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INTRODUCTION

Manhattan Bay is the emerald of the West Coast. 
Some would be deceived by its name, calling it an extension of New York. Doesn’t it have high rises, sky scrapers, high rents, traffic congestion, the hard politics of political machines, and many New Yorkers who fled New York itself in a mad dash for Manhattan Bay’s refreshing weather? 
While there is some truth to this, it rules out the rich past of Manhattan Bay, named by a New Yorker, Silas York  in 1750. There were many immigrants who settled the city, coming from Central, Southern, and Eastern Europe. As soon as they embarked upon Ellis Island, they came westward to this beloved city. And people from all points of this country—and the world—flock to this beloved city to fulfill their dearest dreams!
As its present Mayor, I, Cary Camelot,  share its history.
I was not always rich and politically powerful , being raised by a single mother as a child. But, unlike many in this difficult situation, I got connected with some wealthy people, and started a business of my own which was quite successful—a tribute to this nation. 
If only those who were destitute would develop connections, they might not be in such dire straits today! I advise everyone at the poverty level to network at the earliest moment possible in their lives. If you are an infant, try to network with relatives and significant individuals outside your family. Even if you don’t make significant contacts, the practice is important! 
My associates have told me that, in fact,  some of the most significant political figures of our time started their careers in the crib. Parents and their friends  could not resist their responses and initiations in facial expressions and eye contact which began a sense of loyalty and obligation to the infant. In my opinion, these precocious infants make some of the best politicians in the country. Some have stated that this must have been the case with me. Naturally, I feel flattered when I hear this! 

Can I let you in on a secret about my past? I had to work my way through college at times, even though I had a football scholarship. So, in the summer, I was a barker in front of a topless bar on the main strip. (My other option was to be a vacuum cleaner salesman which did not have the glitz and glitter of the strip, The choice for me was obvious.) And I packed them in! Even wives were lured by me to accompany their husbands! One businessman, who was very influential in the city,  took me aside,  told me that I had a great future ahead of me, and to look him up when I graduated. 
And my boss! What a great guy! He took me aside one day and told me that he knew that I wanted to get ahead. And, putting his hand on my shoulder with a soft affectionate look on his usually jaded face, told me that if I ever needed a job as a barker at his establishment as a result of things taking a wrong curve,  to come back. He’d hire me in less than a second! I still choke up thinking about it. He was like a father to me. Naturally, he always gets a free meal at my former business that I sold, the Iron Stallion Restaurant. 
And you know what? I still have that barker’s voice which tries to lure the best and the brightest to Manhattan Bay! I have that job to thank for that!
Don’t I sound like a barker when I state that Manhattan Bay is going to do this and that—that we’ll bring the best to this town and make it the showpiece of the world? I always bob my head, and look as though I’m keeping time to disco music, as I utter these sales pitches. Now, don’t ask me how I’ll fulfill these promises or dreams or I’m out of there! 
But there’s also a glitch. The dancers at the bar seemed to know a lot about me, just by observing me.  Sometimes,  I had the feeling that they were seeing right through me! Topless dancers, yet!   I could never fool them. When I was campaigning for Mayor, one of them, now a law student, drove by my headquarters and yelled, “Get a life, Camelot!” I hope I never lock horns with her!  
My problem is that I can’t fool people like her! 
You know, there’s some people that you can fool all of the time, and there’s some that you can’t fool any of the time.
And she’s one of them!
I sure hope she isn’t an ideologue!
Because of the opposition, I face, I’m cautious and careful, covering all the bases I can. I don’t forget my roots. Everyday, I realize that,  if I really foul up and betray my backers, I’ll be at the bottom of the heap. And believe me, this won’t happen. Not to Cary Camelot!
My hope is to make Manhattan Bay a beacon and magnet to the world, attracting the best minds and the most creative people. I should qualify that. I don’t want poets, artists, and other alienated folks coming to the city. When I say creative, I mean those who have great business and professional ideas that yield profits and big dollars which count toward a tax base. In fact, I’m driving the artists, poets, creative souls, and free spirits out of Manhattan Bay with condo conversions, lofts, high rents, and a business climate that will stop those minds from ticking! Sure, we’ll erect statues to them and name streets after them, even recruit them for poetry readings at dirt wages. But they belong to the past.
	My ideal citizen of Manhattan Bay is someone who earns a high income,  votes for my political slate, rides public transportation without complaining, and always has coffee at Starbuck’s.  These are the law abiding, tax paying citizens that we seek for this city.  And, if they wish, I have no objection to them running for public office.  In fact, I might even endorse them.
	We don’t want ideologues who create trouble.
	They did that to me in the last election.
	I spent millions of dollars to win, some say buy, that election. It was something I had my heart set on since I was twelve years old. And no one was going to take that prize away from me!
	The former President of the United States, the former Vice President of the United States, and even the Republican Party were recruited in my behalf. In respect to the latter, when you fight to win, anything goes! 
	You should have seen the opposition. People on the street corners with signs endorsing my opponent. And they were young and idealistic as well—those whom I wished had supported me! Everytime I saw them, my blood froze and my stomach twinged.  It wasn’t only the political danger that they represented; it was their arousing forbidden feelings of rebellion in me, something I fear and repress. It’s what the artists and poets express; there is a forbidden beauty about it—and them. This is a point that I’ll have to return to at a later time. But it’s an important phenomena and problem that affects many people in power.
Naturally, the ideologues, my greatest opponents and the people that I would like to drive out of my beloved city, were also  involved. 
	But, as luck and the downtown business interests would have it, I squeaked by with 10, 000 votes.  
	The city was saved and safe for the political process and our business climate. 
	But it was close.
	I should comment further on ideologues. 
	But before I do, I should define what an ideologue is: someone to the right or the left of the Manhattan Bay Restaurant Association.
	I don’t like extremes of the right or the left. The ideologues of the left fought my plans for the homeless and my ideas for housing development. They are not to be underestimated. In addition to being idealistic, many of them are quite intelligent, posing a real threat. Naturally, I try to marginalize them in debate and dialogue. The harsh reality is that I am an ideologue of the center which is the safe way to do politics these days.  While this philosophy may have cost us the last two national elections, it has greatly helped me consolidate my power as Mayor,  despite the ferocious opposition that I faced running for office.
	That, in a nutshell, is what I am about. 
	The essays in this collection are based on speeches delivered during my electoral campaign and first term in office. 
Hopefully, they will contribute to the debate in the political arena, and even  encourage people to vote for me in the next election.	
I am proud to share them with you.
  In this pamphlet, I will review the chief problems that I see facing our great city: 1) the homeless; 2) the civil service system and the city workforce; 3) public transportation; and 4) housing. I will touch upon other topics as well. But these are the main points of interest and concern.
	Thank you for your audience, and I hope that you find my ideas expressed in these pages fruitful.


CHAPTER 1
THE HOMELESS

People are upset about the homeless. I hear it all the time. They’re dirty, they steal grocery carts, they stink, and they keep hitting people up for cash, breaking up a peaceful day—or making a bad one more stressful. These things got to me too.
	But one thing really got to me.
            Before I held public office, I saw a homeless person pushing his cart in front of my restaurant,  The Iron Stallion. (There now is a chain of these restaurants, since I’ve divested my ownership. I’m really proud of my success, thanks to my contacts in The Manhattan Bay Chamber of Finance and Industry.I should also note that some people call me, “The Iron Stallion.” Some call me, “IS” for short.) 
           I felt very uneasy, looking at that person who represented the homeless of Manhattan Bay.
           Wasn’t he turning away business? Wasn’t he an impediment to our business climate?  What if he collapsed in front of The Iron Stallion? Wouldn’t that drive away customers and even hurt my political ambitions? 
            This was also disturbing to others in the community, especially to right wing ideologues who represent an extreme that I am adverse to. 
            One of them wrote a proposition: Proposition NN which is printed below to show its heartlessness and callousness. I prefer shelters to giving cash to the homeless. More of that later. But here is the proposed Proposition NN:	

BOOM! BOOM! BOOM!
BOOM! BOOM! BOOM!
VOTE YES ON NN!
      Imagine this! Throughout the neighborhoods, one hears “Seigfried’s Funeral March,”
“Glory of Prussia,” “I’m Proud to be an American” or “This is My Country” over loudspeakers on a pickup truck with gun toting men wearing ski masks.



They stop at a homeless encampment, get out of their vehicle, and surround the homeless.
The leader of the group discharges his weapon into the air with the ominous sounds: “Boom!
Boom! Boom!”

They are heard for blocks.

In panic, the street people flee to all points of the earth, leaving everything behind, and ready to start their lives anew elsewhere.

It finally reaches the point that whenever the music is heard, it serves as a warning with the homeless fleeing before any gunshots are fired.

The proposal to apply General Assistance to shelter payments for the homeless seems too liberal and too indulgent for those on the street. We will coddle people in shelters, and their operators will be spoon fed oodles of taxpayers’ money to take care of them.

Why not banish the homeless from Manhattan Bay forever with a cost effective plan?

Isn’t a bullet cheaper than a bed in a homeless shelter?

The gunmen will be National Rifle Association members who will work on a voluntary basis at no cost to the taxpayers. They will come from all places in California or even out of the State. We don’t pretend to know their backgrounds, and, frankly, why should we? Out of their own resources and with their own enthusiasm, they are providing these services to our city at no cost.

What of the shelter operators, close to City Hall,  who were looking for a windfall from the old proposal to put up subsidized homeless people in our shelters? If they’re hard up for cash, they can go on General Assistance themselves. If they’re lucky, they can get Social Supplemental Payments from Social Security.

The money saved will go back to the General Fund, and can be used by the Mayor to hire more administrative assistants and attorneys to fight potential lawsuits and namby pamby protestors. There will always be cry babies.

To be sure, there are some inconveniences. The neighbors will be woken up by speakers and gunshots in the wee hours of the morning. And the police won’t be able to distinguish NRA gunfire from criminal use of weapons. And maybe some people won’t listen to Richard Wagner’s music after it is played on the speakers of the trucks. But get real! There never is a free lunch!

This is a hard ball way of dealing with vagrants and a problem that haunts our streets and minds, perhaps to the point of guilt.

Don’t give into this.

Fight any doubts that you have with gunfire!
        Let’s clear the streets quickly and efficiently with no cost to you or other taxpayers!

Boom! Boom! Boom!
BULLETS NOT SHELTERS!
YES ON NN!

          Can you imagine the feelings that my staff and I had with the proposal of this rightwing ideologue, a man who served as a mercenary in foreign lands and was hired by private contractors?  
          Ofcourse, some of us shared some of his sentiments. But we disapproved of his methods. 
           Ironically, our moderation in the face of this man’s extremism helped sell our plan.
          This moderation was also based in reality.  This well meaning, but fanatical proponent, attempted the plan in a small town in Colorado. When one of the gunmen fired the warning shots, a homeless man and former serviceman,  had his traumatic experience of combat reawakened, and lunged at the frightened shooter. The whole group of masked gunmen sped away in panic and was never heard from again.  Needless to say, their credibility was ruined—something I cannot afford in public office.
           Our proposal for Shelters with Care looked caring and humane by contrast to people shocked by Boom! Boom! Boom!  Bullets Not Shelters!  And the majority of voters ignored the ideologues who portrayed my proposal as inhumane. We won handsomely at the polls. 
          We finally hired a man who had a strange, checkered past who was ideal for the job—Marvin Matrix, former director of the Bureau of Social Services and administrator of the Envelopment Program which also addressed the problems of homelessness.
         I do have to describe Marvin’s history. As Director of the Bureau, he was not liked by his staff as a whole. He was against salary increases, and pretty much followed the agenda of the former Mayor, subscribing to his desire to downsize government services. Eventually, he was forced out.
        But Marvin wouldn’t give in to the request for his resignation. On the day he was supposed to leave, he barricaded himself in his office with a Thompson submachine gun.  One staff member remembers him looking at his weapon affectionately and declaring, “You’re the only friend and support system in the world that I have!” It should be noted that he had a foster child with him as protection.
        How did the police finally dislodge Marvin? They finally enlisted an attack dog to attack him. Sure, Marvin was shrieking in agony and dropped his gun with the child running for safety and security toward the police. The dog even licked the boy’s face affectionately. And Marvin had to undergo psychiatric treatment.               
        But I interviewed Marvin and had the irrestible sense of his potential, and eventually recruited him for my Shelters with Care program.  Despite his past and criticism, I think he’s a great guy.  I agree with Marvy’s thinking, in many respects, but not some of his methods. I do think that he has the welfare of the city—and its business climate—at heart. But, at times, I have to quell his enthusiasm. I don’t really mind this. I’d love to have more Marvys in my administration.
Now, I have to be candid about the homeless. Why did I go after the homeless? As you may know, bullies pick their targets carefully as to their capabilities of fighting back. Now, I’m not a bully. But I do have to choose my targets and priorities carefully. The homeless, in so many ways, are ideal. As a group, they don’t really organize themselves when they are attacked. Have you ever seen a homeless person testify before the Board of Supervisors? They don’t have  a political lobby like the downtown business interests. And they aren’t liked very much. This is ideal for someone running for office. 
People ask me if I’m for the underdog. I am if they serve a political purpose as the homeless. Didn’t I use this group as a means of running for office and being elected as Mayor? As for my political base, it’s old Manhattan Bay wealth and the young generation of entrepreneurs—the guys you carouse with on weekends—that put me in office.  What do I have in common with some poor working stiff? 
And what do you do about homelessness? Some people would like to drop them in the bay or even line them up and shoot them. But this, ofcourse, would result in public outcry as a crime against decency and humanity. You might even have the United Nations attack you for crimes against human rights. And this would tarnish the image of Manhattan Bay as a city of humanity. So, you have to steer a middle course. You don’t physically attack them.  But you do come up with a scheme that appeals to people’s meanness while masking it in concern, even in a sense of compassion and social justice.  You’re actually applying the principles of almshouses and the oppressive workhouses of colonial times. But you hope that people won’t catch on. Usually, you’re lucky.
Another trick is the smoke and mirrors on the shelters and the beds. Yes, we do put welfare recipients into shelters and hotels. But we also kick out those who are homeless and not on welfare. Naturally, it looks good on statistics, and my supporters, and even some liberals, praise my efforts. But all you have to do is scratch the surface for the real facts. Naturally, I keep three feet ahead of my opponents and no one, or nearly no one,  catches and sees through the blind. But you can never be absolutely sure! Always cover yourself!
Now, we also developed another plan last year—the repatriation program, better known as “Home Again!”  We return homeless people back to the cities and towns where they came from. First, we search for them, and then subject them to counseling.  It should be noted that this counseling is creative, some would even say that it is coercive. We point out that life is difficult in Manhattan Bay, and that they could be under Shelters with Care for the whole time that they reside here.  We accentuate the negative, are somewhat coercive, but quite sympathetic to their plight, accentuating the joys of living in their old home town. 
But officials of the homeless individual’s former place of residence are unhappy that we don’t have adequate plans for return.  True, the plan of return is quick and dirty with some followup. But it does get them out of the city and is cost-effective. And if those officials complain, tough!  I want them out, even if I have to drop them out of airplanes—with a parachute, ofcourse!

The neat thing about the homeless problem is that it doesn’t go away. Have you noticed the same people on your street, lately? They’re not being looked after. And they probably won’t be. But it can always be claimed that progress has been made and still more effort is needed. Ofcourse, the effort will always be needed. In the meantime, I can claim progress, and hustle for more support and funds. And this can go on for the rest of my life.  We’ll always be locked in the struggle against homelessness—and the homeless.
I must note in passing that the homeless on General Assistance aren’t very good sports. Sure, we took most of their grant away to apply toward housing, and left them with some spare change for the whole month. But is that any reason to refuse housing? True, I wouldn’t stay in some of those places myself—and never have. But is that reason to refuse shelter?  You just can’t please everybody.
Actually, I haven’t been funding shelters either, and some have closed down. And where do those in shelters go? Well…They haven’t left town.  You just might see them on your street corner or in the park.  So, be nice to them. But I’ll be damned if I allow them in front of the Iron Stallion Restaurant!
Ofcourse, another problem is condominium conversions from apartment houses and throwing tenants into the street. That could add to the homeless population. On the other hand, its growth could add to the problem, justifying my programs. Just thinking out loud, folks!  
Then again, if the homeless don’t go to the housing we want to send them to, why not put Ellis Act evictees into them? Another brainstorm!
You may not like my reasoning or intentions. But this is politics. And, if you can’t stand the heat, stay out of the kitchen. But do vote for me!
This does have a price. I’ve had to physically flee demonstrators against my plans when I have attempted to speak publicly. Even members of the clergy oppose me. Nothing is more formidable than those young, idealistic faces of those who are not even 20 years younger than me!  I avoided all of this when I went to college. No one ever caught me carrying a picket sign in my youth. Not Cary Camelot!  I decided during those years to make a cool million with the possibility of running for public office. I have my business and political contacts to thank for this. They never lost faith in me.  Whenever I had the urge to protest, they always kept me focused on my career goals. The most radical thing I ever said in college was, “Pass the salt!” The FBI will never investigate me for that!
One cynical ideologue stated that I want to have people die in the shelters and not in the streets where it would mess up the business climate. Such a cruel comment! People do die in shelters. But that’s by coincidence. 
Unfortunately, groups that have been serving the homeless for years have opposed me, and they don’t go away. Naturally, I stigmatize them, and give the impression of being accommodating to all sides—except the ideologues. 
A question has been raised about the evictions presently on the rise in our city for the purpose of building condominums: Will those evicted be eligible for Shelters with Care? I really can’t say. A lot will depend on the demand for housing, those remaining in the city, and the resources that we have. The problem of housing and evictions will be reviewed in a later chapter. Suffice it to say that housing, evictions, and shelters are part of my great hope and plans for Manhattan Bay. Nothing must interfere with this great vision.


















CHAPTER2
CIVIL SERVICE AND CITY WORKERS

I  support workers and the unions. I really do.
That was me on the picket lines for the hotel and hospital workers. And the picketers cheered me.
I don’t mind at all, going to bat for labor—as long as those on the line don’t work for me.
Isn’t that fair, after all? Not in my back yard or on my watch.
Business has always complained that we have more civil service workers in our municipality than in any other jurisdiction. 
It led me to think: If there were less police, wouldn’t there be less crime? If there were less firehouses, wouldn’t there be less fires? If there were less doctors, wouldn’t there be less sickness? If there were less social workers, wouldn’t there be less poverty? If there were less people in business, wouldn’t there be less recessions—or less economic problems?
This is why I am attempting to reduce the city work force, and have cut the city payroll already. 
Sure, I’ve cost a lot of heartache, and have driven workers and their families to despair. But we have to balance the city budget.
In the meantime, I have hired more people at six digit salaries. This is because we are trying to attract the most qualified people, although it doesn’t work out that way. And try to get them out once you do this! 
I’d like to be frank and honest with you. I’m Cary Camelot, warts and all.
I supported the State workers against the Governor’s repressive propositions on the ballot that would impact negatively on nurses, teachers, firemen, police, and other government employees. I also supported the hospital and hotel workers, because I really had nothing to lose.
But now that the groups have done reasonably well on the whole, what is to stop them from criticizing me if I come down on my own work force? They call me “Governor Lite” and other nasty names. 
When I looked at the results from the State election, I was petrified. What happened to the Governor could happen to me! What if I crossed the line? I thought: Cary Camelot, that could be you!
I’ve got a job to do which is to reduce the size of government—the agenda of local business interests. And this may get in my way. 
So, I’m caught between a rock and a hard place which all the charm in the world can’t free me from. Governor Groper tried that in the last special election and he wound up with egg on his face. 
Not me if I can help it!
And the ideologues are waiting for me! They want me to fall down. And I can’t let them have their way. 
So, what am I trying to do to civil servants? As you know, they have certain guarantees and certain privileges that impair hiring, firing, and work performance. You cannot implement the drastic, necessary measures needed in today’s global economy without waiving rights of due cause. These restrictions damage productivity which upsets the business organizations in Manhattan Bay. They upset me, too. 
If I had my way, I’d implement the necessary changes with the sweep of my hand! 
And to clarify my stance on labor, I should note that I did agree to the minimum wage law which raised the minimum wage—at the last moment.  And—I think it must be applied selectively at each work setting, especially the Iron Stallion Restaurant,  my old business where I made a million,  for waiters and their tips. 
Organized labor is an obstacle, notably the government unions.
I tried to buy them off with grand plans for retirement benefits in exchange for pay deductions for retirement. But they didn’t go for it. They’re smarter than I thought. I should have taken my lesson from Governor Groper, a former muscle man and movie star whose star is sinking in the political sky. He got by with his smile and exuded conference. But it all caught up with him when he tried to implement anti-employee and union measures. That’s why I freaked out in front of the TV when I saw what happened to him!
And I’ll share a hard political fact with you: There are some people you can’t fool at any time! The best you can do is isolate them, and call them ideologues which many of them are, ofcourse.
Marches on picket lines for workers who don’t work for the city won’t cut it anymore. What can I do?
Now some of the managers and owners of the hospitals and hotels sneer at me and call me a hypocrite. “You march for our workers and not for yours. And how did you treat  your help at the Iron Stallion, Camelot?” they deride. 
Okay, they have a point. But I dare them to march on a picket line for city workers! Gotcha!
It’s a real problem with labor. We don’t particular like them, but need them. They cost us money. But it will be a cold day in Hell before we do any of their work! 
But you have to applaud their efforts, sympathize with them, freeze their wages and benefits, and lay them off at the same time.
Quite a juggling act.
I need to reform Civil Service so we can hire more effectively and efficiently, and to be frank with you—hire the people we want.
Now, you may say that this is like Tammany Hall of the 19th century.
I take offense at that.
Do you see me smoking cigars with my feet on the table in a smoke filled back room?
No.
You see me in my limo, attending society events, throwing baseballs at the ball park, and always well dressed to the nines. Does that look like Tammany Hall?
You could say that it is, in essence.
But it doesn’t look like it. 
Yes, I have been coached by some of the greatest media experts. You have to.  Remember when Tony Blair, running for Prime Minister in Great Britain,  flew to Washington for lessons from Bill Clinton? It really paid off.  Same with me. 
Now, I have to get a bit nostalgic. A Mayor, some 30 years back, was very crafty and slick in his relationship with labor. Man, was he cool! (I was in diapers at the time.)
He actually maneuvered the unions into striking, drained their energy, came up with a lousy settlement that even I wouldn’t have signed, and then sapped the morale of the city workers.
Twice he did this!
And the second time around, the settlement of their nine day strike was essentially the same as the agreement reached on the second day!
Can you dig it?
To cap it off, the concessions that he demanded of the work force would be impossible to extract, because Civil Service regulations precluded such takeaways! Oh, the union bosses didn’t know—or did know. But they relied on City Hall for any clout that they had. So, they shut up.
Ofcourse, I want to change Civil Service, as stated above. But I wish that I could be like that old Mayor. Was he good!  And I don’t think that he was a basketball aficionado!
Now, I will probably administer a new dose of the poison pill—better known as layoffs.  Ofcourse, I’ll have a heavy heart. But a Mayor’s got to do what a Mayor’s got to do.  To bolster my courage, I’ll probably watch Gary Cooper in that old film, High Noon.  The difference between that movie and me is that I’ll have the gun and they’ll be defenseless. But what do you expect in city government?  
Now, something came up a few weeks ago that scared the dickens out of me. In France, it was proposed that youths under 26 could be fired without cause for the first two years of employment. This legislation was sold on the grounds that it would improve employment opportunities for youths. No one went for it. (Frankly, if I were a young Frenchman, I wouldn’t buy in, either.) The ensuing reaction was demonstrations with the whole nation being up in arms. Finally, the Government caved in, and reversed the legislation. It’s fair to say that those who rose up were not ideologues. But I fear them just as much, if not more!
The ways things are in this country it could never happen. 
Or could it?
The prospect scares me. 
But I’ll get through it somehow.
If I succeed, maybe Governor Groper will envy me.  
But there’s a difference between he and I.
He smokes cigars and lifts weights. I play basketball and no cigars. We also belong to different political parties. 
And I like to play politics in the same way that I played football.  When I bring staff and ask them to speak at public functions, I think and act as though I’m passing the ball (some would say “passing the buck”) to them.  It’s a football game with one side winning and one side losing.  And, frankly, a lot of the time it’s you! It’s the raw fact of politics and life!  
If you’re young and under 18, note this well,  and prepare yourselves for the real world!
By the way, I take great pride in the Camelot Hustle.  After a public engagement, I dash to the door faster than anyone in the world!  NFL backfields or Olympic sprinters can’t rival how quick I get to the door! Sure, the press is following me, but I lose those angry citizens in the process.  
Ronald Reagan waved goodbye and ignored the Press.  George W. Bush gives them the brushoff. Me, I just bolt for the door.  I developed my athletic skill by running for office, running my office, and running from office!  I’ll bet that football coaches will want to learn my skill so that their players can get to the ball faster. But my secret is running away from the ball, the responsibilities of public office, and there may be some conflict of goals between us.  We’ll cross that bridge when we come to it.
(I should add that I am thinking of writing a book and conducting athletic clinics on how to run as fast as I do from the public.  The secret, ofcourse, is political necessity. I’m covering myself. But, come to think of it, if athletes had this  mental set combined with their natural abilities, they’d be stars in the NFL and in the sprints in the Olympics. Perhaps, there’s money in this somewhere  by training them to do the Camelot Dash. Should I contribute the revenue to the city or keep it for my campaign fund? I’d better discuss this with my staff and political consultants.  This, ofcourse, is a digression which I wish to share.)
Baby, I’m untouchable.  I’ll never answer your mail unless you donated to my campaign or are quite powerful.  
As a politician, I will always listen to someone with juice.  It’s a question of principle—and reality—with me.
I always like to think that I represent the youth of today in their aspirations to hitch their wagon to a star for success.  
I love their life style, their wealth, their parties, and especially their money and votes.
We are the future of Manhattan Bay!
Back to the city work force. I should note that something new is in the works. 
True, I do fear and despair of what might happen to me if workers rise up. But, now that I think of it, there does exist a prospect of change.
Presently, there are contract negotiations between the city workers, their unions, and us, the management. And my staff and advisors tell me that we might be able to accomplish by negotiations what we could not do by rule change in Civil Service or by ballot. In other words, we’re asking the workers to surrender a heck of a lot in contract negotiations. Boy, I wish I could have done this when I ran the Iron Stallion Restaurant!  Maybe, those salaried officials could have helped me in getting the workers to give up their rights and benefits. Frankly, I hated my staff so much that it never came to mind. And “Harry The Vampire”, the nickname given the business agent by the workers, could have worked with me. He pleaded with me to work out a deal. But I folded my arms in defiance.  Frankly, I’m going to write a letter of apology to this guy. He clearly was ahead of his time. 
Anyway, back to these negotiations. If we can persuade—or coerce—the negotiating team to agree to givebacks in health care and make salary increases contingent on performance, we’ve accomplished a lot.
Now, some are going to protest that without additional safeguards they’ll be at the mercy of an insane supervisor. Grow up! This is the real world. Besides, I like some of these insane supervisors! They form some of my staff, and I’m proud of them! 
If you can’t take the heat, get out of the kitchen!
No one asked these guys or girls to work for the city. So what if the guy is pushy or nasty? There are mean bosses everywhere! And, frankly, there are hundreds of people in the city work force who don’t belong there.  You might ask: some people on my staff? Hey! You’re treading on dangerous ground when you ask that! Those whom I appoint and hire are not fair game! Okay?
Now, there might be some concern about lower productivity as a result of  these supervisors. But I frankly don’t disapprove of their stick approach. Some nights, I dream of them using cattle prods. But those are only dreams! Don’t get excited! We all have dreams! 
There’s one guy who is  fantastic: Cyrus Chronos!
Cy would get up at 3:30am, due to insomnia, and go across the bridge to the suburbs. At 5:30 in the morning, he would honk his horn in front of the home of a worker who had been five minutes late all week. If the worker did not get out of his home, he would tell the worker by loudspeaker to get dressed. If there still was no response, he would bark into the loudspeaker: “Move it!”
Well, the unappreciative neighbors, who didn’t grasp Cy’s sense of mission, complained to the local police who approached Cy and told him to cease his behavior. 
Cy stubbornly resisted and was incarcerated.
And who shows up to interview Cy?
Colombo!
In his usual investigative style, he began to put pressure on Cy. “Golly, Sir! I just know that you’re a conscientious man, trying to do his job, just like we do as law enforcement officers. But couldn’t you go for a swim, a jog, or work out at a 24 hour gym? I don’t want to keep you here. But you have to promise not to wake up the neighbors.”
“Hey, Colombo!” he shot back, “We have to get the work out, and we have a bunch of laggards in our agency! We don’t have time to coddle those who are lax! Don’t you treat your police force the same way?”
Colombo scratched his head. “Golly, Sir. I wish you hadn’t said that. I’ll have to keep you here for the peace of the community.”
And all that Chronos could do was scream behind bars: “Is anyone out there?”
Eventually, he had to agree to knock off the early morning honking to get released. But the man must be complemented on his integrity for his desire to maintain discipline and control the workforce—something that I, and those who put me in office, desperately seek.
And sometimes, administrators have it tough.
Take Marvin Matrix.
He was so unpopular in the Bureau of Social Services that the previous Mayor forced him to resign.  
Prior to leaving, he reiterated his position that the chief administrator respects the assistant director who is accountable to him. This goes down the line to the social worker who respects the client who is accountable to him.  This philosophy is based on feudal times which has cast its shadow on the Bureau.
Well, at Marv’s retirement dinner,  a short, slender man with hunched shoulders and weak voice repeated Marvy’s directive, but then meekly asked: “Mr. Matrix, when have you been accountable to us?”
Marvy had a hissy fit!
He lunged at the social worker, and screamed: “You picked on the wrong welfare director, Sonny!”
Naturally, he was held back, and order was restored. But the evening wasn’t quite the same. 
And can you believe it? Some were actually sympathetic to the man who asked Marvy an embarrassing question at his retirement dinner.  
It was so tactless!  
What nerve!
True, he was a meek man who never spoke up or challenged authority, except on this one occasion. And Marvy always greeted him with arrogance, swagger, and contempt. But that’s beside the point. 

I shouldn’t be writing this, but I have to tell you a secret about the budgeting for Manhattan Bay. 
We once had a Controller named Sonny Swath who went a little cuckoo after his house burned down; this was due to the cutbacks in fire stations that he approved.
Okay, so we needed a new guy. And what a guy he is! 
His name is Dorian Dracula. 
Dorian claims that he is descended from Count Dracula of Transylvania. And he’s a little strange. He stated that he doesn’t go after blood but workers’ salaries and benefits which allows him to perpetuate himself and fund big salaries for city bosses. We like the arrangement.
But there’s something eerie about the situation. He never goes home, and sleeps in a special coffin resembling a large ledger pad. His assistants do the same, and frankly they do look a little anorexic.  And people in the building and the neighborhood hear these strange sounds at midnight. Even criminals are frightened. But the crime rate has dropped within a mile radius of the building.
Still, I tolerate differences—a tradition of Manhattan Bay. And just so they come up with statistics and figures that justify the slashing of jobs and the increase in salaries and jobs of management, I don’t really care.
Something odd about Dorian, though. When he meets members of the Board of Supervisors, he gives them a hypnotic stare which causes them to adhere to his beliefs and obey his commands. Even the Manhattan Bay Chamber of Finance and Industry sometimes take their orders from him. One time he told them outright with a strange stare in his eyes, “The workers of this city and their salaries are my blood! I must replenish it by my financial proposals and actions every year! Because you wish to drain them of their money, your goals are similar to mine!” When these businessmen heard this, some laughed and some cringed. But eventually all came around to Dorian’s position. They simply didn’t want to get into trouble. Frankly, he sometimes scares me, too!  But it takes all kinds to make Manhattan Bay work!
I’ll never forget the time I brought Dorian a mirror in appreciation for his work. I held it up to his face and he cringed; he could see no reflection in the mirror. This is because of his vampire ancestry and descent. 
Frankly, I’m afraid to look in a mirror, because I might not see a reflection either!
But, thinking about that and the questions that are raised, I don’t want to go there!
Another tale of management sacrifice:
As you know, there is an annual Bring Your Daughter to Work Day. One worker did exactly that with trying results for a supervisor named Constantine Caligula.
It should be noted that Constantine is strict, maintaining control of those under him, and observes the strictest rules of accountability. One has to admit that he gets carried away at times.
On the day a subordinate brought his daughter to work, he begin berating the subordinate in front of his daughter, making the young girl upset.
She screamed: “What are you doing to my father?”
He replied that she and the worker were fortunate, because, in some countries, people in the subordinate’s position could be shot in front of their kids.
Terrified and, perhaps, frustrated, she began hitting him in the leg.
Mr. Caligula, in a manner that did honor to management, did not respond.
Then, she bit him in the leg.
Mr. Caligula was hospitalized for blood poisoning.
But he did receive a letter from the subordinate which is worth quoting:
Dear Mr. Caligula:

We are so grateful to you for saving our dental bills.
Our daughter, in the process of biting your leg, lost a tooth which was infected, and saved us a costly trip to the dentist.
We are so appreciative of you sparing us dental costs, and wish to express our appreciation.
Thanks for being a good sport in the whole matter.

Sincerely,
Name Withheld

	Now, you might be angry at the little girl and her father.  Frankly, I might have punched him out---secretly, and given the daughter no allowance for a year. But Constantine Caligula is a gracious man.  True, he swore a blue streak upon receiving the letter—in private.  But publicly, he does not show his feelings, appearing to be understanding and forgiving.  Needless to say, this is a strategy for his plan of  retribution which has my full blessing. We’ll simply do it privately without the scrutiny of the Press.
	For your information: Constantine is not a good sport about these things. And neither am I.
	






























CHAPTER 3
PUBLIC TRANSPORTATION

The Manhattan Bay Transportation Authority has quite a history. Nearly a hundred years old,  it has been one of the foundations of our city. When you see the old streetcars in the museum, you get a sense of nostalgia. It was a very important part of daily life in the last century, as it is now. 
But now, public transportation is not so great. You can see this in the rush hour crowds, late buses, breakdowns in service,  and accidents. 
How were we to confront this problem, keeping the downtown business interests in mind? 
Well, there was a group of concerned riders, RESCUE MBTA!,  that developed many fine ideas and even floated a proposition for improved service that passed.  
How could I make this situation work for me? 
Enter the new MBTA boss, Mike Scorch. “Scorchy”, as he loved to be called (I sometimes called him “Scorchy Torchy” for his cutting of services and jobs) was just what the doctor ordered!  Scorchy busted the unions on the East Coast, and he was quite adept at dealing with his opponents, especially by not fully answering questions.  He actually looked like a juvenile delinquent dodging questions from the police or his probation officer. And he brought some of his entourage from his previous job with him.
I remember Scorchy’s first public speech. He stated, in the darkness of the January weather, that he would have all riders home by Christmas.  Those handpicked people in the audience cheered!  This included the business community, my political stooges, MBTA aficionados who collect pictures of old Manhattan Bay streetcars, and members of RESCUE MBTA!  More about them below.
What a choice and what a political recipe! RESCUE MBTA!—then, a riders advocacy group—was magnetized by him from the beginning, and eventually changed their name to “Rescue Scorchy”.  They put through the proposition to Scorchy’s benefit which resulted in higher fares but not the reliability of service that the new law mandated. That still hasn’t happened to this day. But we got what we wanted.
We awarded some political plums to RESCUE SCORCHY! to shut them up, and they support me and the MBTA to the hilt and betrayal of riders.
There’s another group that supports MBTA and me, and they think that they and I are so hip and on the cutting edge of politics: The Lightcrasher coalition.
I’m referring to the bikers that can go through red lights without getting ticketed.
These bike riders are the representatives of the up and coming generation.
And they show it!
After one elderly pedestrian was nearly run over by one of them and protested, the self assured biker made an obscene gesture in return.
Such assurance!
When did you ever hear of a biker being ticketed. Not in my town!  And they do support me. 
Is going through a red light on a bike really all that bad? Even Scorchy Torchy did it—and admitted it,  in so many words in public.
But he did run into a problem. Crashing a red light, he almost ran over one of my top administrative assistants. I was furious, ofcourse, and read the riot act to him with the admonition that he never do this again. We had an agreement: he could crash the red lights. But he had to see who was in the intersection. My guys had to be safe from him.
All you other bikers, take note! Don’t mess with my guys when you crash the lights!
And don’t do it to me!
There was an incident that should give the bikers food for thought.
A stockbroker was hurrying to make a deal, and ran in the intersection when the green light flashed. Now, a Lightcrasher sped through the red light a few feet in front of the stockbroker who knocked him down off the bike by sheer running speed and bulk. The broker kept running so that he didn’t miss his appointment with a client, leaving the biker dazed on the street.  I should note that the stockbroker was an NFL running back. So, you bikers better take note!
Another group supportive of MBTA are the pickpockets. They love public transportation, especially when it’s crowded. And how many pickpockets have the police arrested? 
All MBTA does is warn people to beware of them. It’s like saying to someone to beware of being attacked when there are no police around.
Now, the ideologues were resisting the fare hikes and service cuts. We had to postpone them for months, due to their opposition. Who would think that they had such clout?
Finally, we won out by convincing some crucial votes on the Board of Supervisors. 
You could ask me bluntly, “Would you ever ride MBTA?”
I do at times, especially for public relations, but give me my limo anyday!
Mike Scorch did eventually leave MBTA for a job 50 miles south of Manhattan Bay, taking his entourage with him.
It was catching up for Scorchy Torchy, and, before they called him to account, he left by the rear door for his new job, and got out of Dodge.
And he didn’t leave by his bicycle!  He left in the wee hours of the morning in his coupe!
But he did take his classy, expensive bicycle with him.
And if I know Scorchy Torchy, he probably ran a red light or two without getting caught.
Rescue Scorchy was so sad to see him go that they threw a farewell party for him. 
Bunch of fools!
But it’s reassuring to know that, if there ever is a revolt, they’ll be the first casualties. If the citizens don’t get to them first, we’ll be the first to sacrifice them.
And to think one of them ran for public office!  Ofcourse, I supported him. But, after the publicity shot was taken of him and I together, he nearly fainted!  Pretty funny when you think of it.
Has the service improved since Scorchy Torchy took over?  Just a little and then it’s gotten a little worse.  But this is all covered up by slick advertising and laudatory statements from business groups.  One of them is SPUU, the Society for the Prevention of Urban Unrest. One of SPUU’s board members sits on the MBTA board, and is so sympathetic and supportive to management.  He’s rather syrupy to the point where you can’t take it. On the whole, the board is of the same attitude. But I’ve had a hand in this. Frankly, if there’s a tossup between who gets thrown under the wheels of a MBTA bus, management, labor, or riders, I think you know what my preference is. Sometimes you gotta be hardboiled, but keep a human face.
One thing that Scorchy did to impress the SPUU member of the Board, the whole Board,  and Rescue Scorchy was to arrange for a special testimony in a surprising, if not bizarre, way.  A supervisor in the maintenance yard was going to be fired for goldbricking and not being on the job for weeks at a time.  He wanted desperately to keep his job, pleading that he had two households, unknown to each other, to support.  
So Scorchy and the guy cut a deal.  
Scorchy stated to the man: “Cut this deal or we cut you!”
So, he agreed.
Wearing a hood over his face, the guy stated that he was a MBTA rider, and praised the service. In his speech, he stated that he loved the service so much that he was willing to wait hours in cold weather for the service  and take three buses to get to a location  some two miles away.  The bus service was worth waiting for, and why people were complaining was incomprehensible to him.  Why were so many people lined up to take the bus? Such a large gathering would indicate the popularity of MBTA. THE SPUU man commended the guy,  the Board, as a whole, appreciated the testimony,  and  Rescue Schorchy wildly cheered!   They were eating out of  the hooded man’s hand!
Way to go, Scorchy!
That’s politics Manhattan Bay style!
You’re probably asking if Scorchy is mediocre at best, why did we pay him big bucks?  The old refrain, some would say a mantra, is that we do this to get the best possible people.  Now, many magazine articles have noted that pay isn’t always commensurate with performance. (I can’t truly speak for myself.)  But this has a lot to do with politics and business as well.  Some of the salaries we pay to top echelons of management of the MBTA and other agencies could be applied to hiring workers and improving the internal structures of city agencies.  But the politics of the city, which I have signed on to,  doesn’t allow that.  Do I feel badly about that? Not really. Other things occupy my mind.
Now, I’ve got a joke for you: The head of SPUU stated that the budget cuts would make the MBTA more efficient! He really said that! What warped, twisted thinking! What do you do with someone like that? Give him an IQ test, where he’d take some coaching in order to get a high score, or give him electroshock therapy? Can’t really say.
But Rescue Scorchy adores this guy. Why shouldn’t they? He and SPUU gave them a free meeting room. I remember them at a public meeting, in support of MBTA, where they cried: “SPUU! SPUU!” The Sheriff in charge didn’t know what to do. Should he have called Community Mental Health? Frankly, I wouldn’t know what to do, having cut mental health services. So, they just let them chant.
I should note that this is a city of tolerance.
A few months later, Rescue Scorchy and SPUU were arguing for eliminating bus stops in order to improve service.  Mind you, this would have affected the disabled, aged, and severely ill, because they would have to walk an extra block or so which would have placed a severe hardship on them.  Service to them is the buses running faster—even if those who are physically disadvantaged suffer.  Now, there is no real proof that eliminating bus stops improves services. But these guys were pushing the idea.  Well, some members of the Board of Supervisors didn’t fall for this idea, and SPUU and Rescue Scorchy were shot down.  These guys are still insisting that public transportation isn’t for everyone, despite the fact that it’s public and is designated to serve everyone.  Very twisted thinking when you get down to it. But, they are my friends and political allies. In a way, I don’t care, because I have the best  public transportation system of all—the Mayor’s limo!  
CHAPTER 4
                                                    HOUSING
We all want homes, deep down in our hearts. 
Every person has a dream for a home, just like their parents. 
Haven’t we seen this in the old musicals and even the soaps on television? 
The dream of home ownership is something that was handed down from our parents.
As Mayor, I have the responsibility to continue that dream. 
But here’s the rub—you have to evict people to make this possible.
Sounds cold, doesn’t it?
It is.
But that’s life.
Haven’t you hurt someone in your life?
I really can’t give you a definite answer as to my life, because of potential lawsuits and those journalists waiting to pounce on me. But I think that you can guess.
But being a hustler, and sometimes ruthless,  isn’t as easy as you would think.
There are people arrayed against me.
The ideologues.
And I want to have a political future after I leave as Mayor.
What are the realities that we have to look at?
For one thing, can you really see a converted apartment house dwelling as a home? It’s basically a disguised apartment with cosmetic makeover. Could a family really live in such a dwelling? Possibly, if some sleep in the closet, garage, or bathtub. 
What do I see as the benefit of owning condos and being in TICs?
Well, you’re attracting a new socioeconomic group to Manhattan Bay. The kind of people I like to see living here—professionals, business people, and people from upscale backgrounds. Wouldn’t it be nice to have people of means and wealth as the sole residents of Manhattan Bay? It would create a classical sense of democracy, like those of the Greeks where property holders were the sole voters to the exclusion of women and slaves. I first learned of this arrangement as a political science student; it’s stuck with me ever since. Now, times have changed we would include women and other social groups as long as they had the money, means, and property.  And we would see a change in attitude. They wouldn’t be so uppity or combative toward city government. Sure, some might be a little on the dull side. So what? They vote for me—probably the most radical thing they ever did in their lives! They cease to be boring when they get mean and attack those they consider below them.
And to speak of the positive, we have had a degree of success with attracting the right people to our city.  The people, whom many in business circles consider of no consequence and little worth, have been leaving the cities in droves. Naturally, they have the right to work here and spend money on some of our events. But we would prefer them not living here. This is because they don’t contribute to the tax base, and they generally stir up trouble.
Now, the Ellis Act, originally designed to take rent controlled properties off the market, has been a real boon to California and Manhattan Bay. There’s all sorts of money to be made in condo conversion. Speculators from all countries of the world and real estate interests have made billions. True, poor people, the sick and elderly have been thrown in the streets. But is it my fault that they’re poor, sick, and elderly without financial means? They should have saved their money or invested it wisely! Don’t expect me to change the world! They had their chance to get filthy rich and they blew it! Couldn’t they at least have saved their money? Now, they’re going to say that they spent their money on the necessities of life. But that’s no excuse--or my concern. This is a tough, cruel world and we all have to shift for ourselves. The least these whiners and complainers could have done is network—except against me, ofcourse! Some of my closest friends and associates go back to grade school. I made my fortune and hitched my wagon to a star. They should do the same.
All my friends want to do is make a buck as we supply affordable housing to those wanting a home at prices I can’t disclose. As for the others, they have to shift for themselves and find a means to survive. I do have another complaint about them. They picket me, real estate and law offices, and raise a commotion at the Board of Supervisors. And they do get sympathy. Frankly, they give me the creeps, because the chickens come home to roost at election time. And all my smiles and handshakes can’t provide an adequate defense. 
I’m sticking my neck out when I say this, but some real estate and property management firms have some creative ideas for changing the tenancy of their properties.  Some hire goons who show up to apartments packing weapons and wearing military outfits. They threaten and intimidate, yes terrorize, the tenants in an attempt to have them leave. Who are these people?  To be sure, some have dubious backgrounds, and I’m sure that many were school bullies who never quite gave that up. Some are actually actors who were rejected from performing. But word gets around and some military subcontractors have sent out notices offering their services.  And they’ve had the experience!  All concerned parties and I ask is that they do their work quietly.  I’m sure that they’re good at it. And frankly, I don’t want to know all the details.
I take the traditional position that property owners have freedom to do with their property as they wish. Now, some people hearing this may take it too far. One property owner burned down his building with the tenants inside in order to take his property off the market. Fortunately, no one was hurt. When they took him away, he was insisting that he had the right to dispose of his property as he wished, and that it wasn’t his fault that his tenants were inside. They should have used their own judgment as adults and not have been there. Now, I doubt if this will hold up in the courts. But there is a grain of truth in what he said. He simply took the logic too far.
Here’s an example of an eviction lawyer who attempted to show his humanity. 
And his attempt backfired!
Rupert Rack and Selma Slam of the law firm Rack, Slam & Shut, which does most of the Ellis Act evictions,  invited all those they evicted under the Ellis Act to their 30th wedding anniversary that was held at the Hades Hotel, one of our finest hotels in Manhattan Bay.
Sounds okay?
Not really.
People were lined up for blocks, tying up pedestrian and even automobile traffic.
Then, the obvious. Not everyone could get in. Rupert set priorities of those who were the best dressed. But there were too many poverty stricken people gathered to prevent their attending. 
One of them stated that everyone should get in. Everyone for blocks began screaming. 
         Dangerous ideas travel fast! 
         A riot broke out and the police were called.
But the police were sympathetic to the rioters! And they got on Rupert’s case.
Needless to say, the anniversary of this fine couple—and two of my favorite people—was a disaster.
It was Rupert’s idea to invite everyone, and Selma won’t let him live this down to this very day!  He has had many sleepless nights.
When Rupert saw me after this riot, he looked at me with anguish, stating that this was the thanks he got for trying to show his humanity. He was clearly a tortured, tormented man.
Here’s another source of torment for poor Rupert. He was evicting his 1,000th  tenant under the Ellis Act, and decided to make it into a spectacle. Prior to the person moving out, he was going to make it a festive occasion and a block party. He had a rock band, composed of ex-convicts,  all lined up with a songstress. Every 15 minutes, she was belting out the theme song from the James Bond movie, Live and Let Die. I should point out that the tenant was a 92 year old who had undergone surgery. But eviction laws don’t respect the infirm, the elderly, or other unfortunate people. Rupert was in a festive mood. But something changed with the lines of the song:
What does it matter to ya
When ya  got a  job
Ya got to do it well
You got to give the other fella hell
An attorney from the Tenants Association showed up with a court order demanding that the eviction cease.  
	Rupert was furious!  He had spent a lot of time trying to evict this man. The community resisted and many organizations were standing up for this tenant. Now his plans were crashing. He shrieked: “My 1000th eviction is being destroyed by meddlers! All my dreams and plans are being ruined…all I’ve worked and toiled for!” In this blind spell of rage, he seized an electric guitar from one of the musicians, and smashed it over the musician’s head. Big mistake. Here’s a hardened guy from the joint who wasn’t about to take it from anyone—especially someone like Rupert. Naturally, Rupert was punched out, and a fight and riot broke out—similar to the one on his 30th wedding anniversary. Rupert was arrested for being disorderly, and wound up in the County jail. Presently, he is on probation.
	Because he is a dear friend and a contributor to my campaign, I visit him in his home.  His eyes have anguish. Part of this is due to the harranging of his wife who berates him for making the spectacle out of the eviction, opening
himself up to publicity, and spending money that could have been spent on her fur coat. He is depressed, sees a psychiatrist, and takes medication. Rupert looks at me with those sad eyes that will never be forgotten by me, and says in an anguished voice: “All I want to do is provide affordable housing to the younger generation. I’m doing it for society as a whole. Why don’t they understand this? I am misunderstood and portrayed as a foe of humanity by people you and I want to eject and exclude from Manhattan Bay—the low income riffraff.  This is so unfair!  After all, I give to all the right causes.  I even gave a dollar to charity last year!”
	He even admits to me that he has misgivings, at times, about what he is doing. He used to be a protestor in his college days, and even organized demonstrations on the campus. Rupert was an ardent activist and protester—until he met Selma, the love of his life. And she turned him. So now he is quite active as an eviction attorney. But there are times when Rupert tosses and turns, and, after waking up from nightmares about his morality, Selma has to set him straight. She say: “Talk that again and I’m filing for divorce. I’ll even evict you under the Ellis Act!” And so do I at times. But I’m probably more kinder, more gentler, saying: “There you go again!” My setting him straight helps me to walk the line. This is all the conflicts that eviction attorneys like Rupert and myself as Mayor have to address in the most surprising moments. 
	So, don’t be so hard on those eviction attorneys. Beneath that exterior, there beats a conflicted but human heart!
Speaking of human hearts,  Evicto, one of the major rental agencies of the city, rented two apartments to homeless families—after they evicted some poor souls in the same units, ofcourse. Evicto went through a private contractor and hired some Soldiers of Fortune who scared the renters out of their apartments. Now, you might say that that was heartless and cruel. But sometimes you have to do something that isn’t quite right to achieve a just goal.  
Virtue has a price.
And those homeless families better behave and not try anything!
Another thought about the Ellis Act:  It does resemble the English Enclosure Laws of the 17th and 18th centuries where farmers were expropriated from their land by powerful business and agricultural interests, and had to migrate to the cities where they were forced to labor under harsh conditions for as long as 14 hours a day. Kids had toiled under these conditions as well. This was one of the foundations of the Industrial Revolution.
Now, my ancestors from England left that country, because of the oppressive working conditions. They felt that their children, and they, deserved an opportunity to do better.  And they passed down the story from generation to generation with the moral that no one should be thrown out of their farms or homes to satisfy the greed of the wealthy. Nor should the rich  prosper at the expense of the poor. My parents told me this as well.
But something happened to me that might have upset my ancestors.
Beginning in my younger years, I did befriend the sons of the wealthy and influential. They kept hammering the point that sometimes you had to be tough and hurt people in order to get ahead and create a better world. Didn’t the Industrial Revolution prove to be a benefit to mankind? Besides , my friends and I might make a bundle from doing this. If I didn’t do it, someone else would.
I’ll make no bones about it. I want to get ahead and make a name for myself. This is one of the prices that I have to pay. 
But sometimes, when people are following you, shouting you down, actually know what you are up to, and dislike you, it gets very lonely. 
I’ve paid a price to get ahead.
But, in all honesty, I sometimes have dreams of my parents and ancestors getting on my case. I plead with them to stop berating me. But they never stop. First, I couldn’t please the ideologues. Now, I can’t even please my family and ancestors.  
At least, I laughed all the way to the bank.

A note about housing in Southview, an area targeted by the Redevelopment Agency:
We are going to shape up this part of town that is a blighted area!
We’ll have a football stadium for our team, the Manhattan Bay Miners, and a wonderful shopping mall and affordable housing—for those who move in!
And the MBTA has a new metro system already in place.
Even though some people have been forced by this project to move out of town and some people are now living in the park, one principal shines through all the trial and despair that some have undergone: It’s all for the greater good.
One cause of concern is the Serpent Corporation. (Their motto is: Slithering Through).
In the process of construction, they’ve released asbestos dust affecting the residents of Southview, including schoolchildren.
And others and myself have had to cover for them.  It’s a chore and ordeal. No fun for Cary Camelot!
I’ve confronted them on this. And they respond that the company has gone south this year with them slumping on the stock exchange. They have to place priorities, and some things won’t be addressed. I pleaded with them that I have to stay in office. They shrugged their shoulders, stated that that was my problem, and that I was a big boy. Then, I got mad and told them that, if I lost for reelection, another Mayor might not be so nice as I am. He stated that they would cross that bridge when they came to it. 
Now, I’ll be straight with you. I don’t like Serpent at all!  But they’re connected with my political base, and they’ve got me where they want me.  I’m writing this to cover myself. 
Remember, I didn’t sign on to these guys out of affection or moral principle. I did it out of political necessity. 
That’s the nature of the beast. 
Then, too, the whole nature of redevelopment is for the better good. We are redeveloping blighted areas, making them livable.  
“But for whom?” you ask.
There you go again, trying to buttonhole me!
There is always a price for progress which people must pay.
The poor, you say.
Well,  they didn’t give me a dime when I ran for office!   
Serpent did.
         

CHAPTER 5
                                                OTHER THINGS
Some months ago, a violent incident occurred at Laguna Heights Hospital, a facility that has traditionally served the elderly.  A gang associate of a drug rehabilitation patient assaulted an aged man who simply did not want to have his television program changed by this young hoodlum.
You can imagine the flurry that this created with a measure being put on the ballot to protect the patients in the hospital from such occurances. 
The Director of Public Health and myself, for fiscal and administrative reasons, oppose this measure.
The resources of the city are strained when it comes to the placement of mentally disturbed and addicted individuals. We are in dire economic straits when it comes to developing new resources for mental health treatment. 
What are the advocates of safety for the elderly griping about anyway? 
Our constitution and Bill of Rights advocate the freedom of association and assembly which can be construed to mean that everyone should be able to move freely in every surrounding. True,  women cannot walk the streets safely at night or I wouldn’t want to be caught in the dangerous part of town. But these are exceptional circumstances.
Shouldn’t patients have the right to mix with other patients regardless of their unique medical circumstances? 
Now, you can counter that socioeconomic status should not preclude anyone from being barred from care in the best of hospitals. In principle, that it certainly true which doesn’t happen in our nation—or our city. But that is part of another discussion which we cannot elaborate upon here.
My point is that a patient’s illness, if it is not contagious, should not prevent that individual from being placed in a variety of facilities. Nor should a patient in a facility be prevented from associating with patients of all illnesses.
Would this have application to an elderly patient?
He or she would be exposed to people of varying backgrounds which would seem beneficial in circumstances of aging. Their minds would be challenged and stimulated. True, being assaulted is a traumatic experience. But even shocks to the mental system are probably better than the boring routine that they experience in the hospital. At least, that’s what the Public Health Director, who has worked with me on my homeless project, tells me.

In the last election, I had my head handed to me. The candidate for Supervisor I backed with big bucks and personal endorsement got whupped, and many propositions that I opposed passed. 
The worst one is where I have to appear before the Board of Supervisors each month, and answer questions that they may have.  
I don’t like that at all.
Have you ever been embarrassed where everyone is looking at you, and you feel exposed? 
Have you ever felt like running and hiding because of your exposure?
I don’t want that happening to me!
So, I’ll have community meeting and duck those Supervisors.
Ofcourse, I have to look out for the ideologues who are probably laying low for me.
But life is always a risk.
Now you might ask: “Aren’t you obligated by public mandate to appear before the Board of Supervisors? Isn’t that the law?”
Let me tell you that no one has formally and legally charged me with evasion of the law, and we’ll cross that bridge when we come that
Some people always get hung up on technicalities.
The United States won’t accept rulings of the World Court in the Hague. Why should Cary Camelot respect and obey the decision of the voters when they mandated that I should meet with the Board of Supervisors? 
Look!  If you don’t like the law,  just don’t obey it!
But don’t get caught!
And remember The Press!  
They always like to kick you when you’re down. 
Not that I wouldn’t do the same thing to others. But…

Another issue: managed democracy. I have taken the cue from other organizations that never allow direct questions from the floor. Questions are written on cards that are screened by the chair of the meeting. In this way, there are no embarrassing questions. 
Ofcourse, democracy must be managed—so that it works for me!  Some activists say that people in power are afraid of the “d” word. Perhaps. 
Then again, some people have never experienced it in their daily lives. What the heck. 
Democracy gives me a tough time with the Board of Supervisors. 
I have only two stooges who will vote for my position.
One is really weird. He has to phone his father to get his approval for each vote he casts. Fortunately, the father is a friend of mine. Why does he do it? Well, he plans to take over the family business, and he doesn’t want to upset his father.
Frankly, I would like to do away with the Board and return to citywide elections so that I could have my way. But will voters go for it?
Democracy can’t be unmanageable. It has to be channeled, sifted, and processed. 
Now you might say that this was not the vision of the Founding Fathers.
True, but they did not live in this technological age. That was the 18th century. This is the 21st. 

We don’t have time to higgle and haggle—especially when cost effectiveness is on the line. 
Not that my administration is that efficient. Some people have been waiting for months, even over a year, for a response which they may never get. Ofcourse, the business community and the politically powerful are an exception to this. 
I vividly remember George W. Bush’s reaction to the antiwar demonstrations when we first invaded Iraq.  Addressing the protests, he stated that democracy was a beautiful thing.
It is. But, like overeating a good meal, you can have too much democracy. It must be managed, molded, perhaps even conquered. Didn’t the great artists and statesmen of the past do this with the beautiful women in their lives? Democracy is perhaps like a woman who has to be conquered. We have to remember, as I learned in my political science classes,  that democracy first existed for the propertied classes, and was later surrendered to the exploited. Heck, women didn’t have the right to vote until the early 20th century. (Ofcourse, I need women’s votes now!) 
Frankly, democracy, as beautiful as it is, sometimes frightens me. I have run from the press, and, as noted above, won’t have a dialog with the Board of Supervisors, despite the mandate at the polls. But I do want to make democracy cost effective. 
Call me a ruthless cynic and enemy of the popular will. But I have great visions for Manhattan Bay.
You just wait and see!
Ofcourse, there are other problems in the city: crime, parking, the constant threat of the Board of Supervisors which opposes me, and the need to create a favorable business climate.  We need to be a center of international trade and draw the best creative minds to this meeting place of the world.  
Sure, this city, in the old days, could be one of ill repute and corruption which makes thrilling reading at bedtime. But Manhattan Bay should now be a city of the elite of the nation.  We shouldn’t be looked down upon by the rest of the nation.  We should have programs for the homeless which are, in essence, cosmetic to put us on the map. Whether they are effective is beside the point.  The point is to draw the best of our up and coming generation of leaders. My goal is to have one out of ten of the leaders of our country come from Manhattan Bay.  Naturally, people will have to be driven out to make room for this new generation.  We are doing that through the Ellis Act and Redevelopment.  One day, Manhattan Bay will be the rendezvous point of the elite of the nation.  
In the meantime,  people from the suburbs commute to feed the Manhattan Bay giants of commerce with their skills and labor.  The freeways are clogged daily, as weary individuals file out of Bay Transit trains to work at their daily grind.  
In the meantime, I am forging my political career.  And I must run for higher offices on my record.  
What is my record?
I really can’t say other than the rounding up and sheltering of the homeless and supporting causes that didn’t cost me a dime. 
Because I can’t really say what I have accomplished, I always counter my opponents with: “You don’t know?”  Naturally, I tell my staff to use the same tactic. 
So, the buses don’t run any better than when I first took office and nothing has really changed.
Hopefully, very few, if any, figure this out.
Those who do will hopefully be ignored.
But I’m a celebrity with the company I keep. And it helps my image in wooing the city to vote for me.

One fear I do have is the amount of foreclosures on homes. The people being evicted are those who voted for me in the last election.  If they are evicted, will they have the presence of mind to register their new address?  Will they move out of the city, and cost me votes?  Will they become homeless, having no place to go?  Will they move into apartments, only to be evicted and turn against me?  Believe me, this sometimes keeps me awake at nights.  But I try to remain upbeat above this.

Someone once close to me stated that I would marry the city if it were a woman. 
Naturally, I couldn’t do that.
I seduced it instead.
Now, attack me all you want.  I’ve had my say and revealed myself.
And to those who are my critics, I say that I have the ultimate advantage in writing all of this.
We are not dialoging face-to-face.  You couldn’t do it in my public meetings. And you can’t talk back now—especially you ideologues!
In the meantime, I’ll cut back expenditures in services by making city agencies reduce their  budgets. And I’ll top this off by appointing some new administrators with six digit salaries.  Gotta pay top dollar to get the best, Right?
All in a day’s work of Cary Camelot. 
Before I leave, I have to confess to one concern.
Throughout my term as Mayor, I’ve always worried about the polls. Even if I sink a little, it causes some sleeplessness at night. 
My worse nightmare: I run unopposed but only 10% of the electorate turn out to support me. 
That could be the worst of it if it really happened. But I get concerned if my support drops 5 or 10 percent. 
I’m running unopposed now. But suppose less than 50% of the voters turn out?
I’d never get over it!



So

Please vote for me!


Postscript: Cary Camelot is running for Governor with the intent of doing for California what he did to Manhattan Bay!

Epilogue:
	Well, you probably heard the news that I’ve dropped out of the Governor’s race. I’m sure the ideologues are cheering and gloating.  They’re kicking me when I’m down. Now, you might ask if I haven’t kicked people while they’re down,  like renters, the homeless, and city employees.  I won’t go into that.
	Some close to me are telling me that this is a time for self examination and reflection.  To them I say that I have never done this in my life and I’m not going to do it now! No way!  
	But I am in a state of distress.  I am homeless-politically. Where can I go?  Back to the Iron Stallion Restaurant?   Right now,  I can’t even get into a homeless shelter, because I defunded so many!   I certainly don’t want go back to the topless shows where I got my start. I know that the owner would take me back. But I want something more—much more. 
	I authored bold measures and reforms and even marched on union picket lines to the distress of local business interests. Why did I do these altruistic things?  Because it didn’t cost me a cent!
	And I forged good political connections—even with the former President,  a man I greatly respect.   But all the political capital couldn’t help me.
	So, I’ll be back at City Hall.   
	I don’t know if I’ll follow my typical budget slashing,  pro-developer,  get the homeless –city employee, active and retired, style. 
	Even though I raised bus fares,  raised fees for city services, and laid off city employees to the delight of the Chamber of Commerce,  where did it get me?  The voters didn’t thank me.  Even the cops don’t like me, because I’ve gone after their benefits. 
	People complain about the rise in crime and a city losing its old charm.
	Crime has existed since the beginning of time.  Don’t expect me to work miracles!  As to the old charm,  get with the 21st century!  Senior citizens should step aside and make way for the new generation.  The old traditional values don’t hold and time doesn’t stand still!  
	I’m sick and tired of hearing about ethics!
	Maybe I can work as a host for a TV game show.  It would pay the bills.  
	Frankly, I’m fed up with the whole business and with most people in general.  It’s myself that counts—Number 1.  
	My only crumb of comfort is that, while people suffer on public transportation with the higher fares and lowered services that I rammed through,  I’ll be in my own limo.
And  when I see you, I won’t wave.  
			

 



