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Shutdown at the OK Corral

DIRTY MINDS
Last week I reprinted a post from
PacificaRiptide.com, in which the
writer complained about a road
hog encountered on Linda Mar
Boulevard and called him a name
associated with a feminine hygiene
product. According to Webster’s
dictionary, this is also a name for
an offensive person, and it has
been in the dictionary since about
1963. I am not going to repeat the
name here because last week a
Tribune reader got upset that his
daughter read the name in the pa-
per and had to ask him what it
meant. So I am not going to men-
tion the name, even though in it-
self it is not a dirty word. It is a
perfectly innocent rubber product
found hanging in many women’s
showers. Well, folks, let’s get to it.
Here is my apology: I am sorry the

Skydiving for
Obama

There was a time, back in college
when I was young and reckless, that I
was co-President of the Penn State Sky-
diving Club (though we used to jump
from a site south of Cleveland, OH.) And
let me say to those who ask what would
make a sane person jump out of a per-
fectly good airplane that I never DID
jump out of a perfectly good airplane. I
jumped out of a rattling Cessna held
together by wood glue and duct tape. I
felt safer jumping with a parachute than
taking my chances on a crash landing.

In order to manage your own “freefall”
jump, where you would jump from the
plane and deploy your own parachute
unassisted, you had to go through a series
of jumps using a “static line.” A static
line is simply a length of cord that con-
nects your parachute to the plane, and
will automatically deploy your parachute
after a certain distance.

The first few static line jumps I per-
formed were with three second static
lines. We trained on the ground over and
over about letting go of the wing of the
plane, counting to three in our heads, and
then checking to see if our parachute
deployed. If you reached three and the
chute had not deployed, the first rule was

As one era comes to a close, and
George Bush desperately seeks a non-
brush-clearing accomplishment to fondly
look back upon, (“No major locust
plagues on my watch!”) a new, exciting
era begins provided you find selling pen-
cils for soup money exciting. Fortunately
we have a new president whose slogan:
“Change You Can Do Laundry With” is
well suited for the times ahead.

Like many small towns, Pacifica is
vulnerable to the economic meltdown
that some say is just beginning to melt.
For instance, The Corral Steakhouse,
which survived for several years despite
being so remote that it could only be
found by accident, has closed only months
after being named Best Steakhouse in
San Mateo County. Everyone is mourn-
ing the loss of this venerable institution
except some nervous cattle and the
county’s second best steakhouse.

In this economy, if we aren’t careful,
eventually we won’t have any restau-
rants left that don’t feature a happy meal.

And it’s not only restaurants that are
vulnerable, as evidenced by the fact that
Fresh and Easy has apparently decided to
close without bothering to open up first.
Old Republic Title in Linda Mar has also
closed, probably because no one could
figure out what exactly they sold.

As they say on Madison Avenue:
“When the going gets tough, the tough
rebrand.” Do you even know what our
motto is? Me neither; I had to look it up,
which shows you just how effective it is.
Turns out it’s “Scenic Pacifica,” which,

besides being what my English teacher
would call a sentence fragment isn’t
going to bring in any tourist moola.
Here are some possible replacements:

1. “Pacifica, several of our restau-
rants are still open”

2. “Pacifica, the sleepy bedroom
community that never sleeps”

3. “Whatever happens in Pacifica
stays in Pacifica - although nothing
ever happens in Pacifica”

4. “Pacifica, a great place to blow
your kids’ college fund”

5. “Pacifica, not too small to visit,
not too big to fail”

Admittedly, these might not be the
best slogans in the real world, I’m a
comedian after all. That’s where you
come in, dear reader.

Send me your motto ideas and I will
publish the best ones in a future col-
umn, proved there are any good ones to
publish. Come on, I know you can do
it, and if not you, that creepy guy
reading over your shoulder.

We also need a new official song.
Our present song, which is sung to the
tune of “Ta Ra Ra Boom De Yay,” is
called “Hail Pacifica‚” although it rarely
hails here.

I propose we replace it with “Fog
Bless Pacifica‚” sung to the tune of
“God Bless America” —

Fog bless Pacifica, land that I love
Stand astride her, and hide her
Day and night from the light up

above

Foggy mountains, foggy valleys
Foggy ocean, white with fog
Fog bless Pacifica my fog drenched

home.
This song embraces what I call a

“fog positive attitude‚” which will be-
come a huge selling point as global
warming picks up steam. And it can be
sung during the seventh inning stretch
at Little League games.

Another idea that has been bandied
about is for Pacifica to have its own
currency, and I’m totally behind it, so
long as Emperor fank winston’s picture
is on the front. The idea, which was
popular during the last depression, is to
have money that can only be spent here
in town, often for a discount. The trick
is to make bills that can’t be counter-
feited by Colma, those cheap bastards.

Finally, we need to pass a Styrofoam
foodware ordinance that can save the
planet and the restaurants. And none
other than Gorilla Barbecue has shown
the way. The restaurant, which contrary
to rumor has never served barbecued
gorilla, recently began offering biode-
gradable packaging for an extra quarter.

Keep in mind, their customers are
not a bunch of vegan hemp-wearing
greenie-weenies, but hard-core carni-
vores with blood stained hands and
gristle stuck between their teeth, and so
far 2/3 of them have voluntarily chosen
to pay extra to save the planet!

Based on their success, I propose we
enact the state’s first hybrid “Manda-
tory-Voluntary‚ Styrofoam ordinance”
and require that restaurants give their
customers the option of Styrofoam-free
packaging.

Of course, any restaurant that wanted
to go completely Styrofoam-free would
be welcome to, heck they could take it
even further and go “package-free” and
ladle soup directly into customer’s hands
if they wish.

The point here is to reduce Styrofoam
use without putting any restaurants out
of business, which is important to me
personally, because I’m a lousy cook!

DON’T PANIC. Check to see if the
static line was tangled, reach behind
and feel for it and yank on it if it was
tangled to deploy your primary chute.
If the static line had run out without
deploying the primary chute, reach
back to see if you can grab part of the
primary chute and pull it out of the
pack. If that didn’t work, detach the
primary chute and deploy the second-
ary chute (skydivers are intimately fa-
miliar with the sequence LOOK GRAB
LOOK PULL PULL, meaning look at
the handle to detach your primary chute,
grab the handle to detach your primary
chute, look at the handle to deploy your
emergency chute, pull the handle to
detach your primary chute, then pull
the handle to deploy the emergency
chute). Jumping from 3,500 feet, this
process gave you enough time to re-
cover from a tangled chute or a chute
that failed to deploy well before hitting
the ground. In theory.

This was a sequence we practiced
several dozen times, over the course of
weeks, to prepare for our first freefall
jump. On my final static line jump, the
instructors attached a 5-second static
line to my pack, but for some unthink-
able reason failed to inform me. I
climbed onto the wing of the airplane,
dangled my boots 3,500 feet above the

Earth, and executed a perfect release.  I
counted ONE ONE THOUSAND TWO
ONE THOUSAND THREE ONE
THOUSAND . . . and my chute did not
open. With all the weeks of training
drilled in my head, I reacted in an en-
tirely inappropriate manner: I panicked,
screamed, cried, begged God to spare
my life, and felt I was about 35 feet
above the ground that was now going to
claim me as its own. All things consid-
ered, it was probably the worst 2 sec-
onds of my life before my primary chute
deployed and my rapid descent was
quickly ended. I don’t think my instruc-
tors ever had such a good laugh when I
finally touched down on terra firma.

Now I feel like we are all skydiving
for Obama.  I felt such exhilaration and
pure adrenaline joy when he became
our President-elect. Every time I heard
him speak the last 2 months, I felt the
hope of generations in this great country
amassing behind this great statesman
who has preached unity and collabora-
tion over divisiveness and fear.  As the
feelings I had when skydiving will never
fade from memory, the emotions I felt
during the inauguration of President Obama
will last a lifetime.

But I remember all my training and that
5-second static line and I hope, when the
first crisis of our new President comes,
we won’t panic. I hope we will remem-
ber to work together to see if the line is
tangled, to try to work out the primary
chute, and if need be, deploy our emer-
gency chutes and have faith in our Presi-
dent and our country to get us safely
back to solid ground.

reader could not handle his daughter’s
innocent question without turning this
into a big deal. I am sorry the reader
called the Tribune and yelled at an
innocent employee here. I am sorry
that dangerous, discourteous driving
in Pacifica is apparently less impor-
tant to the reader than trying to limit
freedom of the press and bullying my
editor. If the reader wants to shield his
daughter from dirty words, I suggest
he get out his little black marking pen
and start crossing out words such as
war, murder, rape, hunger, poverty,
and racism.
Now those are words worth getting
upset about.

FROSTY THE PELICAN
When pelicans began turning up sick
a few weeks ago, scientists were
puzzled as to the cause. Now they
think they know the real reason: frost-
bite. Apparently, the big wave-skim-
mers with the fishing pouch and giant
wingspan had dallied too long this
winter in Oregon, where extreme cold
caught them unaware, and by the time
they could migrate southward down
the coast to California and Mexico,
they began showing signs of frostbite.
Fortunately, many of the rescued birds
have been treated and released.

CATS VS. BIRDS
“I was dismayed to see your mention
(Pacifica Tribune, January 7) that we
should keep our cats in, especially
during the day (reminds me of the
Coasters song lyric, ‘Bring in the dog
and put out the cat, yakkety yak, don’t
talk back’) because they are respon-
sible for killing millions of songbirds
(or something to that effect). I was
dismayed because it’s not really true.
Alley Cat Rescue, a national organi-
zation like Alley Cat Allies (whom I
work with and whose principles we’re
following to trap/neuter/return the fe-
ral cats around the Pacifica Pier—to
date we’ve helped 37 cats) has come
to the rescue. It’s humans who have
done far more to destroy the habitat of
birds, which is far more harmful (along
with the use of pesticides, etc.) than
what cats could ever do. Misinforma-
tion about cats is what leads misin-
formed people to trap, shoot, poison,
or kill cats. And further, yes, it would
be better for the cats to be inside—
they’ll live longer. But bring them in
at night, too. That’s when they tangle
with other wild predators (raccoons,
skunks, opossums, feral cats, dogs)
that will cause injuries and disease
and flea infestations. The animals have
been here longer than we have, and
the solution isn’t just to get rid of
them. Birds generally don’t cause any

trouble, so we like them around. Just
don’t blame their demise on cats.
Thanks, John, for listening, and for
dispensing valuable information in
general.” (Betsy Ballenger)

INNER EDIROT
President Obama knew right away that
Chief Justice John Roberts had
misspoken when administering the oath
of office during the presidential inau-
guration January 20. Obama paused
and nodded at Roberts to cue him to
correct himself, but on the rereading he
still got it wrong. The next day, on
advice of counsel, the head of the Su-
preme Court came to the White House
and readministered the oath. This time
he got it right. And so did Obama. (For
the record, it should have been “faith-
fully execute.”) Lawyers and gram-
marians can sleep well at night once
again. Still, this was a helluva lot better
than hanging chads and stolen votes.

OCEANA FOR OBAMA
Last Wednesday I walked onto the
Oceana High School campus to swim
at the pool. I was wearing my Obama t-
shirt. A group of students greeted me
with a big “OBAMA” victory cheer. I
want to salute these kids for being
aware and engaged politically. I think
it is terrific that kids who can’t even
vote yet are interested in current events.

This means that their parents and
teachers are doing a good job, and we
should all be grateful for that. On
Inauguration Day, Oceana provided
a big-screen TV so students could
watch the historic proceedings in
Washington. Now that’s what I call a
cool school. That’s the kind of school
I wouldn’t mind going back through
again. Bravo, Oceana!

DOGGONE
The city’s Open Space Committee
has voted 9-0 to recommend that
City Council ban dogs from the sand
areas of Pacifica State Beach at Linda
Mar.

GREEDHEADS
Major banks and financial institu-
tions have been exposed in recent
weeks for stashing their cash (your
bailout money) in tax-free offshore
accounts. But where is the outrage?
Are we so numb that we can’t get
mad anymore? Are we just sitting
back and hoping that Obama will
nail these greedheads?

SCIENCE IS BACK
Obama’s EPA chief Lisa Jackson
has issued a memo to staff saying
that science and due diligence are
back in favor at the beleaguered fed-
eral environmental agency, which has

suffered eight years of lost cred-
ibility and manpower under the
anti-science Bush administration.

IRAN AWAY
Tehran’s infamous winter smog is
driving crows, pigeons, nightin-
gales, and other birds out of Iran’s
capital city. (Earthweek.com)

SITESEER
•Obama off to good start on cam-
paign promises: politifact.com/
truth-o-meter
•Revisit eight years of a disastrous
presidency: goodnightbush.com/
librarium
•Read all about local sales tax and
P a c i f i c u r r e n c y :
pacificariptide.com (use Google
search on upper-right sidebar)

SWAMI SEZ
“If we couldn’t laugh, we’d all go
insane.” (Jimmy Buffett)

MAYBURRITOVILLE
•Goofbuster.com
•PacificaRiptide.com
•PacificaTribune.com
•WanderingAndWondering.com
•e: mayburrito@goofbuster.com

Donna Fentanes

From the
Shoe

Solving Pacifica’s economic woes

Our Turn
Mark Stechbart and Jim Wagner

Are George Bush Administration
economics alive and well in Paci-
fica city government? Will we ever
see thoughtful Obama style finan-
cial leadership and transparency in
this town?

For eight long years, Bush didn’t
plan ahead and looked the other way
while the economy and major busi-
nesses all tanked.

We’re now faced with a multi-
billion dollar national bailout. In
Pacifica, we are again faced with a
budget crunch that shows no sign of
being fixed.

City Council wants to replace a
$1 million dollar tax adopted five
years ago to specifically support the
fire department with a $1.6 million
dollar sales tax to be spent as Coun-
cil sees fit. Notice the tax request is
going up 60 percent.

Five years ago, some people
asked Council to come up with an
economic plan to stop Pacifica’s
constant teetering on budget catas-
trophe. No economic recovery plan
is in place. That’s not leadership.

The city made ominous noises
about closing the Linda Mar fire
station if the 2004 tax was not passed.
Well, the scare worked, the tax was
passed but the City laid off three

firefighters anyway.
Will this sales tax campaign have

equivalent scare tactics, or will a
reasoned community discussion take
place about our economic future and
where cost savings can be made in
city government? Can we count on
Council to sweat the details or will
we lose faith yet again as we did
with the firefighter layoffs.

Here are some suggestions that
mirror the discipline presented by
the Obama administration:

•Council  is budgeted for
$141.600, $28,320 per
Councilmember. Put the money
back. That amount would pay 1 1/2
firefighters.

•Institute a hiring freeze and a
pay increase freeze like Yahoo.

•Disclose and justify all outside
consultants, pension costs, cars
driven home by employees, over-
time by position.

•Stop all out-of-town travel.
When is the last time anyone has

seen a complete quarterly financial
report disclosing the City’s revenue
and spending? Silicon Valley is the
birthplace of real time financial re-
porting people!

Is our environment really our
economy as Council members like

to repeat? Any data available other
than hotel room tax that shows we
make any money from out-of-town
surfers and hikers? This is a town
that can’t even get around to park-
ing meters at the beach, coin boxes
for the showers or even a hot dog
cart in the parking lot!

We are going to get hit hard by
tax requests this year. The State
wants a 1.5 cent sale tax hike for
three years. The teachers are work-
ing on an additional one cent sales
tax dedicated to education. Sales tax
can be expected to be levied on all
sorts of services, particularly car
repair. DMV costs may go up around
$60-80 per car.

Can the City make an honest case
for this sales tax increase when their
economic planning has been non-
existent?

 Here’s one thought that gives
Council a window to make a trans-
parent case to Pacifica voters. Last
year’s budget took $2.5 million out
of reserves to balance the budget.
The reserve currently is $4.6 mil-
lion. Take $1 million out to fund the
fire department and nothing else for
this one year. During 2009, Council
is charged with developing a de-
tailed economic recovery plan for
this town.

The challenge to Council should
be clear — make your case without
scare tactics, provide detailed fi-
nancial reports, show leadership. Do
a better job than Bush and watch
how Obama rigorously monitors the
recovery plan nationally. Then, and
only then, will you earn voter sup-
port.

The plight of
the hare

We all know the story of the
tortoise and the hare. The hare races
ahead of the tortoise only to get
sidelined by his severe ADD. The
tortoise, who keeps at his slow pace,
not only finishes the race, but also
wins it. My sister and I represent
each of these characters, me, the
hare and her, the tortoise. I am al-
ways looking for shortcuts and the
quick way of doing things. She, on
the other hand, is a plodder.  Defini-
tive, methodical — subsequently,

Visit our website at
www.pacificatribune.com

slow.  It was quite an experience
when we would go grocery shop-
ping together.  There was a time in
Linda’s life when she was on a strict
food budget. I, on the other hand,
had some extra change. Once, I had
gone with her on her monthly gro-
cery shopping. It would take her
over two hours to get it done.

 The time she spent in the pro-
duce section alone was enough time
I needed to finish all my shopping.
Of course, I was just shopping for a
couple of days. Needless to say, she
was able, by her thorough meticu-
lousness, to stretch a $200 food bud-
get from one end of the month to the
other. I was usually short at the end
of the month.

As fast as I was to start some-
thing, like the hare, I rarely fin-
ished.

 Linda would finish everything
she started, and the results were al-
ways amazing.  Her yard is a virtual
paradise, and last year she began to
paint her daughter’s car.  Unfortu-

nately a sudden death halted the
project. As her grief subsided, she
went back to the project and fin-
ished it beautifully.  Her first effort
at car painting was incredible.

I prided myself on my ability to
do things fast. I always thought that
was a good quality; yet deep down,
I was envious of my sister’s ability
to continue on one project and see it
through.

Now that life has dealt its cards,
I find myself in circumstances that
push me to be a plodder, to be a
tortoise.

 I am happy for the opportunity,
but honestly, I am terrified that it
just isn’t in me to be focused on one
thing for a long period of time. I
have great ideas, but unfortunately,
I do not have the tortoise factor.
And without the tortoise factor, suc-
cess is rare.

So here I sit a frustrated hare, a
tortoise wannabe. How does the hare
become a tortoise?  I will tell you as
soon as I find out!!

Pacifica

RIBUNET


