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ELECTION DAY
A SPECIAL EXPANDED OPINION SECTION

Headline was wrong
Editor:

I need to let you know how dis-
appointed I was to see the recent 
incredibly unjust, slanted and not 
fully considered headline (“Article 
Targets Island’s Mayor,” Oct. 4). I 
was too rushed to read the article 
until I read the very accusatory 
words. 

The article was not as inflamma-
tory as the headline. I’m not sure 
you really made clear that these 
checks were never deposited. Is 
there any reason to think that any-
one would carry two such checks 
around for any purpose? 

I think we need another head-
line. This one saying there is no 
reason to believe that any of the 
original headline was found to be 
the truth. Is it possible our Mayor 
has problems with her staff? 

Please, next time, be careful 
with how you address an issue 
brought up right before an election 
against a fine mayor. I am sadly 
reminded of the glaringly inappro-
priate message given by Former 
FBI Director James Comey to the 
American voters right before the 
2016 Clinton-Trump vote.

— Laura Miller

Seeking the real McCoy
Editor:

Alameda voters have a couple of 
stark contrasts in the City Council 
races. Here are some observations:

Jim Oddie and Robert Matz are 
the two attorneys running. In his 
comments from the dais, Oddie 
has always described himself as a 
“recovering attorney.” On the other 
hand, Matz is proud of his day job as 
an experienced trial attorney with 
an Alameda-based law practice. 

Then there’s John Knox White 
and Tony Daysog, both transpor-
tation planners. But are they? 
Daysog holds a master’s degree in 
urban planning from UC Berkeley. 
Daysog’s day job at Applied 
Development Economics involves 
actual planning work.

On the other hand, Knox White 
holds a bachelor’s degree in psy-
chology. He has no training in city 
or regional urban planning. He sat 
on the Planning Board. But so did 
I, and that experience did not make 
either of us a planner.

Knox White’s day jobs do not 
appear technical. He mainly works 
in sales and marketing of transpor-
tation alternatives, which is not the 
same thing as what a transporta-
tion planner traditionally does.

Based on articles in the Alameda 
Sun, Knox White demonstrates an 
uncanny ability to take the facts 
about an issue and arrive at a com-
pletely untenable conclusion. Who 
could ever forget his argument that 
“all new Alameda development will 
result in only one net new car 
trip through the tube at commute 
hours” (“Clearing Up The Point 
Confusion,” June 15, 2015)?

This is a game of “To Tell the 
Truth?” I’m asking the real McCoy 
to please stand up.

— Carol Gottstein

Response to hit piece
Editor:

On Monday, Oct. 21, Alameda 
voters received a mailing from the 
Alameda Firefighters Association 
PAC (FAP) directed against the A 
Better Alameda PAC, (ABA), its con-
tributors and its endorsed Council 
candidates, Tony Daysog and 
Robert Matz. Alameda voters may 
not have realized that this mailer 
was published by FAP, because the 
wording identifying them is literally 
hidden in the bottom-right corner 
of the back side of the mailing in 
clear violation of the California Fair 
Political Practices Law.

I am the treasurer of ABA. I 
think that negative advertising 
plays a legitimate role in com-
paring and contrasting endorsed 
candidates from opposition can-
didates and identifying the source 
of funding. ABA has published 
and will continue to publish such  

Jeffrey Smith 
One has to wonder how life 

became so politicized and polar-
ized. Will life will ever return to 
sanity or, at a minimum, get back to 
normal? The answers are both too 
obvious and too politically charged 
to even speak of. As the great sage 
Joseph Stalin expounded, “If you 
claim not to be political, that, too, 
is political.”

I don’t worry that much about 
Donald Trump being our president; 
after all, the Constitution wisely 
places a two-term limit on the pres-
idency. At the same time it pru-
dently allows stalwarts like Senator 
Dianne Feinstein to molder and fos-
silize on the political vine for what 
seems to be half an eternity.

As one of the Marx Brothers 
predicted — most likely Zeppo 
or Karl — the two-party system, 
Republicans versus Democrats, will 
eventually be a distant memory. It 
would become a mere abstraction, 
like freedom of expression, private 
enterprise, the invisible hand and 
individualism. I foresee a map of 
America where every state, and 
every voting American, is blue or, 
at a minimum, pretending to be 
blue for the sake of social integra-
tion and dodging ostracism.

One-party rule has proven itself 
in North Korea, Iran, Albania and 
Venezuela; it should work here. In 
spite of this utopic vision, some-
thing really worries me — sticks in 
my craw, crawl or crawl space, or 
whatever.

In my deepest state of para-
noid clairvoyance, I presage that 
people who at one time unapolo-
getically voted for Trump — you 
know their ilk: deplorables, red-
necks, gun nuts, free marketers, 
entrepreneurs, critics of rent 
control, charter school support-
ers, meat eaters and voucher 

a d v o c a t e s 
— will one 
day disguise 
themselves; go 
underground; 
deny they 
ever voted for 
Trump.

Like Peter, 
they will deny 
Trump three 
times before 
the cock crows. 
They will try to 
blend in with 
normal, decent, 
moral people. 
Initially, with 
the natural dis-
solution of the 
two-party sys-
tem, Trump 
die-hards will 
be easy to spot: 
they might have 
the audacity to 
wear an antiquated “Make America 
Great Again” one-size-fits-all hat, 
or worse a “Trump 2020” cap, or 
stand for the National Anthem. 
These types are beyond redemp-
tion, don’t waste a bunk on them 
at the reeducation centers, just get 
them off the streets and out of the 
discount liquor stores and into the 
pot clinics.

As these political reprobates 
are cleared from the political 
wasteland — desapariciones as 
they call them in some of the 
more enlightened countries to the 
south — the hats, comb-overs, 
trust fund babies and tax cheats 
will evaporate from the landscape 
like manna in the noon-day sun. 
This does not mean that society 
has entirely purged itself of what 
we like to call “the closet conser-
vatives,” “the social chameleons” 
and “the political invertebrates.”

These below-
the-radar revan-
chists are wait-
ing for their 
chance to dis-
mantle political 
correctness and 
gag the stultify-
ing media; they 
are the fifth col-
umn, the run-
ning dogs of the 
over-achieving 
classes and 
the free-speech 
movement.

F e r r e t i n g 
these reac-
tionaries out 
of respectable 
society will be 
more difficult.

Some of 
these repro-
bates — shame-
lessly putting 

their freedom ahead of their politi-
cal identity and ideology — will try 
to blend in with the enlightened, 
the progressives and the illuminati.

They will not go softly into the 
re-education camps.

Stop to consider a parallel 
case involving the Monarch but-
terfly (Danaus plexippus) and the 
Viceroy butterfly (Limenitis archip-
pus). They look identical. In fact, 
unless you are a lepidopterist it is 
impossible to distinguish between 
the two. Why the mimicry? It pro-
tects the Viceroy from being eaten 
by predators, as it looks exactly 
like the terrible-tasting Monarch. 
A rookie entomologist can only 
tell which is which by eating one. 
If it tastes like something from 
the very back of your refrigera-
tor, which has mold obscuring the 
expiration date, then you probably 
ate a Monarch.

This same protective mimicry 
will one day be the survival strat-
egy of the recondite Republican 
on the lam: an atavistic political 
animal spreading political heresies 
like Typhoid Mary spread Bakers 
Itch and Trench Foot.

Imagine the year is 2025, 
Trump is now recorded history 
and everyone’s 401k is as fat as 
a deer tick on a possum’s belly, 
the economy is still booming; you 
are having lunch with politically 
homogenous friends, ensconced 
in your comfort zone, no fear of 
micro-aggressions or trifling per-
turbations. Blissfully, you are 
vacuously nodding your heads in 
ovine agreement, the conversation 
is the pastoral bleating of sheep.

Then you notice a guy at the 
next table — he’s probably older 
than 60; his remaining hair is close 
cropped, he is reading the Wall 
Street Journal or some right-wing 
rag — in a stage voice he indig-
nantly declines the Philly cheese 
steak sandwich and claims to be a 
vegetarian, or worse, a vegan.

The reality is, this interloper is a 
carnivore who eats more meat than 
the average T-Rex. In his basement 
is a walk-in freezer filled with beef, 
innocent lamb chops, endangered 
species, assorted road kill, ante-
lope and Thule deer. Were there 
a hunting season for teddy bears, 
pandas or unicorns, he would be 
stalking them as well. 

Jeffrey Smith is older than 60. 
He teaches math at Encinal High 
School. 

Editor’s note: Karl Marx was 
not a member of the Marx Brothers 
comedy team of the early 20th 
Century that included Groucho, 
Chico, Harpo, Zeppo and the rare-
ly seen Gummo Marx. Karl Marx 
penned The Communist Manifesto.

Underground Republicans 
Create ‘One-Party System’

Blissfully, you are 
vacuously nod-
ding your heads in 
ovine agreement, 
the conversation is 
the pastoral bleat-
ing of sheep.

Tongue in Cheek
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