fist
bump. Gretchen left her brick-head audience to speculate in hot
anticipation of the next segment with a teaser going to commercial
break that asked whether the fist-bump was an affectionate love tap
or a (shudder) terrorist fist-bump and promised to discuss the hot
topic after the break.

And that is why I love FOX. I didn’t even know
there was such a thing as a “terrorist fist-bump.” I thought
terrorists high-fived after a successful bombing. But, according to
FOX, high-fives are so last year. FOX is how I stay in touch with
important new trends. This was an important example of how fair and
balanced they are, because they presented both sides regarding the
important fist-bump issue.

Let’s play the “What Am I?” game. I believe it is
imperative that we do something about our national deficit. What am
I? I believe in civil rights as guaranteed by the Constitution, and
that it is better for ten guilty men to go free than for one
innocent man to be incarcerated. What am I? I believe
rehabilitation for violent criminals is a waste of taxpayer money.
What am I? I believe that second-offender pedophiles should be
castrated both chemically and surgically. What am I? I believe that
the death penalty should be abolished—not because I believe there
aren’t those who deserve it, but because I believe that innocent
men are executed in states like Texas. What am I? I strongly
believe in the separation of church and state. What am I? I do not
believe that freedom of religion, speech, or the press are
absolute. What am I? I can see both sides of the right to
choose/right to life debate. What am I? I believe the first Iraq
war was necessary to throw Iraq out of Kuwait. What am I? I believe
we were right to go into Afghanistan after 9/11, because that
government had direct involvement in the attack on the World Trade
Center. What am I? I believe staying in Afghanistan to engage in
nation-building was a huge mistake. What am I? I believe the second
Iraq war was ill-conceived and wrong. What am I? I believe that the
Cardinals and Bishops and Popes who aided and abetted pedophile
priests in order to protect the Catholic Church should be in jail.
What am I?

If you can reach a conclusion about me with a word
that ends in ism or ist, you are wrong. Because what I really
believe is that it is important to look at things from as many
angles as possible in order to arrive at a reasoned and reasonable
decision about what course is best. And it is possible to do that
only if you take the ism cone off of your head.

There are, by at least one Google site count, 887
words that end with ism. Whoever put that one together needs to get
a life. Many of them are belief systems—organized and directed ways
of thinking that tell us how we should look at things and how to
make the correct judgments about them. I went through the entire
list. It wasn’t easy. But I confess that my attention span leaves
much to be desired. I often find myself wandering down strange
paths when I should be focusing. You may have figured that out
already. I may stop right here and go to the driving range to
practice the high-cut feather-fade 7-iron …

I did. I’m back. It’s a very difficult shot.

When I finally got through the Big List of Isms, I
found one that I thought might do the trick for me. Rationalism.
And then I remembered René Descartes and the strange places that
even rationalism took him. More on that in a little while.







Notes

- According to Buchanan’s book, Churchill, Hitler
and “The Unnecessary War,” World War II was mostly Churchill’s
fault and Hitler was a man of courage. (http://mediamatters.org/blog/2009/09/02/msnbcs-pat-buchanan-defends-hitler-again/154154)
The same courage argument could be made, I suppose, for Jeffrey
Dahmer and Jack the Ripper.

- You simply must watch Hank Johnson try to protect
the people of Guam from a reckless American policy of end-loading
the island and causing a tipping apocalypse (http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=zNZczIgVXjg).
It may qualify as the most unintentionally hilarious, jaw-opening
event in human history.

- If you really want to learn about the big list of
isms spend some time at http://www.morewords.com/ends-with/ism/

- With regard to Texas, I should tell you that I
married a gal from Texas and she is very smart. So are her parents.
Her mother often concludes that I am the idiot.

- I am rethinking my philosophical opposition to the
death penalty. After today, I am afraid it may be an ism that I
just can’t stick with. Two teenagers were arrested in Brunswick,
Georgia for murder. They approached a woman who was out for a walk
with her year-old baby in a stroller. They demanded money from her.
She didn’t have any to give them. So they shot her baby in the face
to teach her a lesson about not carrying money to give up to armed
robbers. I really don’t want to hear about their misdirected
childhoods. I don’t care. That kind of evil cannot be addressed,
cured or understood. It needs to be killed. I will probably come
back to my original position on capital punishment after I calm
down but it is going to take a while.
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How I Became an Ism Fighter

When I graduated from law school and passed the bar,
I immediately rented a tiny office on top of an old bank and hung
out a shingle. The only ingredient standing between me and becoming
a famous trial lawyer was trials. Clients, I realized, would also
be helpful. Lawyers were forbidden from advertising in 1974, but
even if I could have come up with a campaign, what would I have
said? Come to me because I have everything it takes to be a
great litigator someday. I was like the Woody Allen character
in Love and Death who said he was a great lover because he
practiced a lot when he was alone. What I was sorely in need of was
a reputation as a fearless, out-of-the-box, mad dog trial guy … and
the publicity that would come with it. But you have to win to get a
reputation, and you have to win something important in order to get
an important reputation. Handling public defender assignments and
DWIs wasn’t going to get me anywhere.

So I decided to pick a fight with the nastiest
opponent on the planet. The dreaded National Rifle Association. I
did not like guns. But what I really didn’t like was the American
gun culture. I was deeply affected by the assassination of John F.
Kennedy. When it came to handguns, I did not believe that handguns
should be registered—I believed they should have been confiscated
and melted down. I suppose that made me somewhat of radical.

My views about guns really all started with a turtle
and ended with an old black grandfather. Sometime around 1960, my
father bought me a .22 rifle and a little book called My First
Rifle published by the National Rifle Association. That’s what
fathers uniformly did in 1960. Dad belonged to the Isaac Walton
League, and we would go out to their retreat and target shoot. It
was great fun. I have a vivid memory of going into my basement
almost every day when I got home from school to take my rifle out
of its soft carrying case. There was really something wonderful
about that rifle. Just holding it was special and exhilarating.
Anybody who has ever held a handgun, regardless of their views on
guns, knows the feeling. The way it fits in your hand so perfectly,
like your hand was designed around the concept of wrapping
perfectly around the handle and your finger was made to rest
lightly on the steel trigger. And the knowledge of what it can do.
It just feels great to hold a gun and there is no getting around
it.

But kids don’t overanalyze things like that. They
just go with the feeling. That’s one of the great parts of being a
kid. There are no quarrels with life yet. It wasn’t until much
later—after President Kennedy was shot—that I would develop my
worldview about guns and men who played with them in their
basements. But a year before that, something else happened that I
would never forget. Something that taught me who I was.

My father wasn’t a hunter. I’m not exactly sure why,
but the hunting thing wasn’t a necessary part of owning the .22. I
don’t recall it ever entering my mind that I would ever actually
shoot something that was alive. We weren’t against hunting or
anything, so I didn’t have any opinions yet. I just hadn’t thought
about it much. Back in 1960, hunting was as American as a Chevy
Impala. Nobody was against it. Hunting was something men did
with their buddies and their sons. And, if they were lucky, they
brought home a big buck and got to mount the rack in the living
room, so all who entered would know that they killed it with just
their bare hands and a big-ass rifle.

Hemingway was very popular. Hunting, fishing, and
bullfighting were things that men did to reassure themselves that
they were alive. It always seemed strange to me that causing death
was thought of as the certain way to be sure that a man existed as
a living thing. I always imagined Hemingway looking down at the
African creature he had shot and thinking, You are dead, my old
friend. I’m sorry for you, but it is the only way I can be sure
that I am alive.

One summer Sunday, my family went fishing at a farm
that a friend of my father’s owned. The farm had a pond and Dad
definitely was a fisherman. Everyone was a fisherman. Except
me. I fished, but it bored me to death. I never got it. I still
don’t. It wasn’t that I felt sorry for the fish. It hadn’t occurred
to me that they were alive or anything. It just didn’t seem like
any fun. Maybe if I had read Thoreau or Hemmingway, it would have
seemed more meaningful. But I was only eleven, so the extent of my
reading was baseball cards. When I wasn’t pretending to be fishing,
I would swim in part of the pond, and Dad and my sister would fish
in another part.

It was my sister who hooked the snapping turtle while
fishing for sunfish. It was a huge, incredibly ugly relic from the
age of dinosaurs. I had never seen one. This was not the little
turtle you kept in a goldfish bowl and painted. This was Godzilla.
A snapping turtle, my father told us, could take your fingers or
toes off. And would. They were mean. This one sure looked
mean. I had brought my .22 with me so that we could do some
target-shooting. My father told me to go get my rifle out of the
Plymouth station wagon. When I came back, he told me to go ahead
and shoot the snapping turtle.

I wasn’t sure. But he told me to shoot it in the
head, and I did. It took a while to die. Snapping turtles are tough
that way.

I need to make something clear. This was officially a
father-sanctioned kill and the snapping turtle execution
needed to be done. My father told me it
was what I was supposed to do. It was a safety issue
for my family and everything. This should not have seemed like a
morally gray area. But it bothered me and I never got over it. To
this day, I don’t think I have gotten over it. The moment I pulled
the trigger, I knew it was wrong.

Where, I often wonder, did that idea of wrongness
come from? Certainly not from my father. Not from my country or
culture. Not from any disembodied voice I heard. And it really
doesn’t matter. I was never surer of anything in my life than the
wrongness of killing that turtle. It came from inside was all I
knew. I understood what I felt and what I felt was shame. It didn’t
feel cool like it was supposed to. It felt wrong. That’s how
I knew it was. I never picked up the .22 again. Not even to
target-shoot. Never took it out of its case.

That was the day I became me.

Not long after that, I remember thinking about the
story of Abraham and Isaac I learned about in Hebrew school. I
decided it was bullshit. It was a horrible story. And if it was a
horrible story, then the commandment about honoring your father
wasn’t really inviolate. What if your father was a bad man who did
bad things? I didn’t have one of those fathers, but what if I did?
Did a son still have to honor him if his father beat his mother
after eight beers? Did that commandment have to be amended? Were
there exceptions? And if I could ask questions about the Ten
Commandments and the Bible, it was open season on everything I had
been told.

It was a few years later that Lee Harvey Oswald shot
President Kennedy with a mail-order rifle. I distinctly remember
wondering if, for Oswald, watching the bullet hit Kennedy in the
head was kind of like what it was for me with the turtle. I decided
that it wasn’t. We were different. We were made differently.
And it was something at our core that made us different. But, at
the same time, there was something the same. We both went off in
directions that no one could have foreseen. They were just
different directions. Oswald had a very clear and certain
worldview. He had signed on to an ism. It was called communism. I
didn’t know much about it, but I knew enough to figure out that if
it encouraged people to commit murder, it was a bad way of
thinking. I didn’t know then that the death toll directly
attributable to the communist way of thinking was approaching one
hundred million. I began to question everything. I was probably
very annoying.

Fast-forward to me at thirty-three. I hated guns and
it was part of my worldview. I had decided
that the NRA was made up of desperate, impotent, right-wing
fanatics, who fondled their guns in the basement and practiced
quick-draw moves in front of a mirror like Robert De Niro’s
character in Taxi Driver. They were the guys who
wanted to be ready when the commies came pouring across the
Canadian border to gang rape their pick-up trucks. They couldn’t
wait for the invasion day, because when they got to fight the
commies, they would get the respect they deserved. That’s how I saw
them.

I particularly hated the crime guns. The Saturday
Night Specials, which seemed to me to be custom-designed for
holding up 7-Elevens. Around this time, I met Olen Kelley. Olen was
an assistant manager of a Safeway grocery store. One night, when he
was closing up his grocery store, an armed robber shot him in the
shoulder with a Saturday Night Special. He survived. He was fine,
actually. But he was angry about thugs with handguns. The gun that
put a hole in him was a .38 caliber made by a German company called
Rohm Gesellschaft. It was called an RG Special. Gun guys would tell
you it was a piece of crap. It sold for about thirty dollars. You
couldn’t hit much with it from twenty-five feet. But it worked real
well if you were sticking it somebody’s face during a hold-up.

I listened to Olen’s story and I decided to do what
lawyers do. I would sue the shit out of R.G. Industries. I think I
sued them for a hundred billion dollars. I used theories that had
never been used before. A law professor would have opined that they
were complete bullshit. I sued them for strict liability for an
inherently dangerous instrumentality, and aiding and abetting an
assault and battery, and negligence.

There were canons of ethics in my profession that
said you could get disbarred for filing stupid lawsuits, and most
analysts agreed that mine was one of the stupidest suits ever
filed. I didn’t care. I had the best of all possible worlds: a
German arms manufacturer that everyone would associate with the
poison gas manufacturer, I.G. Farben; a gun custom-made for crime;
a sympathetic client; an anti-gun worldview. Plus, I should mention
that I knew damn well that I was going to be on TV. I knew that
because I called them and told them all about my suit and they
became very excited. I became a one-man legal freak show.

And I won. Let me write that part again in case you
missed it. I won. The Court of Appeals of Maryland bought my
harebrained legal theory. I got up at oral argument and did what I
always did—waved my arms around and raised my voice and acted
outraged. To this day, I cannot figure out why they bought it. I
agreed with them, but there was no legal basis for their decision.
And, to this day, no other court anywhere has bought it.

I was about to become a star. My very first stop on
the Howie Tour was New York City and NBC’s TODAY Show.
Jane Pauley, me, and the official mouthpiece for
the National Rifle Association—who, I am sure, was busy printing
targets with my head in the middle. A four-minute segment going out
live to eleven million viewers. Before I went on, I
remember thinking that if I got a bad case of nerves and threw up
on a live show, the entire country would be watching. That was not
comforting.

The day had not started off well. The NBC mega-limo
had picked me up that morning at the Berkshire Hotel and the driver
had come into the lobby with a sign that had my name on it. It was
a crowded lobby, and everyone was paying attention when he called
my name—Mr. Siegel, Mr. Howard Siegel. That was me. I proudly strode across the lobby with my
That’s right, it’s me, and I am bad to the bone gait. The
limo driver opened the back door and I got in. And missed the back
seat because it was so far in back of me and not where I expected
it to be. I thought about explaining that this was a Zen exercise I
do before I go on a show, but decided against it. However, while I
had not prepared adequately for the limo ride, I had prepared for
the sound bite war with the NRA guy.

Having watched these kinds of TV mini-debates, I had
figured out that the guy with the best sound bites always wins.
It’s like the fight in the hall in junior high school. If you could
hit a guy once before he was ready—hard, in the nose—the fight was
over. A knee to the balls worked well, too, but that was considered
to be against the rules. Nobody came back from a good nose shot.
Ow, that really hurts takes the fight right out of a guy. So
I had prepared hard-on-the-nose shot. And when the bell went off
and Jane asked me some dumb question, I told her I was glad she
asked that, ignored her, and hit that NRA guy with a solid sound
bite nose-shot while he was still practicing his on-camera disdain
look. I leveled him. He never recovered. We rode back to D.C. on
the same plane and he was very complimentary. He told me I logged
over three minutes of a four-minute spot and he was going to catch
hell. He also urged me to run for Congress because my position and
decibel level would raise more money for the NRA than any scare
tactic they could come up with.

What I discovered about myself that day was that I
was fast and clever. In a street fight, fast and clever will kick
the shit out of smart almost every time. It was never going to be a
fair fight. Live TV was all about street fighting. When I got home,
I had a media run that lasted about two more weeks. Two weeks in
the media equals the proverbial fifteen minutes of fame that
everybody is supposed to be entitled to. (I would go on to have a
lot more media time about fifteen years later, but that’s another
story.)

I was doing a radio show not long after my TODAY
Show glory, and making all my clever canned
arguments about guns, and saying things like, “The NRA would fight
for the right of every idiot to have tactical nuclear weapons in
his basement” (I still think they would take that
position if you got them in a closed room and gave them some hash
brownies) , and pissing everybody on the other side off and having
a grand old time, when an elderly black man called in to ask a
question.

“Mr. Siegel,” he said, “I live in the projects in
D.C. I’m seventy-four years old. My daughter and my two
grandchildren live with me. This neighborhood is full of drug
dealers, junkies, murderers, and armed robbers who will break into
your house and shoot you for a dollar. I’m guess’n you live in the
safe suburbs and don’t need a gun. I do. The police don’t come
here. I have an RG Special. It’s all I can afford. It will work
just fine when the time comes, but I hope to God it doesn’t.”

It wasn’t a sound bite. It wasn’t canned, fast, or
clever. But it was true. My nose hurt. With one well-placed, gentle
punch, that old man shattered my impregnable fortress. I had never
considered people like him and their need for a cheap way to defend
themselves. What that old man did was kill my worldview. And I
never forgot it. Thank you, old man, whatever your name was. I’m
sure you have passed on. I will never forget you.

You see, I had a vested interest in my worldview. It
was getting me TV time, and TV time is a valuable commodity in this
world. The more air time I got, and the more I honed my arguments,
the stronger my worldview became. I was floating on my own hot air.
And then it got shot to pieces. The answer was that it’s a
complicated issue. It was something that no ism could wrap up
neatly. The guys over at the NRA could learn a thing or two from
that old man. But I doubt that they would see it the same way that
I do. They would say the country would be the way God intended if
every man women and child carried a gun.

As I was editing this, twenty-six people—twenty of
them little children ages six and seven—were massacred by a
twenty-year-old man in Newtown, Connecticut. His name is not, and
should never be, important to anyone. The slaughter was made
tragically efficient by his use of a Bushmaster semi-automatic
assault rifle. It looks exactly like the kind the teenagers pretend
to use when they play video slaughter-fest games. That’s what this
young killer did for hours on end in his room. The weapon belonged
to his mother. She apparently left him access to it, and was
herself shot by her son multiple times. She was described as a “gun
enthusiast.”

The Bushmaster AR-15 is not a gun designed for target
shooting. It is not a gun designed for self-defense. Unless, of
course, you are planning on defending yourself against the guys who
are coming for you in the “black helicopters”. It is a weapon
designed to kill groups of human beings more efficiently. This is
exactly how it was used at Sandy Hook Elementary School. Killing
lots of people is its specific design purpose.

An ad run by Bushmaster last recently in Maxim, a
real man’s magazine, shows the weapon with the caption, “Consider
your man card reissued.” Another ad in the Bushmaster “man card
series” explains that a little boy named Colin is unmanly because
he avoids eye contact with tough 5th grader classmates and
pronounces that is man card is revoked. Bushmaster thinks a
semi-automatic weapon sales campaign that mentions elementary
school children is clever and funny. Wayne LaPerrier, a real man, a
messiah to gun enthusiasts, and CEO of the National Rifle
Association, loves weapons like this one. He thinks they should be
available to almost everyone. He thinks our country would be a
better place to live if more people owned them and carried them to
church, schools, bars, hospitals, and rallies of people he
considers political opponents. Wayne and the NRA think that assault
weapons make us safer, better, and more manly. They seem to believe
that we need to have them to use against the government in the
event they decide that they government is going to come for us in
the dreaded black helicopters. That’s when they will be able to
resort to what Arizona senatorial Tea Party candidate and
professional lunatic Sharon Angle called “a second amendment
solution.”

One of the government actions that prompted Sharon to
threaten a “second amendment solution” (which, I assume, means
shooting government officials who were elected by a majority of the
people in democratic elections who didn’t vote in accordance with
her worldview) was the passage of health care legislation to cover
fifty million people who did not have access to it. Sharon was
happier when they were uninsured. Sharon had decided that the
legislation was unconstitutional. The Supreme Court disagreed.
Maybe there should be a second amendment solution for everyone who
disagrees with Sharon. By the way, she almost won.

Today, the Westboro Baptist Church (you remember
them—they picketed funerals of the returning dead United States
soldiers with signs that said “God hates fags”) said that they
wanted to picket the Sandy Hook Elementary School “to sing praise
to God for the glory of his work in executing his judgment.” These
“people of God” fully support and delight in a slaughter of
children they are convinced was ordered up by their God to punish
the people of Connecticut for allowing gay marriage.

I am trying to decide who is more despicable: the
Westboro Church or the NRA/Bushmaster/Sharon Angle crowd. Which
worldview is more insane, God hates fags or God loves guns? The
Westboro people are clearly crazier, but the NRA probably does more
actual damage to this country, so I’m having a tough time deciding.
Did you know that the NRA opposes restrictions on silencers and
cop-killer armor piercing bullets? I guess a man has a right to
protect his ears when he shoots a burglar who is hiding behind his
refrigerator.







Notes

- The Saturday Night Special case I argued was
Kelley v. R.G. Industries. In 2005, under pressure from the
NRA, Congress passed a law banning any suits against gun
manufacturers for the criminal use of their weapons, regardless of
who they sell them to or how they are marketed. (http://www.constitution.org/2ll/bardwell/kelley_v_rgindustries.txt)
This is the same Congress that repealed the assault weapons ban at
the insistence of the NRA. Had the ban been in effect, the weapon
that was used in the Sandy Hook massacre would probably not have
been purchased by the shooter’s mother. I wonder if the NRA is
proud of its work, advocating for legalization of silencers and
Bushmasters. Actually, I don’t wonder at all.
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Elephants, Voltaire, and Rick Perry



In 1997, the Toronto Zoo had a wonderful elephant
exhibit. They had a small herd of them in a very natural setting.
In Toronto. That’s in Canada. Where it snows all the time. And
National Geographic reported that the zoo had a policy about
non-intervention insofar as what goes on inside the animal
exhibits. They wanted animal life to unfold naturally. In the zoo.
In Toronto. That’s in Canada. Where it snows all the time. This is
the zookeeper worldview that advocates that animals in captivity
should live their lives as God and nature intended. Naturally. In a
zoo.

The zoo people apparently didn’t want the elephants
to be bored, so they thoughtfully hung a very natural truck tire in
the elephant exhibit. The elephants happily banged the tire around
and played the elephant version of tether ball. All of this
occurred exactly the way God and nature intended. In an elephant
exhibit. In the zoo. In Toronto. That’s in Canada. Where it snows
all the time.

One day, one of the elephants tried to kick the tire
with her rear leg and her leg became trapped in the tire hole. She
struggled frantically, but she couldn’t get it out. She began to
panic. It was all caught on film by a man who was visiting with his
children. She was on her way to breaking her rear leg. A broken leg
on an elephant is a serious thing. This is where the zoo’s policy
of noninterventionism in the natural lives of elephants came into
play. A National Geographic video about animal intelligence
explained that the zoo keepers would not help her because, I am
guessing that their policy of noninterventionism dictated that they
sit there and watch her suffer with their thumbs up their asses.
Mother Nature would sort things out. Or she wouldn’t. In the
captive elephant exhibit. The one with the truck tire tether ball
game. In a zoo. In Toronto.

After a while, there were those who had the courage
and the decency to ignore the inane policy of noninterventionism
and come to her rescue. They helped the struggling elephant to free
her leg because they could not stand to see her suffer. And because
it was the right thing to do. I am speaking, of course, of the
other elephants. I wonder if the zookeepers gave each other
high-fives (or possibly terrorist fist-bumps) and concluded that
their policy of letting nature take its course in the affairs of
wild animals and truck tires was the best policy. This was the
proof. You can see the whole thing unfold in a short National
Geographic clip on YouTube.

This incident was an impromptu natural test that
proved their zoo worldview made perfect
sense. In the same way that cutting off the troop buildup in Guam
and concluding that you saved the island from tipping over would
have made perfect sense; if Congressman Hank Johnson had stopped
the troop and equipment buildup on Guam and the island had
continued to float around out there, it would have proved his
theory. It is also probably worth watching his subsequent
explanation to the press after he became the laughingstock of the
universe. I am certain that aliens on the planet Zontar were
holding their sides and snorting alien milk and cornflakes out of
their noses. One of the Congressman’s crack staffers apparently
took him aside and may have explained diplomatically that,
Ahem, islands do not usually flip over, possibly because they
are tethered to the ocean floor with long rubber bands put there by
the island fairies. His subsequent “I knew that” interview was
even funnier than the original performance.

This brings me to Voltaire’s wonderful novel
Candide, which is possibly the best book
ever written about worldviews, nuthouses, and imbeciles. How anyone
can read Candide (even the Cliffs
Notes) and fail to recognize an idiot armed with an ism is beyond
me. Candide is my Bible. Or my anti-Bible. If it had
an ism after it, I might even sign up and order a bumper
sticker.

Professor Pangloss, I’m sure you recall from your
high school or college days, was a philosopher of
metaphysico-theologico-cosmolonigolgy school. Candide is
about “optimism.” What could possibly be wrong with optimism?
Optimists have sunny dispositions and think life is always peachy.
They are the perfect warriors to lead the charge against nattering
nabobs of negativism and far more pleasant to be around.

I am fully aware that you probably aren’t eager to go
back to your college days. You are worrying that if you revisit
Candide, you will have those dreams tonight about the final
coming up and you not having read it or put out the cash for the
Cliffs Notes because you spent your extra spending cash on an ounce
of Maui Wowie. Trust me. It will be okay. It’s just a dream, dude.
Everyone has it. So stay with me. Mellow out. Because you should
have read it the first time around. And on the off-chance that you
did read it, you probably forgot how good it is. So do a J, if you
must, and read on.

Professor Pangloss believed that everything
happened for the best in this, the best of all
possible worlds. Even what seemed like really bad stuff happened
for the best. Once you buy a hat proclaiming that you believe and
are an optimist (Life Is Good!), everything becomes clear. For
example, Pangloss figured out—and did not get credit for
inventing—the logical foundation for the Evangelical theory of
Intelligent Design. (I am trying, by the way, to get an advance to
write the book titled Intelligent Design for Dummies,
but I am told the title is confusing and redundant.) Pangloss
demonstrated the incredible genius involved in the design of the
human nose, and legs and of stones and pigs.

“It is demonstrable,” said
he, “that things cannot be otherwise than as they are; for
as all things have been created for some end, they must necessarily
be created for the best end. Observe, for instance, the nose is
formed for spectacles, therefore we wear spectacles. The legs are
visibly designed for stockings, accordingly we wear stockings.
Stones were made to be hewn and to construct castles, therefore My
Lord has a magnificent castle; for the greatest baron in the
province ought to be the best lodged. Swine were intended to be
eaten, therefore we eat pork all the year round: and they, who
assert that everything is right, do not express themselves
correctly; they should say that everything is best.”

Intelligent Design, aka Creationism, which we
shall delve into shortly, explains so many things more neatly than
evolution. Evolution is so, as Governor Rick Perry put it, “out
there.” I am certain that Sarah Palin understands this “out there”
point of view. She did attend a bunch of community colleges, and I
am certain that she studied Voltaire. Or it could have been
Solitaire. She is easily confused.

Even the shanks, I have found, are for the best. Note
to non-golfers: shanks are the worst thing that can ever happen to
a golfer. The hosel—the little metal tube that connects the face to
the shaft—strikes the ball instead of the club face, and sends it
almost dead right, and always to a place adjacent to the golf
course from which there is no recovery. Shanks can take out a
member of your foursome or a window on a house next to the fairway
that never should have been built there. This usually happens after
a huge, dead center of the fairway drive, when you are feeling smug
and thinking, That’s right, I’m bad to the bone and I’m going to
break eighty today and … oh, fuck me and everyone who looks like
me! I shanked!

The shanks are like quantum particles; they come out
of nowhere in clusters and occur for no discernible reason. They
defy any scientific explanation and the laws of Newtonian physics.
I once hit one hundred forty-four of them in a row on the driving
range. I know that because there are one hundred forty-four balls
in a pyramid of golf balls and I shanked every one of the little
bastards while trying desperately not to. Save your advice. I don’t
want to hear it.

Anyway, Pangloss would have said that were it not for
the shanks, I would not have worked so hard on my swing plane the
next day, making me a better golfer and erasing from my memory the
one hundred-eighteen I recorded on Shanks for Everything
Day, and the ten dollars I lost to the Governor Rick Perry
devotee I was playing with, who laughed so hard at my misfortune
that he started gasping for air and they had to call the rescue
squad. Which also worked out for the best, because they discovered
a blocked artery when they took him to the hospital, and he lived
to vote another day for Governor Rick Perry as a write-in candidate
for president—because, by that point, even Governor Rick may have
come to the conclusion that he was a moron at best, and dropped out
of the presidential race, which turned out to be the best thing for
…

Well, it goes on. And on. And on. In this, the best
of all possible worlds.

Say, Howie. Why do you pick on Governor Rick Perry so
much?

Simple answer: he is a human hanging curve ball out
over the plate and I am always up at bat.

Slightly more complicated answer: I’m glad you asked.
If Rick was just a dope I took Animal Husbandry 101 with, I would
be happy to let him be. The scary thought is that if he was just a
tad smarter and another tad less lazy, he
could have been groomed like the talking head anchorman Ted Baxter
on The Mary Tyler Moore Show, and
become President of the United States of America. You know. The
country with enough nuclear (pronounced and spelled
newculer in Texas) weapons to blow up this and any nearby
planets.

This is the same guy who said, while running for
President, “Evolution is a theory that is out there.” Here is a
letter I wrote to the Dallas News regarding Rick’s worldview and
approach to problem solving.

Finally! A possible Evangelical Presidential
candidate with fresh ideas! A man who can think outside the box. A
man from a State that brought us the unique concept that “really
big” is always the best. From out of the West comes a true American
hero and problem solver. Governor RICK PERRY!

Texas has suffered through a terrible drought this
year. Governor Perry, after a careful analysis, concluded that lack
of rain was the problem. Now, a man of lesser intellect might not
have thought of that. But did Weather Ranger Rick stop there? No
siree, cowboys and cowgirls. He didn’t shrug his shoulders and pass
the buck and say there’s not much we can do. Or suggest we save a
little water by not washing our Hummers. He tackled the problem
head on. In a way that no effete eastern liberal secular pointy
headed college educated snob would have ever thought of. And
this is why we should really think about voting for him. Here is
what he did. He issued a proclamation complete with WHEREASES and
everything.

Thursday, April 21, 2011 Austin, Texas
Proclamation

TO ALL TO WHOM THESE PRESENTS SHALL COME:

WHEREAS, the state of Texas is in the midst
of an exceptional drought, with some parts of the state receiving
no significant rainfall for almost three months, matching rainfall
deficit records dating back to the 1930s; and

WHEREAS, a combination of higher than normal
temperatures, low precipitation and low relative humidity has
caused an extreme fire danger over most of the State, sparking more
than eight thousand wildfires which have cost several lives,
engulfed more than 1.8 million acres of land and destroyed almost
four hundred homes, causing me to issue an ongoing disaster
declaration since December of last year; and

WHEREAS, these dire conditions have caused
agricultural crops to fail, lake and reservoir levels to fall and
cattle and livestock to struggle under intense stress, imposing a
tremendous financial and emotional toll on our land and our people;
and

WHEREAS, throughout our history, both as a
state and as individuals, Texans have been strengthened, assured
and lifted up through prayer; it seems right and fitting that the
people of Texas should join together in prayer to humbly seek an
end to this devastating drought and these dangerous wildfires;

NOW, THEREFORE, I, RICK PERRY, Governor of
Texas, under the authority vested in me by the Constitution and
Statutes of the State of Texas, do hereby proclaim the three-day
period from Friday, April 22, 2011, to Sunday, April 24, 2011, as
Days of Prayer for Rain in the State of Texas. I urge Texans of all
faiths and traditions to offer prayers on those days for the
healing of our land, the rebuilding of our communities and the
restoration of our normal way of life.

IN TESTIMONY WHEREOF, I have hereunto signed
my name and have officially caused the Seal of State to be affixed
at my Office in the City of Austin, Texas, this the 21st day of
April, 2011.



RICK PERRY

Governor of Texas



There you have it. Four WHEREASes and three—count
‘em—three days of prayer! Who else would have thought of that one!
Now I know there are some atheist secular communist types who will
feel compelled to point out that the Texas drought continues up
until this minute. And quite a bit of time has gone by. But that
doesn’t mean it wasn’t a swell idea(r). Probably all that was
needed was an extra day or so of prayer and fasting. I’m sure it
was just a simple math error … . Like the mistake made by End of
Days guy who Governor Perry will probably appoint as Science and
Math Czar together with Michelle Bachman and Sarah Palin who think
gravity and long division are just theories and should be replaced
in the public schools with the theory of miracles which can explain
anything if we just have faith and send our checks in to the many
Dallas TV Mega Churches that have phone lines directly Upstairs.
Those lines are not cheap. Neither is hairspray and make-up.

And I want to point out that Rick’s prayer rally was
almost enormously successful in ending the
drought. We were this close! And
that is why Rick came up with the idea(r) to expand the program and
have prayer rally for all of this great country’s
problems. A national day of Christian prayer and fasting in the
most righteous of all places … Dallas, Texas!

In a video invitation you can watch on YouTube,
Perry says he was inspired by the Old Testament Book of Joel. Not
to be confused with Billy Joel. Specifically his inspiration came
from the apocalyptic passage describing God’s army marching on the
Israelites to punish them for their moral decline. Perry says
America is facing a similar moral crisis today. In Joel, Rick
reminds us, God calls on the Israelites to come together in a
“sacred assembly” with “fasting, with weeping and with mourning.”
Perry said Americans should do the same at the gathering at Reliant
Stadium, where the 2004 Super Bowl was held. Perfect. How Bout Dem
Cowboys!

“Given the trials that beset our nation and world,
from the global economic downturn to natural disasters, the
lingering danger of terrorism and continued debasement of our
culture, I believe it is time to convene the leaders from each of
our United States in a day of prayer and fasting.”

We are often critical of our leaders for being
negative and not coming up with original ideas. Governor Perry,
will never be accused of being a nabob. With his show of brilliance
and ability to tackle our nations complicated problems, he breaks
that mold. But I have decided not to send in a check if he runs.
Instead I will pray that he wins. That should take care of it.

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/308027
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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