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Scott Brown, running for the senate in MA is fast on his feet. The Corner has the story. 
  
  
David Warren says that left-leaning lawyers make for dangerous politicians. 
...And this is the wisdom of all the policy czars that President Obama has appointed -- his commando team 
of lawyers, many with highly controversial, radical left pasts. Superficially, they could be removed from office 
tomorrow. But if they can rewrite enough laws and regulations, in the smoke and confusion of brief moments 
in power, they will, in a deeper sense, remain in office for generations to come. 

I was writing last Sunday in general opposition to the concept of "reform." It is a lawyerly concept, which has 
narrowed in our time to the tactics of "legislation by litigation," and should be profoundly anathematic to a 
free society. By increments, the need for lawyers has been extended to every aspect of human life, and the 
law schools themselves have metastatically expanded. 

In a sense, our entire society has been criminalized, by lawyers adding to myriad laws that impinge not only 
on criminals, but on everybody. And by increments, we must find some way to reverse that parasitical 
growth, which threatens to choke even our humanity. 

  
  
John Bolton has an article in the WSJ on how to increase the effectiveness of the intelligence 
community. 
...The problem is often not the intelligence we collect, but assessing its implications. Solving that problem 
requires not the mind-deadening exercise of achieving bureaucratic consensus, but creating a culture that 
rewards insight and decisiveness. To create that culture we should abolish the DNI office and NIEs.  

Eliminating the DNI should be accompanied by reversing decades of inadequate National Security Council 
supervision of the intelligence function. The council is an awesome instrument for presidential control over 
the IC, but only if the national security adviser and others exercise direction and control. Sloughing off 
responsibility to the bureaucracy embodying the problem is a failure of presidential leadership, and 
unfortunately gives us exactly the IC we deserve. 

Contemporary NIEs (and other IC products) reflect the bureaucracy's lowest-common-denominator 
tendencies and should be abolished. Each intelligence agency should be able to place its analysis of data 
into a competitive marketplace of classified ideas—this will help determine which is the superior product. ... 

  
  
Mark Steyn suggests that Great Britain should be on the list of countries requiring extra airport 
screening. 
...On the other hand, the threat posed by Yemen and Pakistan is not confined to those who travel on Yemeni 
and Pakistani passports. There are many Muslims with Western passports who shuttle back and forth 
between their countries and ours. Indeed, the flight routes between Britain and Pakistan are some of the 
busiest in the world — a lot of innocent stuff like picking up the child bride, but some trips whose purposes 
are not so clear.  
 
Come to think of it, if we’re profiling, why not the Brits? Americans do the shoeless shuffle for every 40-
minute puddlejump because of one British subject — Richard Reid, the shoe bomber. Americans dutifully 
put their restricted quantities of shampoo and cough medicine in approved plastic sacks because of more 
British subjects — the Heathrow plotters. And now Americans will be forbidden to go to the bathroom or read 
a paperback book or whatever halfwit stricture the TSA has settled on this week because of a British 
university student, Mr. Abdulmutallab.  



 
Obviously — although less obviously than a decade ago — not every Briton is a terrorist risk: One would 
probably not need to screen David Beckham, Camilla, Duchess of Cornwall, Rod Stewart . . . Nevertheless, 
according to the New York Times, of Britain’s half million university students, one-fifth are Muslim. And, 
according to a poll by the Centre for Social Cohesion, one-third of British Muslim students favor a global 
caliphate and believe killing in the name of religion is justified. Presumably only a small percentage are so 
gung-ho that they’d be willing to stuff the explosives in their briefs. But they provide a large comfort zone for 
the jihad to operate in.  ... 
  
  
  
In the Daily Beast, Tunku Varadarajan comments on the superficial criticisms of the Tea Party. 
...Put to one side, for the moment, David’s (David Brooks) exaggeratedly Hamiltonian belief in the natural 
leadership abilities of people like him, and ask this: What exactly is this “educated class,” and what leads 
him to think that those who oppose it are not, somehow, sophisticated? Forgive me, here, for bringing to the 
discussion a personal note. I have a cousin who is a Wellesley graduate, a widely traveled, thirty-something, 
multilingual daughter of Indian immigrants who lives in that most redneck of territories…Union Square, in 
Manhattan. She is a Tea Party supporter, and she wrote me these words in an email: 

"I laugh, but also feel indignant, when I read that the tea parties are filled with angry white men, because it’s 
obvious that reporters are not attending the same tea parties I attended. The events were a mix of young 
and old, VERY mixed ethnicities (but yes, a majority white). Everyone to a person was courteous and polite, 
and the best part was the signs, which were funny and clever. It did feel very grassroots and very much a 
movement fueled by the people rather than by shadowy party apparatchiks. It felt cool to think that we were 
not going to be taken in by government and be told what was good for us. (Does that sound really hokey?) It 
felt good to be a part of a group of people who were saying “enough!" I’m a huge supporter of the tea party 
movement because I think it exists outside of the traditional parties and is a true manifestation of the voice of 
the citizen. 

Not everyone in the movement is a Wellesley graduate, and I bring my cousin into the story only as a 
forensic counterpoint to David’s fixation with the “educated class.” America doesn’t really have a class 
system, but that fact makes it tough for people like David, who sometimes seem to wish it did. The traditional 
solution has been to attend an Ivy League school if possible—or just cop an “intellectual” attitude if not—and 
then look down on the rest of America. When America was less of a meritocracy (and that was not so long 
ago), this solution was less damaging. Now that the country is run mostly by graduates of Ivy League 
schools, however, that they look down on the electorate is becoming not only vastly irritating to the 
electorate but also rather dangerous. Elitism, now, might have adverse political consequences—and a 
backlash. ... 

  
  
  
Would you believe that the AP is reporting that the stimulus has not helped the economy? 
Jennifer Rubin fills us in. 
The stimulus money to be spent on infrastructure really did nothing to save or create jobs. That’s not a 
conservative talking point; that’s the AP: 

Ten months into President Barack Obama’s first economic stimulus plan, a surge in spending on roads and 
bridges has had no effect on local unemployment and only barely helped the beleaguered construction 
industry, an Associated Press analysis has found. ... 

Obama wants a second stimulus, but what would be the point? (”AP’s analysis, which was reviewed by 
independent economists at five universities, showed that strategy hasn’t affected unemployment rates so 
far. And there’s concern it won’t work the second time.”) The reaction of economists is instructive ... 



...Even within the construction industry, which stood to benefit most from transportation money, the AP’s 
analysis found there was nearly no connection between stimulus money and the number of construction 
workers hired or fired since Congress passed the recovery program. The effect was so small, one economist 
compared it to trying to move the Empire State Building by pushing against it. ... 

  
  
  
Jennifer Rubin also blogs about how lying is part of the Washington, DC job description. 

You wonder how government officials do it. Self-respecting professionals who enjoyed a good reputation 
and seem like decent types come to Washington, go to work for an administration, and are required, as part 
of their job, to propound nonsense. More than nonsense, really — lies. A case in point is Christina Romer’s 
appearance on State of the Union. John King played for her a tape of then candidate Barack Obama, 
declaring: “I can make a firm pledge: Under my plan, no family making less than $250,000 a year will see 
any form of tax increase, not your income tax, not your payroll tax, not your capital gains taxes, not any of 
your taxes.” King and Romer then had this exchange: 

KING: Does that stand as we head into year two of the Obama administration and you try to make the 
difficult choices to start to bring the deficit under control? Does that promise still stand, not any of your taxes 
if you’re under $250,000? 

ROMER: I mean, yes. And let me talk, though, about the — the bigger issue, which is, you know, even — to 
the degree that we, of course, care deeply about the deficit, and you’re right. In 2010, that is going to be 
something very much that the president is focusing on and talking about. ... 

  
  
Gerald Warner posts on more green insanity in Telegraph Blogs, UK. 
...The whole “climate change” scenario has now assumed such Disneyland characteristics, it is impossible to 
keep pace with the escalating extravagance of the global warmists’ fantasies. We truly are in the territory 
where the lunatics have taken over the asylum. 

For those who missed it, I feel obliged to share the following gem from Dominic Lawson’s excellent piece on 
the Sunday Times Online yesterday. It provides a unique insight into the extent to which the Met Office, in its 
crusade to support the global warming scam, has lost touch with any sense of reality. Lawson quotes from a 
Met Office staffer’s internet posting to a newspaper last week: 

“This will be the warmest winter in living memory, the data has already been recorded. For your information, 
we take the highest 15 readings between November and March and then produce an average. As 
November was a very seasonally warm month, then all the data will come from those readings.” 

Beam me up, Scottie! ... 

  
  
The NYTimes had an interesting piece on the life of a person with autism. Saki Knafo writes 
about George Kramer, 73. 
George Kramer sat hunched on his stool behind the counter of the small hardware store on Coney Island 
Avenue, gazing out the window at the passing traffic. He was bundled up in a heavy sweater, a maroon wool 
cap folded above his ears. Toward the back of the store, beyond Mr. Kramer’s field of vision, Isaac Abraham 
was rifling through a cabinet. Mr. Abraham, the store’s owner for many years, knows Mr. Kramer about as 
well as anybody, and he was about to give a demonstration. 



Quietly, he removed a faucet knob from the cabinet and hid it behind his back. Then he approached the 
counter and clapped it down with a flourish.  

Mr. Kramer gave it a perfunctory glance. “Gerber,” he said.  

“Gerber what?” asked Mr. Abraham. 

“Ninety-nine, eleven fifty-one.”  

Mr. Abraham turned over the package to show the catalog number: 99-1151. Mr. Kramer — George to me 
— is my second cousin, and he has worked at Kramer’s Hardware, in Flatbush, Brooklyn, for 58 years. He 
has a developmental disability, which is obvious to people who meet him, but he also has a rare and less 
apparent ability: Like the late Kim Peek, the inspiration for the film “Rain Man,” George, 71, has a powerful 
memory for dates and numbers and facts. If you tell him your birthday, he can tell you what day it will fall on 
two years in the future. He studies phone directories and atlases in his spare time. ... 

 
 
 

  
  
The Corner 
Gergen: Brown 'Stuffed Me' With His Kennedy-Seat Quip   [Robert Costa] 
In Monday night’s senatorial debate in Massachusetts, David Gergen, the moderator, looked straight at 
Scott Brown, the Republican nominee, and asked him this question: 

GERGEN: You said you’re for health-care reform, just not this bill. We know from the Clinton experience that 
if this bill fails, it could well be another 15 years before we see health-care reform efforts in Washington. Are 
you willing under those circumstances to say, I’m going to be the person, I’m going to sit in Teddy Kennedy’s 
seat and I’m going to be the person who’s going to block it for another 15 years? 

Brown, in what I call his ‘Nashua moment,’ responded with what’s become the remark that’s defining this 
race: 

BROWN: Well, with all due respect, it’s not the Kennedys’ seat, and it’s not the Democrats’ seat, it’s the 
people’s seat. And they have the chance to send somebody down there who is an independent voter, and 
an independent thinker, and going to look out for the best interests of the people of Massachusetts. And the 
way that this bill is configured, I’d like to send it back to the drawing board because I believe people should 
have insurance — [just not] this particular bill because it’s not good for the entire country. 

In a conversation with NATIONAL REVIEW ONLINE today, Gergen, a noted White House adviser to four 
presidents and professor of public service at Harvard’s John F. Kennedy School of Government, admitted, 
with good humor, that Brown smoked him with his sharp retort. “He stuffed me on that,” said Gergen. “Scott 
Brown gave a very good impression of who he was and what he stood for. He was fast on his feet.” 

Gergen added that the importance of the Kennedy legacy in this race is quickly fading. “While he remains a 
beloved figure, especially to Massachusetts Democrats, he’s certainly not at the center of the dynamics 
shaping this race. This campaign has become much more of a referendum on Washington . . . That’s the 
real issue here. The trend lines in Washington on issues such as health care could be souring the moods 
not only of conservatives, moderate Republicans, and right-leaning independents, but spreading into the 
views of both left-leaning independents and Democrats themselves.” 

Still, Gergen said that Democrat Martha Coakley “has to be considered the frontrunner at this point.” While 
Brown was strong during last night’s debate, Gergen said that Coakley came across “as more accessible as 



a person.” Plus, he believes that many Massachusetts Democrats, though unhappy with Coakley and 
Washington, will ultimately decide to vote for her over Brown next week because “they want to show their 
frustration, but they aren’t willing or ready, yet, to send a Republican to the Senate.” Gergen also noted that 
he’s still “as puzzled by the polls as everyone else, and just as fascinated by how this race is playing out.” 

  
  
Ottawa Citizen 
Ruled by legalistic minds 
by David Warren 

First, let's kill all the lawyers. I hasten to specify, this is a quote. And to add that some of my best friends are 
lawyers. And moreover, even after exempting them individually, and despite my very personal experiences 
with such monstrous stuff as Ontario family law, I do not recommend killing all the lawyers. Such are my 
religious convictions that I will insist: not even one lawyer should be harmed. In any physical way. 

The quote is from Shakespeare. Take him to the hate crimes tribunal! 

Indeed: I'd love to have that docket. I think we could have this Shakespeare up before all the Canadian 
"human rights" commissions from here to eternity, on the basis of on-the-record quotes, and thus without the 
usual need for hearsay. 

His plays are crawling with remarks, the political incorrectitude of which would be the more apparent to 
Canada's "human rights" commissioners, were they not, as a class, such drooling, humourless, subliterate 
twits. 

But fortunately for old Will, he never entered a Canadian jurisdiction. The fact he has been dead for 394 
years may also prove helpful to his defence. Not that he needs help, for even when he wrote, he showed a 
remarkable skill for skating around his contemporary censors. With age, I have come to admire more and 
more the number of starkly recusant hints he was able to fly in his Histories, like paper airplanes, over 
everyone's head. Definitely one of my heroes. 

For the benefit of readers with only a university education, however, I should explain. Even though the quote 
with which we began is a line in Shakespeare, it did not represent his views. It was put in the mouth of Dick 
the Butcher, who is responding to a harangue by Jack Cade, the socialist revolutionary in Henry VI, Part 
Two. (See act 4, scene 2, and passim, for Shakespeare's medieval, catholic and intensely unfavourable 
views on socialist revolutionaries.) Therefore, some irony was intended. 

So no, we should not kill all the lawyers. But that doesn't mean they should get off easy. 

While I support capital punishment in principle, and while a new criminological study has shown, by 
statistical means, that on average more than two innocent lives are saved for every convicted killer executed 
in Texas (search: "Raymond Teske"), I favour more subtle punishments for lesser crimes. And this includes, 
in the case of any political party that becomes dominated by lawyers, defeating them at the polls. 

This is a point brought home to me by an amusing item a friend forwarded this week, comparing Democrat 
to Republican party in the United States. The Democrat leadership is all lawyers, and has been for some 
time. Barack Obama, lawyer; Michelle Obama, lawyer; Hillary Clinton, lawyer; Bill Clinton, lawyer; Bill Reid, 
lawyer; Nancy Pelosi, lawyer; and so forth. All Democrat presidential candidates since 1984, lawyers -- 
except Al Gore, who somehow failed to graduate from law school. 

Compare, if you will, the Republican leadership over the last while, in White House and Congress. The last 
Republican lawyer to make president was Gerald Ford. Instead: movie actor, spy chief, businessman, 
successively. Last election: an old soldier, and a PTA lady. Look back at the leaders of the so-called 



"Republican revolution" in Congress: Newt Gingrich, history professor; Tom Delay, pest exterminator; Dick 
Armey, economist; Bill Frist, heart surgeon. (And note what the Democrat lawyers did to get rid of them.) 

Alas, when I turn to Canada, I see all-party government by lawyers; and the interminable legacy of the 
extremely lawyerly Liberal Party under that lawyer Pierre Trudeau. Moreover, beyond legislative politics 
(both here and in the U.S.), I review a continuous social revolution achieved by such lawyerly "reforms" as 
the Omnibus Bill of 1970; or Santa's 1982 Charter of Rights and Freedoms. Our lawyers never nationalized 
banks. In every case, it seems to me, they changed the laws in order to change the people. (The precise 
opposite of democracy.) 

People foolishly voted in Trudeau the same way they voted in Obama: "Hope and Change." From lawyers. 

And this is the wisdom of all the policy czars that President Obama has appointed -- his commando team of 
lawyers, many with highly controversial, radical left pasts. Superficially, they could be removed from office 
tomorrow. But if they can rewrite enough laws and regulations, in the smoke and confusion of brief moments 
in power, they will, in a deeper sense, remain in office for generations to come. 

I was writing last Sunday in general opposition to the concept of "reform." It is a lawyerly concept, which has 
narrowed 

in our time to the tactics of "legislation by litigation," and should be profoundly anathematic to a free society. 
By increments, the need for lawyers has been extended to every aspect of human life, and the law schools 
themselves have metastatically expanded. 

In a sense, our entire society has been criminalized, by lawyers adding to myriad laws that impinge not only 
on criminals, but on everybody. And by increments, we must find some way to reverse that parasitical 
growth, which threatens to choke even our humanity. 

  
  
WSJ 
Let's Take Bureaucracy Out of Intelligence  
Groupthink products like National Intelligence Estimates make us vulnerable. 
by John Bolton 

Although the U.S. intelligence community (IC) has been stung by failures relating to the Christmas terrorist 
attack, these failures are symptomatic of far larger problems. In analyzing the ongoing Iranian and North 
Korean nuclear weapons programs, both the IC and policy makers are guilty of politicizing intelligence, 
exactly the behavior harshly criticized during the Bush administration. 

Now, however, the politicization threat dwells inside the IC, especially in the Director of National Intelligence 
(DNI) bureaucracy. Policy officials move in and out of intelligence jobs as if those jobs were interchangeable, 
carrying all their existing policy biases. Even worse, intelligence officers increasingly disdain to hide their 
philosophical proclivities, which have colored their intelligence analysis in years past. And, like generals 
refighting the last war to correct their mistakes, the IC is reacting against charges it overstated the threat of 
Iraqi weapons of mass destruction by understating the threat of Iranian and North Korean weapons 
programs. So much for the wall of separation between policy and intelligence. 

Ill-concealed policy preferences dominated the now-discredited 2007 National Intelligence Estimate (NIE) on 
Iran's nuclear weapons program. So eager were the NIE's drafters to forestall the use of force against Iran 
that they distorted the intelligence, ignored contrary evidence, and overstated their conclusions.  

We are still paying the price for this bureaucratic insurrection, as information emerges about Iran's extensive 
efforts to conceal its nuclear program. Recent reports, for example, show that Qom is far from Iran's only 



hardened underground enrichment facility. So much is unknown about Iran's progress that the 
administration's confident estimates about the time available to engage in fruitless negotiations work in 
Tehran's favor. 

Similarly, A.Q. Khan, proliferation's pre-eminent entrepreneur, reportedly believes that Pyongyang's 
clandestine uranium-enrichment began earlier and made more progress than many previously 
acknowledged. This and other new information, as recently explained by South Korea's foreign minister, 
runs counter to the biases of officials who have tried to minimize the risk from Pyongyang to justify six-party 
talks. Instead, it suggests that the North's repeated pledges to end its nuclear weapons program have been 
utterly worthless. 

The Christmas terrorist attack demonstrates that we need more effective communication and analysis within 
the IC. Achieving this goal does not require more centralization of authority, more hierarchy, and more 
uniformity of opinion. The IC's problem stems from a culture of anonymous conformity. Greater centralization 
will only reinforce existing bureaucratic obstacles to providing decision makers with a full range of 
intelligence analysis.  

The problem is often not the intelligence we collect, but assessing its implications. Solving that problem 
requires not the mind-deadening exercise of achieving bureaucratic consensus, but creating a culture that 
rewards insight and decisiveness. To create that culture we should abolish the DNI office and NIEs.  

Eliminating the DNI should be accompanied by reversing decades of inadequate National Security Council 
supervision of the intelligence function. The council is an awesome instrument for presidential control over 
the IC, but only if the national security adviser and others exercise direction and control. Sloughing off 
responsibility to the bureaucracy embodying the problem is a failure of presidential leadership, and 
unfortunately gives us exactly the IC we deserve. 

Contemporary NIEs (and other IC products) reflect the bureaucracy's lowest-common-denominator 
tendencies and should be abolished. Each intelligence agency should be able to place its analysis of data 
into a competitive marketplace of classified ideas—this will help determine which is the superior product. 

Finally, the real debatable issue is often not intelligence or analysis, but the inescapably political judgment of 
how much risk to our national security we are willing to tolerate. Today, the Obama administration's level of 
risk tolerance for potential terrorists and proliferators is far too high. Changing that doesn't just mean fixing 
the IC. It means fixing the White House. 

Mr. Bolton, a senior fellow at the American Enterprise Institute, is the author of "Surrender Is Not an Option: 
Defending America at the United Nations and Abroad" (Simon & Schuster, 2007).  

  
  
  
National Review 
The Problem and the Profile 
by Mark Steyn  
 
If you’re Umar Farouk Abdulmutallab, Sept. 11, 2001, was a third of a lifetime ago. He was a 14-year-old 
pupil at the British school in Lome, Togo, when Osama bin Laden remade the New York landscape. I doubt 
9/11 resonates terribly fiercely in the breasts of, say, the average Californian 23-year-old, for whom the 
intervening years will have brought many lively diversions. But the best part of a decade later, the 
Knickerbomber loaded up his undies for a one-man reprise of that magnificent blow against the Great Satan. 
This time, hundreds would die in the air, and more on the ground, assuming the debris fell on the few 
remaining inhabited blocks of metropolitan Detroit.  
 



He was a good choice: A well-spoken, Westernized Muslim from a respectable family, born in Nigeria, 
seduced in London, trained in Yemen, booked through Amsterdam, seated where he could do the most 
damage, and ordered not to light up his scanties until over the American metropolis.  
 
That’s pretty sophisticated. In return, the TSA imposed even more irrelevant prohibitions on you, me, and 
everyone else. That’s pretty stupid.  
 
But what can you do? We’re told by the administration that Mr. Abdulmutallab wasn’t actually on the no-fly 
list proper, only on the standby list for the no-fly list. But roll your eyes at the Security Kabuki while in line at 
Newark and some vindictive clod will fast-track you and your four-year-old kid onto it for the next decade.  
 
This is where we came in. In the fall of 2001, Transportation Secretary Norm Mineta was all but declaring it a 
source of national pride that 87-year-old nuns were being as aggressively searched as young Saudi males. 
More so, in fact. No profiling for us, no sir. That’s fine for some fantasy cop show in which you’re trying to 
track down a serial killer, but in the real world of Secretary Mineta there are 8 million stories in the Naked 
City and he wants to hear all of them before drawing any conclusions. Eight years on, the granny patdowns 
are the responsibility of Janet Napolitano and the TSA. New pol, new acronym, new cap badge, same jokes.  

 
Donna McWilliam/AP 

 
 
In the least unserious of their otherwise risible reactions to the Pantybomber, the United States government 
announced that henceforth citizens of ten “countries of interest” and four terror-sponsoring states, from 
Nigeria to Pakistan, would be subject to additional security. It has taken almost ten years for “Homeland 
Security” to venture this first tentative step toward recognizing that the 7 billion residents of Planet Earth do 
not all pose the same risk.  
 
Of course, if you’re a Nigerian Christian, you pose no security risk, either. Nigerian Anglicans — of whom 
there are more in the pews of a Sunday morning than in Britain, Canada, and America combined — have 
differences with the Episcopal Church over its curious fetishization of gay bishops, but not to the extent that 
they’re minded to fill their gusset with PETN and book a flight to O’Hare. Yet Nigeria’s Christians will now be 
hauled off for secondary screening.  
 
On the other hand, the threat posed by Yemen and Pakistan is not confined to those who travel on Yemeni 
and Pakistani passports. There are many Muslims with Western passports who shuttle back and forth 
between their countries and ours. Indeed, the flight routes between Britain and Pakistan are some of the 
busiest in the world — a lot of innocent stuff like picking up the child bride, but some trips whose purposes 
are not so clear.  
 
Come to think of it, if we’re profiling, why not the Brits? Americans do the shoeless shuffle for every 40-
minute puddlejump because of one British subject — Richard Reid, the shoe bomber. Americans dutifully 
put their restricted quantities of shampoo and cough medicine in approved plastic sacks because of more 
British subjects — the Heathrow plotters. And now Americans will be forbidden to go to the bathroom or read 



a paperback book or whatever halfwit stricture the TSA has settled on this week because of a British 
university student, Mr. Abdulmutallab.  
 
Obviously — although less obviously than a decade ago — not every Briton is a terrorist risk: One would 
probably not need to screen David Beckham, Camilla, Duchess of Cornwall, Rod Stewart . . . Nevertheless, 
according to the New York Times, of Britain’s half million university students, one-fifth are Muslim. And, 
according to a poll by the Centre for Social Cohesion, one-third of British Muslim students favor a global 
caliphate and believe killing in the name of religion is justified. Presumably only a small percentage are so 
gung-ho that they’d be willing to stuff the explosives in their briefs. But they provide a large comfort zone for 
the jihad to operate in.  
 
More important, the very normalcy of their views makes the “security” system’s job impossible. After all, 
these views can hardly be “extremist” (President Obama’s preferred evasion) if they’re entirely routine. And 
even the Bush concept of a “war on terror” implicitly concedes that you can share all the goals of Mr. 
Abdulmutallab and his trainers in Yemen but, simply because you’re not prepared to blow up over Michigan 
in service to them, be perfectly respectable.  
 
From 9/11 to Christmas Day 2009 was eight years and three months. Nudge the calendar forward a similar 
distance, to the spring of 2018. What proportion of British students will be Muslim by then? And what 
proportion of them will support sharia, the new caliphate, and death by apostasy?  
 
We cannot win this way. And if we do not change course soon, we will surely lose. 
  
  
  
  
Daily Beast 
In Defense of Tea Parties 
Popular though it may be for “educated” people to sneer at the Tea Party crowd, professional 
politicians dismiss the movement at their peril. 
by Tunku Varadarajan 
  

       

David Brooks, The New York Times op-ed columnist, is a friend of mine. Flying always at 40,000 feet above 
ground, he strives to observe the political landscape with a dispassionate conservatism. His best columns 
are spare and thoughtful, and offer reliable contrast to the gaudiness of Maureen Dowd, the glibness of Tom 
Friedman, the mediocrity of Bob Herbert, and the mawkishness of Nicholas Kristof. Yet last Tuesday, in a 
column titled “The Tea Party Teens,” David made irrefutably clear that he, too—like so many others in the 
mainstream metropolitan media—is a cultural supremacist. 

The column was about the Tea Party movement, which has, in the space of a year, come to inhabit—and 
inhabit raucously—the landscape that Brooks parses from his lofty perch. In the piece, he sets up a dialectic 
between “the educated class” on the one hand, and, on the other, a force that he identifies variously as 
“public opinion,” the “opposition,” and “the Tea Party movement.” The latter, a “fractious confederation of 



Americans who are defined by what they are against,” are, David writes, reflexively opposed to the beliefs of 
the educated class (to which he, naturally, belongs). They are, in effect, reactionaries. 

Put to one side, for the moment, David’s exaggeratedly Hamiltonian belief in the natural leadership abilities 
of people like him, and ask this: What exactly is this “educated class,” and what leads him to think that those 
who oppose it are not, somehow, sophisticated? Forgive me, here, for bringing to the discussion a personal 
note. I have a cousin who is a Wellesley graduate, a widely traveled, thirty-something, multilingual daughter 
of Indian immigrants who lives in that most redneck of territories…Union Square, in Manhattan. She is a Tea 
Party supporter, and she wrote me these words in an email: 

I laugh, but also feel indignant, when I read that the tea parties are filled with angry white men, because it’s 
obvious that reporters are not attending the same tea parties I attended. The events were a mix of young 
and old, VERY mixed ethnicities (but yes, a majority white). Everyone to a person was courteous and polite, 
and the best part was the signs, which were funny and clever. It did feel very grassroots and very much a 
movement fueled by the people rather than by shadowy party apparatchiks. It felt cool to think that we were 
not going to be taken in by government and be told what was good for us. (Does that sound really hokey?) It 
felt good to be a part of a group of people who were saying “enough!” I’m a huge supporter of the tea party 
movement because I think it exists outside of the traditional parties and is a true manifestation of the voice of 
the citizen. 

Not everyone in the movement is a Wellesley graduate, and I bring my cousin into the story only as a 
forensic counterpoint to David’s fixation with the “educated class.” America doesn’t really have a class 
system, but that fact makes it tough for people like David, who sometimes seem to wish it did. The traditional 
solution has been to attend an Ivy League school if possible—or just cop an “intellectual” attitude if not—and 
then look down on the rest of America. When America was less of a meritocracy (and that was not so long 
ago), this solution was less damaging. Now that the country is run mostly by graduates of Ivy League 
schools, however, that they look down on the electorate is becoming not only vastly irritating to the 
electorate but also rather dangerous. Elitism, now, might have adverse political consequences—and a 
backlash. 

David Brooks is not alone in his disdain: On right and left, “educated” people have given vent to their 
contempt for the Tea Party crowd, leading me to conclude that there must, surely, be considerable 
significance in a movement that has had scorn poured on it by such varied names as David Frum, who is 
also, like Brooks, a friend of mine; Michael Goldfarb, a former spokesman for the McCain presidential 
campaign; Paul Krugman; Chris Matthews; and Keith Olbermann. (For a full account of the media’s ill 
treatment of the movement, read A New American Tea Party, by John M. O’Hara.) Many people, one might 
conclude, are afraid of the Tea Party movement: On the left, they are afraid that it will initiate a tidal wave 
that causes the loss of numerous House seats. On the right, the fear is that it will mount its own candidates 
and simply be a spoiler. 

This fear would explain the sneering toward the Tea Partiers, the smugness with which they are looked 
down upon. As many in the movement note, you need only change the protesters ideologically and 
demographically, and you have merely another cool example of “community organizing.” Besides, the civic 
engagement and participation, as demonstrated by the Tea Party movement, seem to be very much like that 
which the communitarians (Michael Sandel and Michael Walzer) and the social-capital scholars (like Robert 
Putnam)—not to mention other high-minded and good-hearted men and women of the left—have for 
decades been calling for. 

What bothers me, however, is that although ideological differences are at the bottom of the Tea Party 
assaults, the critique is almost purely aesthetic: The Tea Partiers, it is said, are crude, sloganeering, 
lemming-like, heartland Bible-Beltists who don’t understand policy or David Brooks’ subtleties. (Interestingly, 
the Alexander Cockburns and Glenn Greenwalds do not attack the Tea Partiers, whom they see as possible 
grassroots disrupters of entrenched interests. Neither man went after Sarah Palin much, or quickly. The far 
left is better than the neo-liberal kind on such matters, in my view.) 



It is hardly surprising that in times like these there should be a large, angry, populist movement. But 
populism does not conform to the standard left/right divide, and in different circumstances it can go either 
way. (A rather good Greenwald column makes this point, too.) The populist’s personality is driven as much 
by wounded pride as by economic concerns, and so he resents the cultural elitism of the liberal elites, 
including their patronizing desire to help him, as much as the economic elitism of the wealthy. 

Yes, the populists fear and hate the big businesses and Wall Street; but—and this is the heartening thing—
they have not let this turn them against capitalism and the free market. They seem truly to have taken in the 
point, long emphasized by libertarians and others, that big business is not the same thing as capitalism or 
the free market, that it is in fact often their enemy. Perhaps the Obama administration has finally driven this 
point home, as it has been an object lesson in how the party of big government is really in bed with big 
business, giving it all the bailouts and favors. So by this reckoning, the Tea Parties would be a very serious 
development in which anti-big business forces would finally join with anti-big government forces to create a 
genuine free-market party that would maximize the opportunities of the little guy—like this small-business 
owner from California. (Note, this YouTube clip has nearly 250,000 hits and 6,000 comments.) 

This video makes me emotional, because this woman represents an America that Tocqueville would have 
lauded. I will take her any day over the “educated class,” the bureaucratic mollusks and the defeatist sad 
sacks in Washington. I do think the Tea Partiers are political amateurs, but the content of their politics is 
deadly serious. The professional politicians will dismiss them at their peril. 

  
  
Contentions 
AP: Stimulus Is a Bust 
by Jennifer Rubin  

The stimulus money to be spent on infrastructure really did nothing to save or create jobs. That’s not a 
conservative talking point; that’s the AP: 

Ten months into President Barack Obama’s first economic stimulus plan, a surge in spending on roads and 
bridges has had no effect on local unemployment and only barely helped the beleaguered construction 
industry, an Associated Press analysis has found. 

Spend a lot or spend nothing at all, it didn’t matter, the AP analysis showed: Local unemployment rates rose 
and fell regardless of how much stimulus money Washington poured out for transportation, raising questions 
about Obama’s argument that more road money would address an “urgent need to accelerate job growth.” 

Obama wants a second stimulus, but what would be the point? (”AP’s analysis, which was reviewed by 
independent economists at five universities, showed that strategy hasn’t affected unemployment rates so 
far. And there’s concern it won’t work the second time.”) The reaction of economists is instructive: 

“My bottom line is, I’d be skeptical about putting too much more money into a second stimulus until we’ve 
seen broader effects from the first stimulus,” said Aaron Jackson, a Bentley University economist who 
reviewed AP’s analysis. 

Even within the construction industry, which stood to benefit most from transportation money, the AP’s 
analysis found there was nearly no connection between stimulus money and the number of construction 
workers hired or fired since Congress passed the recovery program. The effect was so small, one economist 
compared it to trying to move the Empire State Building by pushing against it. 

Nor are business people impressed. (”‘The stimulus has not benefited the working-class people of Marshall 
County at all,’ said Isaac Zimmerle, a local contractor who has seen his construction business slowly dry up 
since 2008. That year, he built 30 homes. But prospects this year look grim.”) But politicians love this stuff. 



Despite ample evidence to the contrary, they continue to parrot the same rhetoric. Economic adviser Jared 
Bernstein insists, “When you invest in this kind of infrastructure, you’re creating good jobs for people who 
need them.” But not really. 

What did we get for all this? Maybe some temporary jobs, especially in the public sector. But that’s a far cry 
from “creating” jobs. And we know by the unemployment figures that the Obami have been spectacularly 
unsuccessful in keeping unemployment to 8 percent, which they promised would be the result if Congress 
passed the stimulus plan. Maybe it’s time to stop repeating the same failed Keynesian policies and try 
something different. Lower taxes and fewer mandates on employers might be good for starters. But I think 
that’s not in the cards anytime soon. Well, not until the Democrats get really, really scared about the 2010 
elections. 

  
  
Contentions 
The Tax Lie 
by Jennifer Rubin  

You wonder how government officials do it. Self-respecting professionals who enjoyed a good reputation 
and seem like decent types come to Washington, go to work for an administration, and are required, as part 
of their job, to propound nonsense. More than nonsense, really — lies. A case in point is Christina Romer’s 
appearance on State of the Union. John King played for her a tape of then candidate Barack Obama, 
declaring: “I can make a firm pledge: Under my plan, no family making less than $250,000 a year will see 
any form of tax increase, not your income tax, not your payroll tax, not your capital gains taxes, not any of 
your taxes.” King and Romer then had this exchange: 

KING: Does that stand as we head into year two of the Obama administration and you try to make the 
difficult choices to start to bring the deficit under control? Does that promise still stand, not any of your taxes 
if you’re under $250,000? 

ROMER: I mean, yes. And let me talk, though, about the — the bigger issue, which is, you know, even — to 
the degree that we, of course, care deeply about the deficit, and you’re right. In 2010, that is going to be 
something very much that the president is focusing on and talking about. 

Say what? No taxes on those making less than $250,000. The Senate bill, which Obama seems to support, 
has plenty of them. The Cadillac tax on those with generous health-care plans is only one of them. (Here’s a 
handy list of all the proposed taxes on families making less than $250,000.) 

Romer seems like a nice lady, and her research before coming to the Obama administration is well regarded 
by conservatives and liberals alike. She does herself — and the administration she serves — a disservice to 
mislead the public. One wonders, given Romer’s comments, just how Obama and the rest of his minions 
are going to respond to the tax issue. Perhaps like the C-SPAN flip-flop, they’ll just refuse to talk about it. 

  
  
Telegraph Blogs, UK 
'This will be the warmest winter in living memory' – defiant Met Office staffer  
by Gerald Warner 

To think I placed an incredulity warning at the beginning of my previous post! How could I have foreseen this 
one coming? The whole “climate change” scenario has now assumed such Disneyland characteristics, it is 
impossible to keep pace with the escalating extravagance of the global warmists’ fantasies. We truly are in 
the territory where the lunatics have taken over the asylum. 



For those who missed it, I feel obliged to share the following gem from Dominic Lawson’s excellent piece on 
the Sunday Times Online yesterday. It provides a unique insight into the extent to which the Met Office, in its 
crusade to support the global warming scam, has lost touch with any sense of reality. Lawson quotes from a 
Met Office staffer’s internet posting to a newspaper last week: 

“This will be the warmest winter in living memory, the data has already been recorded. For your information, 
we take the highest 15 readings between November and March and then produce an average. As 
November was a very seasonally warm month, then all the data will come from those readings.” 

Beam me up, Scottie! The calm, insouciant pride with which this apparatchik casually reveals how the Met 
Office arrives at its fiddled climate statistics is a measure of the contempt felt by the warmist establishment 
for the mug punters who provide its funding. An average of the 15 highest readings is a meaningless 
statistic; nor is it, in any realistic sense, an average. An average is reached by taking the highest and the 
lowest figures and calculating the mean in between. 

How about factoring in the 15 lowest readings between November and March – recalling that one of those 
was –22.3C last week – and discovering from that what kind of winter, on average, we had? The situation is 
that, in contradiction of all true scientific method, the outcome has been predetermined (“the data has 
already been recorded”) and the task set is to cobble together any kind of ludicrous statistics that will 
support the myth of global warming. 

It is slowly dawning on the public that our lives are controlled by charlatans and buffoons. Our MPs are 
thieves and now our climate “scientists” are exposed as propagandists working solely to shore up a 
predetermined, but now universally discredited, thesis. There is more than climate at stake here. Until 
recently, scientists enjoyed the kind of authority that formerly attached to clergymen; now they are 
distrusted. One by one, the pillars of society are collapsing into a heap of contemptible rubble, with anarchic 
consequences to follow. 

This kind of outrageous imposture from once imposing and trusted public bodies invites derision and a 
vacuum of authority. The mainstream media, unless they come to their senses very quickly and unhitch 
themselves from complicity in the global warming scam, are similarly doomed to relegation. Meantime, enjoy 
“the warmest winter in living memory”. 

  
  
NY Times 
What About George? 
by Saki Knafo  

George Kramer sat hunched on his stool behind the counter of the small hardware store on Coney Island 
Avenue, gazing out the window at the passing traffic. He was bundled up in a heavy sweater, a maroon wool 
cap folded above his ears. Toward the back of the store, beyond Mr. Kramer’s field of vision, Isaac Abraham 
was rifling through a cabinet. Mr. Abraham, the store’s owner for many years, knows Mr. Kramer about as 
well as anybody, and he was about to give a demonstration. 

Quietly, he removed a faucet knob from the cabinet and hid it behind his back. Then he approached the 
counter and clapped it down with a flourish.  

Mr. Kramer gave it a perfunctory glance. “Gerber,” he said.  

“Gerber what?” asked Mr. Abraham. 

“Ninety-nine, eleven fifty-one.”  



Mr. Abraham turned over the package to show the catalog number: 99-1151. Mr. Kramer — George to me 
— is my second cousin, and he has worked at Kramer’s Hardware, in Flatbush, Brooklyn, for 58 years. He 
has a developmental disability, which is obvious to people who meet him, but he also has a rare and less 
apparent ability: Like the late Kim Peek, the inspiration for the film “Rain Man,” George, 71, has a powerful 
memory for dates and numbers and facts. If you tell him your birthday, he can tell you what day it will fall on 
two years in the future. He studies phone directories and atlases in his spare time. As one relative recently 
put it to me, “If you drop him in Oshkosh or anywhere, he’ll find his way home.”  

 

On the surface, a run-down hardware shop in Flatbush might seem an odd place for a person like George to 
thrive. But if you set aside the sheets of pegboard and the metal cabinets and the key-making machine, 
what is left are hundreds and hundreds of small, obscure utilitarian objects, many almost identical to the 
casual observer. George can identify each nut and bolt and screw on sight, as Mr. Abraham’s test was 
intended to show, and he knows where, exactly, in the store it is kept. He can tell you its cost. And he can 
tell you the name — and often the phone number — of the company that made it.  

His command of the inventory is such that Mr. Abraham has never had to invest in a computer to track it. 
“My reliance on him is mind-boggling,” Mr. Abraham said.  

That reliance began with a favor. Thirty years ago, Mr. Abraham took over the store from George’s father, 
David Kramer, who was worried about his son’s future. Mr. Abraham agreed to keep George employed until 
George was ready to retire, and when he transferred the store to a new owner about a year ago, his 
successor did the same. These owners well know of George’s value to the business; still, the fact that David 
ensured such a secure future for his disabled son is as striking a feature of Kramer’s Hardware as George’s 
memory. 

WHEN George was a child, his parents were told to put him in an institution. Though it’s not clear whether 
doctors gave him a precise diagnosis at that time, they said he would never be able to get along in society. 
His mother visited a couple of schools — including the Willowbrook State School on Staten Island, which 
later became notorious for its brutal treatment of residents — but ultimately they kept him at home. George’s 
younger brother, a copywriter in New Jersey, said George was eventually found to be mentally retarded but 
has not been examined for his disability since childhood.  



In retrospect, the choice his parents made may seem like an obvious one, but it went against the prevailing 
wisdom of the day, and it also raised a difficult question for them: Who would support their son after they 
were gone? 

David Kramer, whose father, Gdal, founded Kramer’s Hardware around 1930, started giving George small 
chores around the shop — moving the stock, taking out the garbage. According to the accounts of some of 
our relatives, George had been an unruly child, yet he proved an eager and reliable worker, and over time, 
his responsibilities multiplied.  

Three decades passed and Mr. Abraham, then a young Brooklyn entrepreneur, began expressing an 
interest in acquiring the store. By this time — 1979 — David was thinking seriously about retirement. “He 
was ready to teach me the business,” Mr. Abraham recalled, “but there was a ‘but’ — and this was a big ‘but’ 
— he wanted to make sure that George would be secure.” 

 

In 1979, Mr. Kramer's father decided he was ready to retire, and he turned the store over to Mr. Abraham, right. 
The elder Mr. Kramer asked Mr. Abraham to spend a few weeks hanging around the store. By the time that 
period was over, Mr. Abraham had come to realize that George was an ideal worker, honest and extremely 
punctual. 

George was now 41. He handled the phones, dealt with customers and counted the cash at the end of the 
night, and had long ago committed to memory the catalog number for every eye bolt and corner brace and 
turnbuckle. David asked Mr. Abraham to hang around the shop for a few weeks, and at the end of that 
period he sat Mr. Abraham down and asked him a pointed question: “What about George?” 

If David’s plan in requiring Mr. Abraham to spend time at the store had been to show him George’s value as 
an employee, it worked.  

“I saw that George was an asset,” Mr. Abraham said. “In the medical terminology they might call him autistic, 
but I immediately called him a genius.” 

Mr. Abraham promised David that he would never need to worry about his son, and he says he repeated the 
promise 12 years later, when David, on his deathbed, asked about George one last time. 



“If I shine shoes on Broadway,” Mr. Abraham said he told him, “he’ll be shining shoes next to me.” 

MR. Abraham has not had to resort to shining shoes, but his three decades owning the little neighborhood 
hardware store have not always been smooth. Kramer’s has narrowly survived several rough economic 
periods, and has contended with the arrival in Brooklyn of two huge competitors, Home Depot and Lowe’s, 
both of which have outlets within three miles of the store.  

Through it all, George has been an ideal worker: honest (perhaps because he is incapable of lying), 
uncomplaining and extremely punctual.  

 

Mr. Kramer's life revolves around routine. Every day, he opens and closes the store at exactly the same time. 

His routine is as inflexible as a brass-plated wood screw. Every day, without fail, he arrives in the 
neighborhood by bus at 7 a.m., an hour before the store opens. Every day, he eats breakfast in one of two 
places — a restaurant called La Guadalupana Taqueria Mexicana, next to Kramer’s, or a Dunkin’ Donuts a 
few blocks away. And every day, regardless of which place he patronizes, he orders the same thing: a bagel 
with cream cheese, coffee and orange juice — “the combo.” George raises the store gates at exactly 8 a.m. 
Most of the customers are building superintendents, and as they trickle in, they greet him playfully: “Hey, 
George, did you miss me?” “How’s your girlfriend, George?” Much to their amusement, he answers 
straightforwardly, with little inflection. “Yes, my friend,” he might say, or “No,” or “I don’t know.” 

At exactly 5 p.m., George lowers the gates and takes the bus down Coney Island Avenue to his home. He 
lives in one of several Brooklyn residences run by the Adult Retardates Center, a group for people with 
developmental disabilities that his parents helped found in the 1950s. He eats dinner with the other residents 
at 5:15, showers at 8 and goes to bed at exactly 11. His weekends are similarly scheduled, with visits to the 
Young Israel synagogue on Avenue J and to a recreational center — “the Club” — where he plays games, 
drinks Diet Cokes and dances with his companion of 21 years, who lives in one of the group’s other 
residences.  

Every year George sends out dozens of birthday cards to relatives; every year he calls to make sure the 
card has arrived on time. At family gatherings, which he begins talking about months in advance, he insists 
on taking a picture of every person at the table. His photo albums contain the most comprehensive record of 



my family that there is — thousands of unevenly framed snapshots documenting decades of Seders and 
Thanksgivings.  

And yet, as devoted as George is to these routines, it is difficult to say exactly why he performs them or how 
they affect him. He seldom makes eye contact. Hardly anyone has seen him laugh, or cry, and although he 
is often pronouncing things (mostly restaurants) good or bad — “Garden of Eat-In on Avenue J! That’s 
good!” — it is hard to know whether he is expressing genuine feelings or repeating opinions picked up from 
others.  

Most of the time, he is quiet. When he speaks, it is often to blurt out some phrase that has no apparent 
relevance. Only when he is pressed does it become clear that these utterances do, in fact, have meaning. 
“April 5th Monday night!” he shouted out one afternoon in December, prompting a request for an 
explanation. “I have to go shul April 5th,” he replied. “Mommy’s yahrzeit. That’s important. But electric bulbs 
only. No candles in the house. That’s dangerous.” 

Jews commemorate the anniversary of a person’s death, the yahrzeit, by lighting a candle or a ceremonial 
light bulb and reciting the mourner’s Kaddish during daily prayers. George’s mother died in 1985 and his 
father in 1991.  

He is the only member of the family who still marks their memory this way. 

TO the extent George does engage in conversation, much of that conversation centers on the past. “I’m 
reading a book about Ansonia clock factory on 420 13th Street,” he announced at the store one time. “Who 
lived there? Pop Kramer and Mom Kramer lived there.” 

Another time he got into an excited discussion with a customer over the pedigree of a local apartment 
building. George was excited, that is. The customer, a super, didn’t quite share his enthusiasm.  

“1620 Caton. Is it the big building?” asked George. 

“George!” said the super. “Write down 1620 and that’s it.” 

“1620 Caton Avenue,” George persisted. “I remember that building used to be Waxman brothers!” 

When George declares that the Waxman brothers owned this or that building, or that so-and-so lived at this 
or that address, it often seems as if he is rattling off an arbitrary, inconsequential piece of trivia. But these 
pieces of trivia, put together, form a jigsaw-puzzle picture of a world that exists more vividly in George’s 
mind than perhaps anywhere else. 

In the many years that George has worked at Kramer’s, Brooklyn has transformed around it: high-rises have 
shot up, new immigrant populations have swept in, and most of the people who grew up with him have died 
or moved to the suburbs. Old businesses are forever “going out,” in George’s phrase, and he announces the 
passing of each with a staccato shout: “Brandz for Less 1351 Coney Island Avenue is going out December 
31st!” “Bargain Hunters 1605 Avenue M closed up for good!”  

Amid all these closings and openings, George appears to have changed relatively little. He observes a host 
of customs that his parents taught him years ago, and many of the obscure facts that preoccupy him have 
been preoccupying him for ages. Even the store is sort of a time capsule. Almost all of its products were 
bought years back, from companies that no longer exist. Piled on the shelves in the rear are boxes and 
boxes of screws and bolts with old-fashioned labels reading “Sturdy Nut and Bolt Co., New York, N.Y.” and 
“Universal Screw and Bolt Co., N.Y. N.Y., U.S.A.,” relics from the city’s industrial past. 

At 71, though, George is slowing down. Mr. Abraham said that he did not expect him to last in the job much 
longer. “How long can he do it physically?” he said. “There were times two years ago where he wasn’t very 
well and I was under the full assumption that he was not going to make it back.”  



The business is slower, too. Perhaps because of the recession, the flow of customers is more like a trickle. 
The shelves are half empty, and the bottles of cleaning fluid are covered with dust. George typically spends 
a good part of each day sitting at the counter and leafing through hardware and restaurant supply catalogs, 
and occasionally reeling off facts about the various companies whose names are displayed on passing 
trucks (“Driscoll Foods! Clifton, New Jersey!”).  

Change has arrived at Kramer’s in one other way as well. Mr. Abraham, who had long served as an 
unelected advocate for Brooklyn’s Hasidic community, embarked in 2008 on a campaign for City Council. He 
ultimately lost, to Stephen Levin, but when he began his time-consuming bid, he handed off the business to 
a new owner, a 36-year-old friend of the family named Moshe Meyerson. 

  

In the evenings, Mr. Kramer heads home to a residence for people with developmental disabilities.  

So, what about George? Where did this transition leave him? Mr. Meyerson, noting how long George has 
been at Kramer’s Hardware, said, “He’s going to be there until he retires.” Given George’s age, Mr. 
Meyerson added, he imagined that might happen in three or four years.  

When I brought up the prospect of retirement with George, he told me that he, too, had been giving it some 
thought. But when I asked what he might do with his time, all he said was, “I don’t know yet.”  



      

He was facing away as he spoke, toward the store window, with its charmless view of Coney Island Avenue 
and the auto-body shops and apartment buildings beyond. As usual, it was impossible to know what he was 
thinking. Nevertheless, it seems likely that, someday soon, he will wake in the morning and have no gates to 
open, no customers to greet, no shovels or wrenches or Gerber faucets to sell. All of it will be gone.  

But not forgotten. 

  
  



 
  
  

 
  
  



 
  
  

 
  
 


