Laundry Mat Diplomat

By Robert Ginnaven


I took the John Kerry sticker off of my bumper the day after the election.  Then, I quit reading the paper for a while and choked down some crow for those near and dear to me who picked the winning ticket.  I have resisted the temptation to offer excuses because I was raised to be a good sport.  Once, I threw my bat after being struck out.  Just once.  (My Dad was watching, and waiting for me behind the dugout). Now, when I lose a case or a game of Scrabble, I’m the first to greet my opponent with a handshake.  Just because I think I’m always right doesn’t make it so, as life has so generously reminded me over the years.  So, I’ve gone back to the drawing board to figure out what went wrong, and to work on a new playbook for the next season.


The facts have not changed since before the election.  The reasons we were given for going to war with Iraq were not true then, and they are not true now.  That Bush was reelected had less to do with whether he was honest about the reasons for war, and more about the obvious fact that the majority in this country walk the walk and talk the talk of our President.  We Americans just don’t like to pussyfoot around.  And right now we’re making enough noise to let the rest of the world hear us coming.  Either get out of the way or get trampled by the stampede.  Freedom is on the march, after all.


Most of us recognize that it’s okay to lie to our children about Santa Claus.  The means justifies the end of imprinting the wonder of the magic of Christmas on their immature minds.  Whenever I found out about Old St. Nick, I did not despair any longer than it took for me to see there were still presents under the tree.  Neither have I lost faith since understanding the mythic nature of religion.  True or not, the old stories have served the purpose of giving many of us hope that this life is not all there is to it.  


Sure, I was mad as hell when I realized Bush lied to take us to war.  In fact, I’m still smarting.  But I can’t help but admit that unless the pictures coming in from Iraq after their election were produced in Hollywood, I’m feeling kind of warm and fuzzy about the idea of freeing the oppressed peoples of the world.  If a free world is the gift that Bush intends to leave under the tree, maybe we ought to get over the lies that got us where we are and support the effort now.  But let’s be realistic.  If we are going to keep freedom on the march, it’s going to cost a lot of money, and more lives.  We’re going to have to raise taxes.  We’re going to have to tighten our belts, too.  No more of this wasteful spending on our wasteful lifestyles.  We need to enact laws encouraging alternative sources of power to free us from dependence on oil.  And as long as we’re in the business of spreading freedom, let’s spend a little money here at home and free our workforce from an oppressive minimum wage, provide our citizens free health care, increase teacher pay, and release those folks who are in prison for committing crimes that hurt no one but themselves.            


Strange as it seems, I’m finding myself agreeing with our President’s dream of a world free of tyranny and full of peace.  As is often the case in this country, most of us share the same goals; we just differ on how to get there.  Looking ahead to the next election, if the Democrats have any chance of regaining the White House, it will be because they field a candidate, like Bush, who knows how to swagger into a laundry mat and tell the folks who are too busy to keep up with what’s going on in the world what they want to hear, whether it is true or not.

