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Author’s Note 
 
 This book is a piece of fiction. With a few exceptions, 
if characters or events bear any resemblance to real 
characters or real events, it’s just dumb luck, or a slip of 
the pen.  
 The few exceptions and pen slips: In the case of 
numerous contemporary American politicians, they are 
doing such a startling job of broadcasting fiction, I 
consider them to be fictitious and therefore fitting into a 
piece of fiction like flotsam and jetsam upon the sea; I 
have used Jon Stewart’s real name in his capacity as 
political humorist because he and his fellow wise crackers 
at The Daily Show do such a stand-up job of keeping 
deliberately misinformed citizens slightly less 
hoodwinked; Al Gore appears initially as “Our Man” 
because in his effort to wake people up about 
environmental problems, he can use all the help he can 
get. 
 As I mentioned, this book is a piece of fiction, and 
therefore it tells a pack of lies; but it is curious how 
imbedded within lies, there are a special set of truths. The 
universe is partial to contrast. Contrast promotes the 
perception of depth, and it may be true that in order to 
identify truth, it must be placed in an uncomfortable 
juxtaposition to untruths. 
 Lastly, as I’ve gotten older, I, like many a human 
before me, have had to face the inevitable realization that I 
don’t know doodley squat, and that, more alarmingly, 
those around me know less than I’d assumed, and, further 
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still, that the power hungry buffoons running the show in 
America at the moment know a kind of negative amount: 
they will actually have to climb several leagues, fortify 
themselves with a commodity they have never heard of, 
listen to the elusive broadcast of silence, and be nothing, 
before they can achieve even the exalted point of knowing 
nothing. Instead of spreading their gospels, which look 
remarkably like greed driven lies, they might try shutting 
their cake holes so that in a resulting peace and quiet, 
something like The Truth may emerge. Perhaps they might 
begin by reading The Tao Te Ching or even The Tao of 
Pooh. 
 And here I go, noisily spreading the gospel of 
knowing naught. 
 
Kilcoe, Ireland 
January 2008
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Chapter One: The Fever 
Friday, October 6, 2006 

 
 “Two o’clock, Saturday… mañana. I’ve got it 
scribbled on the calendar,” I say, assuming a patient tone. 
This is the inevitable reminder call—very subtle. 
 “Right. Yer sure, are ye? Ye’ve got it all sorted, 
then?” It’s Pat, group representative. 
 “Yup, got it. Tomorrow, two o’clock, here. Piece a 
cake.”  
 It comes every time I’m to play The Host. They 
usually make some excuse to bypass me and talk to 
Heather, though she doesn’t even meditate. 
 “Are ye going to have time to make something then? 
Or shall I play ghost-chef, like?” 
 “No, no problem, I’ll make some pasta salad.”  
 This time Heather’s not here, so Pat’s being 
particularly thorough.  
 “Oh, it’s pasta salad, is it? Brilliant idea, like. It’s 
fresh, new, distinctive,” he says with soft sarcasm. I do 
tend to make it a lot. “The tea, em, as you know yourself, 
like, Frances’ favorite. What is it, then? I'll give her a call, 
shall I? Do ye want me to come early to sort out the tea? I 
could bring the supper and the pudding then too, like. ’Tis 
no bother, ’t’all.” 
 “No, no, I know what it is; she likes red bush tea. I’m 
certain we have some leftover from last time. I can make 
the pasta salad in the morning.”  
 Abandoning all subtlety, “Nate, ye won’t forget?” 
 “No, I won’t forget. Heather leaves me with 
instructions,” I say with a laugh. 
 “But are they complete, like?” 
 “Ha, ha, yeah right. See ya tomorrow.”  
 “Sure, yer grand, like. Bye for now, then.” 
 I hang up the phone and stare at the wall for a few 
minutes imbedding it with the words “Meditation, 
Saturday, here, 2:00 p.m., food, tea,” encasing it in a 
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cartoon bubble. A cartoon image of myself appears 
standing beneath it: ungainly limbs, enlarged eyes, 
elongated nose, vapid expression; index finger of my left 
hand pointing into my cheek. The first bubble disappears 
and is replaced by another bubble filling with words 
scrolling through it like a tele-prompter: “Why do people 
always assume I’m half baked and incapable of following 
directions or remembering things? Yes, I know how to 
make frickin’ tea! Boil water; aim spout of kettle over tea; 
gravity does the rest! I mean, sheesh!”   
 The cartoon bubble dissolves and I’m left alone, 
pondering my lot in life. 
 The problem living with a (albeit lovable) type-A-
knows-and-does-everything-perfectly personality is she, in 
addition to bossing you around and treating you like 
you’re an idiot, gets the credit for everything so that your 
friends, by osmosis, assume you’re incapable of 
performing the smallest imaginable task without 
instructions designed for the learning capacity of a five 
year old. My boss, who’s only met Heather once, I think, 
even has the same attitude. At least at work, though, I only 
have to endure him for ten, fifteen minutes at the 
beginning of my shift, then, poof, he’s gone like a lemon 
sherbet in the sun; melts into a puddley memory; 
evaporates until the next four p.m. shift rolls in; I appear 
and he re-forms at my office door for another night’s 
monologue; melts, he’s gone—peace and quiet returned. 
 What was his name anyway? I only have to remember 
it for fifteen minutes, five days a week.  
 Einstein said: don’t clutter your head with useless 
information that could be found in a book; it bogs down 
the imagination.  
 I’ll do the drill:  
—3:55 p.m., arrive at work, peer at list of names in the 
foyer of the Holiday Inns of New England headquarters, 
Milk Street Financial District, Boston; 13th floor: Systems 
Analyst Coordinator, James P. Bacon (that’s it, he’s 
James P. Bacon!)  
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—3:58 p.m., enter office cubicle duly sobered by working 
environment; observe view.  
—3:59 p.m., place rear end on chair, (checking carefully 
for protuberant objects left by underdeveloped co-
workers.) 
—4:00 p.m. precisely, enter, stage left, James P. Bacon.  
—4:00-4:12 (approx.), watch mouth of said James P. 
Bacon exercise itself; deposit sound file into memory bank 
JPB2985c (reasons not to become a middle manager).  
—4:13-8:45 p.m., stare at plastic box with plastic screen, 
punch buttons on plastic slab.  
—8:46-9:21 p.m., assume agreeable expression, nod be-
tween bites of plastic vegetarian meal as co-worker, good 
friend, fellow meditator, former college roommate, and 
man who got me this job in the first place, Trev Blanchard 
expounds on the hundred and one reasons why baseball, 
the perfect sport, should be the sport of choice for all 
practicing and semi-practicing Buddhists of Boston, 
naturally, the Red Sox, the team of choice.  
—9:22 p.m., return to Plastic box, screen and slab activity.  
—12:02 a.m., leave Financial District. 
—12:46 a.m., arrive home, Tudor Street, Lynn, Massachu-
setts; inspect table on which sit phone and answering 
machine for messages written in the clear, precisely 
slanted script of beloved type-A girlfriend; read the paper 
long enough to drink one 16 oz. can of Guinness, 
recommended by all true blooded Irish friends named Pat 
O’Malley the world over; eat large bowl of Cheerios while 
watching a few clips from taped news related programs; 
slip into bed unnoticed by type-A girlfriend; and, with the 
aid of a few pages of P. G. Wodehouse, fall into a night of 
sweet dreams. My script for a well-ordered life.  
  I fall into a reverie thinking about the hours ahead: a 
long night of the predictable at work before hosting the 
Boston Bancroft Buddhist’s Meditation Group tomorrow. 
I know; it sounds like a baseball team. I can’t take credit 
for it since I was the last to join. Trev was among the first, 
so that may shed some light on the subject. 
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 Truth is, I get pretty nervous about having people 
come to our place—well, Heather’s place that I moved 
into. Further to the truth—what Pat was trying so 
delicately to address with his twenty questions—is 
normally Heather plays The Hostess and I am just a 
feature, like the useless but valuable Toby Jugs she 
inherited from her wealthy aunt which she displays in a 
glass cabinet in the corner of our living room, looming 
judgmentally behind the couch.  
 Toby Jugs are English made mugs of various shapes 
and sizes, each with a name and character depicting a 
particular expression and walk of life from the more 
anonymous characters like The Night Watchman, The 
Flower Girl, The Trapper or the Old Roof Thatcher, to Old 
Charley and Parson Brown. Then there are the famous 
people and characters like The Mad Hatter and The Ugly 
Duchess (from Alice in Wonderland,) Long John Silver, 
Rip van Winkle, Old King Cole, Robin Hood, Charles 
Dickens and the Duchess of York. I could play the role of 
any number of them, even The Duchess. You watch the 
way Heather runs around this place, cleaning and tidying 
when it’s already neat and tidy, me sitting, mutely amazed, 
watching the proceedings, you’d think I was royalty. Some 
days, I’m The Trapper, wandering through the wilderness 
of Boston; or The Bugler, ceremoniously heralding the 
arrival of The Queen, when Heather returns from her trips. 
Mostly, though, in the presence of Heather The Hostess, 
I’m Nate The Dope.  
 At the moment, Heather’s on a weeklong business trip 
to New York City and I am finding the air changed. My 
mug has changed. I am The Statesman, The Squire; he 
who gets things done: The Triumphant Achiever, The 
Host. I will pour the tea tomorrow night! 
 With a comfortable feeling of self-satisfaction, I leave 
my seat of contemplation and head for the bath to get 
ready for work. I enjoy taking a bath in the middle of the 
day; it’s medicinal. I’ve been fond of soaking in hot baths 
all my life, truth be told, but nowadays I have a further 
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inducement. Shortly after Heather and I hooked up, I 
turned thirty-five and Heather convinced me that I should 
break my record of never having seen a doctor since I was 
eighteen—when I left my hometown of Peoria, Indiana (c. 
1982)—and get a full physical. She even set up an 
appointment for me with her doctor, Dr. Sylvia Green, 
who had integrated homeopathic medicine into her 
practice. Doc. Green quickly discerned that I was teetering 
on manifesting the high blood pressure that runs in my 
family. She recommended I try preventative relaxation 
techniques. She gave me a long list of things I could do, 
including meditation and warm baths, both of which I’ve 
incorporated into my semi-daily routine.  
 So, doctors orders, I take bath time seriously. I take it 
really hot; light a candle; read a book (never a library 
book—code of conduct thing); turn on music (usually 
jazz, but classical fits too, depending on the temporal 
setting of the book I’m visiting). I set aside certain 
authors, which I only read at certain times of the day. 
Almost invariably, P.G. Wodehouse is my bedtime 
reading—light and funny, his predictable world helps to 
channel good dreams. (I’m collecting his books: there are 
over one hundred and twenty—a life-long project.)  
 But for the bath, I like a bit of a dramatic edge, some 
romance is O.K., but not too much: Joanne Harris, Tom 
Robbins or Kurt Vonnegut; E.M. Forster or W. Somerset 
Maugham depending on how much of an anachronism I 
want to experience. (Over one lonely Christmas, about 
eighteen years ago, I read Tolstoy’s Anna Karenina while 
listening to Stravinsky at bath time—wasn’t that a jolly 
Christmas. I’ve since given up on depression as a way of 
life.)  
 With the dim lighting, the moisture filling the room 
like a conduit to other realms, I am able to leave for a 
while; take a wee trip through time and space; harmless 
escapism.  
 Today, I’m revisiting Forster’s A Room With a View 
accompanied by Beethoven’s Eroica playing in the 
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background. They were created about a hundred years 
apart, which makes for an interesting juxtaposition. I’ll 
read for a while, follow where the book and music lead, 
then stop, let the book fall onto the bath mat, close my 
eyes and impersonate one of the characters. I’m not too 
fussy: George is fun, or the parson, Mr. Beebe. Lucy’s an 
alternative I like to employ too. I could wear a dress, one 
of those completely encumbering, but beautifully full 
Edwardian frocks; very spiff; one for daytime, one for 
evening. Heather could come home from her New York 
trip to find her apartment transformed into an Italian villa; 
me, as Lucy parading around the room, poised on the 
verge of adulthood, awaiting the accident that will tumble 
me forward; very nice; unusual. I space out a bit, 
following this line of thought. And after a good soak and 
ramble through my Edwardian fantasy, I get out and towel 
dry, a pleasant sleepiness permeating every province of 
my being. I lie naked on the bed for a while as my head 
passes through the stages of post-immersion dizziness. An 
excellent way to start my workday. 
 After the cooling down phase of my preparing-for-
work ritual, I pull suit number five out of my closet, or, if 
you like, Friday-wear. Working the night shift, I could 
most likely get away with a casual approach to the dress 
code: I might try slacks and a shirt, unbuttoned, with no tie 
and no jacket. In truth, this is the way I end up after the 
dinner break when supervision is diminished. But, as I’ve 
mentioned, there’s the encounter with James P. to get 
through and since I am fundamentally a space cadet—
which means I can only maintain the sophistication 
required to be considered a professional in the world of 
business for about ten minutes at a time before my cover is 
blown—I wear a nice suit each day to lessen the chances 
of this character flaw being noticed.  
 I own six suits, five in regular, numbered use; one 
spare. 
 Friday Wear: suit number five, single breasted, light 
weight, one hundred percent worsted wool, dark sage with 
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thin blue lines; one hundred percent cotton, light blue 
button up shirt; silk tie (Heather helps me pick out my 
ties); Italian leather shoes (recommended by my fashion 
conscious friend, Keith.) 
 It’s a very convincing disguise. I think I have them 
fooled. 
 While most people about this time in the afternoon are 
thinking about leaving work in a few hours, I’m getting 
ready for it. It’s enjoyable having a schedule that runs 
opposite the normal trend. While I’m commuting into 
work, the traffic, the congestion is out-bound—my visits 
to the grocery store are also at odd hours—so I don’t have 
to experience many lines, not even on the subway. I like to 
take the Boston subway, or the T as it’s called, from 
Wonderland Station just beyond Login Airport. The Blue 
Line takes me straight to State Street or Government 
Center. Wonderland is a racetrack; I think it’s for dogs, 
poor things; I haven’t been. Life itself seems to me to be 
in possession of enough uncertainty without going out and 
looking for extraneous stakes. 
 The T is useful. There’s time for contemplation. 
Living in the mind has this advantage: events can be 
taking place without my needing to pay attention. 
Automatic pilot. I don’t think this jives well with Buddhist 
thought, but most people seem to employ this method of 
maintaining sanity in a city. So much life is happening, to 
take in every moment, to live in the moment, for many 
would bring on a nervous breakdown; over-stimulation. 
 A few weekends ago, Heather, myself and my best 
mate, the aforementioned Pat O’Malley, drove north to 
Vermont to visit friends who had recently decamped from 
their Boston row house for the calm of the country. They 
had just born their second child when they had decided to 
move due to several drug related crime incidences in their 
Boston neighborhood. It’s harder to ignore crime when 
you have children; having kids highlights the realization 
that cities are scary, unpredictable places. Me, I’ve 
thought it ever since arriving in Boston from Peoria, a 
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subdued suburb in Indiana in 1982 to take my place 
amongst the ranks of undergraduates studying computer 
science, only I’m too lazy to do anything about it. I 
suppose a kid might motivate me, but this type of 
encouragement has yet to enter into things. Then there was 
Nine-Eleven, 2001, which created a panic and a major 
exodus from American cities like Boston and New York. 
Suddenly it was no longer just fashionable to have a place 
in the country; it was essential.  
 Thus far, people like myself, Heather, Pat—several of 
our other friends—seem immune to this anxiety-driven 
exodus, so off the three of us went, childless and 
unfashionable, to Vermont to visit our fashionable friends: 
firmly established members of the ever increasing city-
escapee population.  
 What I don’t get about these escapees, a fairly well-
educated lot on the whole, is why they don’t think about 
the fact that, by escaping the overly populated areas and 
going to the country where they then procreate to the tune 
of three to four, even five creations, they are just creating 
another place that is going to suffer and change from 
overpopulation and become scary in it’s own right. Leave 
the cities if you must, but consider the poor planet and try 
birth control or adoption after the first or second one pops 
out. Frustrated by this trend in society, my friends and I 
joined an organization called Population Connection, 
which tries to raise awareness about the impact of 
overpopulation on the unsuspecting environment. But 
that’s politics—my mother always said don’t talk about 
religion or politics when making new acquaintances: it 
only breeds enmity. 
 Vermont, like most places on earth, is a place full of 
dichotomies. On the one hand, there are vast expanses of 
beauty surrounding quiet, small towns with people leading 
conscientious lives; my sister Sadie used to live there and 
has nothing but good things to say about it. But then I’ve 
heard dark tales as well, making any attempt to escape city 
crime by moving there like jumping from the frying pan 
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into the fire. In addition to my sister, I’ve known two sets 
of friends who moved to Vermont to escape the city: one 
successfully; the other, not so much, at least not in the 
long run. My friend, George, whom I knew from college, 
chose a terrifically beautiful place to settle years ago, right 
after graduation in 1986. Trouble was, in the end, some of 
the people in the community violently resented outsiders 
moving into what they considered their rightful territory; 
they didn’t like the politics of the newcomers. (They 
naturally and conveniently disregarded any earlier claims 
that might have been made by the Abenaki or Mahican 
tribes.) George eventually—about five years ago—got run 
out of town by hysterical gun toting maniacs. I remember 
listening to his account in utter amazement: it was a story 
right out of the Wild West. 
 Our other Vermont friends, Meg and Gene, live in an 
intensely beautiful place where the “natives” accepted 
outside influence, and decided to work with it. It’s a 
friendly, welcoming community. Their house is high up on 
a hill, overlooking a lush valley with vast expanses of 
trees interrupted only by rock walls surrounding rolling-
meadows; more cows than people. A short drive away is 
the quaint village with a church, country store, post office 
and huge fairgrounds. They live in a quintessential 
paradise, except in April, which was when we visited them 
the last time; then the place is a colossal muddy mess. Dirt 
roads melting in the spring: not a pretty site. Our ancient 
Volvo got stuck twelve inches into the mud on the edge of 
their road; our muffler has yet to recover. Heather, Gene 
and I had to get out and push. No, it wasn’t pretty. I would 
describe in detail the face-plant I took, however, at this 
time I feel I am not up to the challenge of re-living it.  
 Eventually, a very smug local man had to be called in 
to tow us out with his spiffy new John Deer tractor. 
Judging by the expression on his face as he looked the 
situation over, I have no doubt he enjoyed many a free 
beer at his local bar that night as he told the tale of the 
idiot city slickers caught in three feet of mud; how he had 
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to carry the ladies to safety because the males of the 
group, sporting inadequate footwear, were too inept to 
take care of things. Such stories make valuable currency. 
 But on this occasion, having learned the lessons of 
spring in Vermont, we came for the fair. Once a year, in 
celebration of the fall harvest, they have the World’s Fair 
when people come to smile at each other’s cattle, pigs, 
horses, zucchini, root vegetables, pie. You name it, they 
seem to have invented a category where you can enter and 
win a prize. I hear the competition and rivalry can be quite 
fierce in certain categories. I was so taken by the thing that 
I was ready to sign up for life in the country, put on my 
overalls and park myself on the front porch of my own 
restored nineteenth century farmhouse and start 
strategizing about winning next year’s pasta salad 
competition, my specialty, what I invariably bring to pot-
luck dinners, which has made me quite a self-proclaimed 
expert. Moving-to-the-country: it makes for fulfilling 
fantasy material. 
 Apparently, I am an escapist. At least that’s what I’ve 
been accused of being by people who know me well. I 
don’t view it as escapism, per se. Creative Supplementary 
Imagery would be a better term in my opinion. I dream 
vividly when I sleep and I employ a similar style—thought 
experiments, or day dreams—in my waking hours, some 
of which are too boring to expect one hundred percent of 
my attention. Perhaps I do it too much, but how much is 
too much? 
 For example, during the last two weeks, I have 
employed this moving-to-the-country fantasy more and 
more in order to get me through my subway journeys, or 
through particularly taxing conversations I might be 
having with my boss, Heather, relatives, or other 
challenging people. It’s quite useful; helps me keep my 
cool in situations that might otherwise trigger 
unpleasantness in me. (I do have a bit of a temper.) I 
conjure idyllic homes, neighbors, pets—the works. 
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 Thus today, agreeably occupied with visions of 
myself, hoe in hand, tilling a garden plot out the backyard 
of my Vermont country farmhouse, the trip into work as 
The Commuter on the Boston T is a breeze.  
 From Government Center, I head out into the fall 
afternoon. State Street station is closer to where I work, 
but I enjoy watching people as I walk along Court Street 
to State Street, up Kilby. There’s a particularly enticing 
alley off Kilby with which I tempt my former self. I used 
to enjoy the sport of dumpster diving when still a shining 
youth at Northeastern University, but now, in my one 
hundred percent worsted woolen suit and Italian leather 
shoes—The Professional, The Businessman—I resist.  
 From Kilby, it’s on to Milk Street. The air is crisp, the 
sun shining and I regret not taking a stroll down to the 
beach before work. Starbucks coffee is the brightener I 
need in order to feel right about entering the building, so I 
head south to my preferred form of upliftment. I’ll 
consume a chai tea most days, not wanting to subject my 
innards to too much zing, but this day feels special. I go 
the whole hog: dark roast, black, no frills. 
 My night of work goes surprisingly quickly as a result. 
I’m in the groove; all is right; everything is falling neatly 
into place. I would elaborate, but I try not to bore myself, 
or others, by describing in any detail what I do at work. 
One or two people have concluded that this reluctance to 
speak of it must be due to it’s being top secret in some 
way. I dare say there are a few secretive things that occur 
in the rooms of Holiday Inns the world over, but I 
wouldn’t pay attention to them were they thrust in my 
face, which thankfully they are not. I have my own 
imagination, a smart, beautiful, if overly perfect, thirty-
five year old girlfriend and numerous friends, both 
Buddhist and otherwise with which I prefer to occupy my 
waking hours outside work. So there it is. But a hint to the 
desperately curious: Trev and I analyze numbers, report 
them to the people at H.Q. in Atlanta and keep the 
computer systems of Holiday Inns running in the 
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northeast, from four p.m. to midnight, Monday through 
Friday, forty-nine weeks of the year. That is two hundred 
and fifty days, or two thousand hours per year I spend with 
my mind fairly well focused on what Holiday Inns of New 
England (or HINE as we refer to it on our dinner breaks, 
or outside work) wants in a Systems Analyst. All other 
hours are reserved. (Besides, I have yet to see a Toby Jug 
labeled The Systems Analyst, we simply haven’t arrived.)  
 Take the one, sometimes two, hours after work, before 
slumber. Tonight, the moon shining fully and brightly in a 
cloudless sky, as though beckoning me to prowl the night, 
I make the colossal mistake of actually paying attention to 
the news I normally have Heather record for me. 
Somehow, the act of setting the VCR to record myself 
obliges me to watch the news and The Daily Show, each 
from beginning to end.  
 I’ve been pretty riled up since the coup that took place 
in this country in the year 2000 when the world’s madness 
seemed to converge in the strange and corruptible state of 
Florida. We all waited expectantly in our little Buddhist 
meditation group when, leaving meditation for a night, we 
had gathered together in Salem, Massachusetts to watch 
the ABC news broadcaster tell us about the presidential 
election. He and his band of commentators revealed their 
true selves when Florida was announced, based on exit 
polls, to have ascended to The Democrats. Our man had 
won! The ABC guy and his team were overtly excited by 
the news. They began talking about what this would mean 
for the country, how it would affect the Congress. They 
were giddy as school kids.  
 We all jumped for joy in my friend Keith’s cluttered 
home and though I dislike champagne, I enjoyed drinking 
it. There were tens of minutes when the world seemed 
right: Our Man, The Environmentalist, Our Man, the fairly 
humble, Christian humanist, had won. America was saved 
from a fate worse than death. The Neo-Cons would have 
to slither back into their holes, their evil plans, foiled.  
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 But then, the ground fell from beneath us—they 
weren’t so sure they had called it right—and hours and 
days and weeks of waiting ensued. It felt very much like a 
dark machine had begun it’s work, and soon some tosh 
from Texas was announced by The Supremes to be our 
Pres. Had a coup actually succeeded here in the U.S. of 
A.? Surely Our Man would fight this. But, no… Our Man 
eventually conceded. The Dark Ages descended upon the 
land, “from the mountains, to the prairies, to the oceans 
white with foam.” 
 In my mind, the exact moment when we plummeted 
back into the Dark Ages—the grand old days when it was 
easy to rule populations by maintaining the precedence of 
ignorance as a prerequisite for religious devotion and 
faith—was when the bright light of hope left the ABC 
anchorman’s eyes and he was forced to announce, only 
minutes after he had declared Fla. to have gone left, that 
their exit polls were in error. Too soon to call. His 
countenance returned to its mask of professionalism, his 
cohorts became stoic, their cynical tone revived, and by 
April, 2005, he was out of here. So were the CBS and 
NBC guys—well they just moved laterally, the ABC guy 
made the last big leap into eternity. Though the majority 
had spoken the name of Our Man, the minority 
bamboozled better.  
 Shortly after the coup, I tried to sublimate my feelings 
by writing a parody of the Lord’s Prayer using lines like… 
 
Our father who art in Texas, hallowed be thy name.  
My kingdom come, my will be done,  
All over this earth as it is in Texas. 
 
…to a catchy, jazzy tune, sung accompanied by a guitar, 
but in the end, my Methodist-Presbyterian conscience 
wouldn’t allow the sacrilege. I kept the tune and just use 
the original words. A friend of mine’s teenage daughter 
was disappointed with this decision. I played the Texas 
version for her once, but after she told me how cool it was, 
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how great a video it would make, I told her I had 
abandoned it due to a religious conscience. She looked at 
me as though I were a stupid, old fool—which I could not 
refute—and retired to her room to listen to music created 
by bands I’ve never heard of. I envy her. Having been 
brought up outside any particular religious doctrine—no 
hell or damnation for this young mind to wrestle with—
she was unable to understand why I was having an internal 
conflict; God bless her. 
 Thus, leftover after all these years of living in the 
Dark Ages, are the unexpressed feelings of frustration, 
embarrassment and horror that I and others of a certain 
political persuasion—as well as a growing group from 
their own constituency—feel about The Neo-Cons and 
their behavior in the world at large.  
 After viewing the news clips of what they’d been up 
to today—their standard fare of lying to and manipulating 
people, misdirecting money and spreading yet more anti-
American feeling through their warmongering, but 
furthermore, the uncovering of fifty million dollars in cash 
that has gone astray in the effort to “rebuild” Iraq—I sit 
dumbfounded on the couch yearning to call one of my 
friends and run through the drill, the par-for-the-course 
venting we usually do with each other.  
 But it’s late. I might wake somebody up. Waking 
Keith up is always entertaining, but somehow even this 
ritual doesn’t fill the bill; to just complain about it in the 
usual way doesn’t reflect my mood. The fever of indig-
nation burning as brightly as the moon—and not having 
the usual inducement to go to bed—I grab my guitar out of 
its case and start noodling on the couch. A very simple 
melody to an equally simple I, IV, V country music chord 
progression rises from the depths. I grab some paper from 
the drawer in the coffee table. Some lyrics seem to be 
handed to me on a gold platter: 
 
I’ll Rustle me up some Texas,  
By Rustlin’ all over the world. 
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I’ll Rustle me up some foreign punks 
From a whole ‘nother part of the world. 
I’ll Rustle me up some al Qaeda 
I’ll Rustle in Pakanistan too. 
I may be stuck in Washington, 
But I’m Rustlin’ all over the world. 
 
 It’s like the Pres wrote the thing himself. He walks out 
on stage; the perfect character actor, an archetypal Texan, 
the quintessential American cowboy. I start to envision 
him playing the guitar and singing the song. Then—even 
better—he, his Vice Pres., his Secretary of Defense and 
his Secretary of State all doing a dance number together: 
dancing, hand movements, smiles and silliness (though in 
their case the last category must be titled Deadly Silliness). 
With this vision, another verse is handed to me, this time 
my mind conjures a silver platter: 
 
I’ll Rustle me up some Texas,  
By Rustlin’ all over the world. 
I’ll Rustle me up French diplomats 
I’ll Rustle all the lefties in Spain. 
I’ll Rustle me up those U.N. leaders 
I’ll Rustle in Russia too. 
I may be stuck in Washington, 
But I’m Rustlin’ all over the world. 
 
 An instrumental break with some hip swaggering 
choreography; a trumpet for the Pres.; trombone for the 
Serpent of Defense; and a tuba—yes a tuba fits nicely—
for the V.P. Finally, a vigorously maniacal crescendo into 
the slithering sounds of a clarinet: the Serpent of State. I 
march around the room, peer out the kitchen window at 
the moon’s blatancy. With a big, mad, stampeding, 
marching band dancing through my head, another verse 
pops into view on a brass platter: 
 
I’ll Rustle me up some Texas,  
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By Rustlin’ all over the world. 
I’ve Rustled me up in poor Iraq 
I’ll Rustle in Irania too. 
I’ll Rustle me up in North Kairea 
I’ll Rustle in China too. 
No one’ll dare to disagree 
Cuz I’m Rustlin’ all over the world. 
 
 I play it over and over again. Soon, I sit back in my 
chair, exhausted, my febrility abated and the vision of 
slumber moves a cloud across my imagination. I notice it’s 
after four o’clock in the morning as I crawl into bed 
wearing only a smile of satisfaction and, after a mere three 
pages of P.G. Wodehouse, out goes my knowledge of the 
sublunary world. 




