
The job of waxing poetic can be quite frenetic

They had a term for her, 
but I’ve forgotten it. It was 
a name applied to a person 
who could not say no to 
a door-to-door salesman. 
The one I remember from 
my brief career selling 
magazines was totally up-
front about her intentions. 
“I’ll buy whatever you’re 
selling,” she said. I sold her 
Esquire and two other sub-
scriptions. Salesmen back 
then had a name for such 
people. Today, I would call 
them conservatives. They, 
too, will buy anything.

The current evidence for 
this is Edward Klein’s lat-
est book, “Blood Feud: The 
Clintons vs. the Obamas.” 
It has just jumped over Hil-
lary Clinton’s own book, 
“Hard Choices,” on The 
New York Times best-sell-
er list and zoomed past it 
on Amazon. The problem 
with Clinton’s book is that 
it doggedly presents her as 
she really is. The virtue of 
Klein’s book is that it pres-
ents a Hillary Clinton who 
is a right-winger’s harri-
dan, obscene, dishonest 
and likely to say the most 
astonishing things. You did 
not know, probably, how 
foul-mouthed and indis-
creet she is.

Not too many pages into 
the book, Hillary purport-
edly tells a reunion of col-
lege friends what she really 
thinks of Barack Obama. 
The time is May 2013, the 
location is a Westchester 
County restaurant called 
Le Jardin du Roi, and the 
wines are Chateau Hyot 

Castillon Cotes de Bor-
deaux and Croix de Bas-
son, cheap stuff. Obama, 
Clinton tells about half-a-
dozen women, “has turned 
into a joke.” “Incompetent 
and feckless,” she adds.

And then, with the wine 
possibly loosening her 
tongue, she does a spot-
on imitation of my basic 
training drill sergeant. 
There’s “no hand on the 
[censored] tiller.” “And 
you can’t trust the [cen-
sored]” because “his word 
isn’t worth [censored].” 
As for her husband, she 
told her friends, should 
she become president and 
he get to thinking she’s re-
ally just the first lady, “I’ll 
have his ass thrown out of 
the White House.” 

These passages do not 
pass the smell test. They 
trigger deep cynicism and 
read like raw, untreated 
gossip. Matters are not 
improved by the inter-
jection of the supposedly 
compelling detail, such 
as the labels of the wines 
or, later on, the sofa in 
the Clintons’ Washington 
living room. It’s “cara-

mel Rose Tarlow velvet,” 
should you wonder.

With the exception of 
the occasional anodyne an-
ecdote, none of the gamey 
stuff is sourced. Everyone 
is anonymous, and some-
times one or more times 
removed from the actual 
event. The dialogue is so 
wooden that even Rush 
Limbaugh, no fan of the 
Obamas or the Clintons, 
detected the tell-tale sound 
of the wooden nickel: 
“Some of the quotes strike 
me as odd, in the sense 
that I don’t know people 
who speak this way.” Nei-
ther, I would guess, do the 
Obamas or the Clintons. 

The reason I started with 
that woman who just had 
to buy whatever magazine 
I was selling is that by 
nightfall the sale had been 
canceled by her husband. 
As I recall, this was a pro-
vision in the law to protect 
people who were incapa-
ble of saying “no thanks.” 
I lost a nice commission, 
but that was all right with 
me. I was ashamed of how 
I earned it.

Now, I feel something 
ought to be done for the 
poor, innocent conserva-
tive. What I recommend 
is a federal agency — the 
Conservative Protection 
Commission (CPC) — 
with an appropriate head-
quarters in Washington 
and, of course, a fair num-
ber of regional offices, 
more in the South than, 
say, the Northeast for ob-
vious reasons. I recognize 

that this is a liberal solution 
to a conservative problem, 
but — truly — these peo-
ple need help. They will 
buy anything.

Klein clearly knows 
this. He is a former editor 
of The New York Times 
Magazine and a one-time 
member of the Manhat-
tan literati. Yet, to the dis-
may of his friends, he has 
turned out books designed 
— or so it seems — to pick 
the pockets of the gullible. 
In a previous book on Hil-
lary Clinton, he managed 
to find what other authors 
have not — sapphic sex, 
for instance. He has written 
about Ted Kennedy, Jackie 
Kennedy and Katie Couric, 
but it is the Obamas and 
the Clintons that are his 
specialties. They embody 
race and sex, America’s 
twin obsessions.

Writers and publishers 
must look upon the con-
servative book market in 
the way drug dealers see 
junkies. Conservatives 
will buy anything because 
anything is literally what 
they believe of the Clin-
tons, the Obamas and, of 
course, liberals in general. 
I can’t remember the name 
the salesmen had for that 
woman of so long ago, but 
I know what to call these 
conservatives: suckers!

Richard Cohen is a 
writer with the Washing-
ton Post Writers Group. 
He can be reached at co-
henr@washpost.com.

RICHARD COHEN
COLUMNIST

Conservatives will buy anything 
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Locals speak out at 2050 hearing

The first public hearing for the 2050 Plan was held 
Monday night, giving the public an opportunity to let 
themselves be heard.

Newton County was represented with, by our count, 
no less than 86 people, and another 200 or so watch-
ing live online at CovNews.com. All with questions, all 
with concerns and all eager to find out more about the 
proposed plan. It was a good showing for the first pub-
lic hearing, and we hope the attendance will only grow 
in numbers as the next four are presented throughout 
the county.

However, with a document of 200 pages, an hour and 
a half meeting — including brief time for comments 
and questions — wasn’t nearly enough to satisfy the 
appetites of people wanting to know how their county 
will be guided and changed going forward.

Covington/Newton County Chamber of Commerce 
President Hunter Hall, who served as the evening’s 
master of ceremonies of sorts, seemed open to different 
types of formats going forward. It would be good for 
the community if they could hear an overview and then 
more details about the massive, massive document. 
Also a whole evening of public comments and ques-
tions wouldn’t be enough time.

Toward the end of the evening, a line formed for 
questions and concerns, some asking questions the 
code writers were already working on, others with 
questions that need to be addressed and some posing 
questions that sparked more questions.

We not only hope the questions and interest 
among the citizens keep coming, but we hope that 
they spark a quality representation of the public in 
the final plan. 

Monday night was a good start. But it was just a 
start. There is a lot of talk, that this will be a long 
process, one with several drafts. Meetings such as 
Monday’s and questions by our community will help 
shape those revisions, and they will both poke holes 
in the plan and fill in gaps.

One attendee asked if he had more than three chil-
dren — the plan allows for land to be handed down and 
divided among three recipients — what would happen 
to, say, the other four if he had seven children. The code 
writers conducting the meeting seemed to take that into 
consideration for the next revision.

 A woman in the crowd asked what she would see 
with her property on the west side of Newton County 
due to what the code has zoned for her area.

These questions and dialogue are important. Please 
keep them coming Newton County. Elected officials, 
keep listening and incorporating the thoughts of the 
public you serve.

“I have gotten bad 
news and am much the 
worse for it. 

I’ve just found out 
I’m not the nation’s 
poet laureate. 

I made a great effort. I 
put up a good fight. 

But instead the job 
went to a guy named 
Charles Wright. 

Burma Shave.”
 
The preceding stan-

za should tell you I got 
hosed. I would have made 
a great poet laureate. But, 
alas, the good folks at 
the Library of Congress 
didn’t seem to think so 
and it is their vote that 
counts. I think they were 
swayed by the fact that Dr. 
Wright, a retired professor 
at the University of Vir-
ginia, has won a Pulitzer 
Prize and a bunch of other 
awards for his poetry. 

Dana Gioia, former 
chairman of the National 
Endowment for the Arts, 
was quoted as saying Dr. 
Wright “has spent a life-
time refining language to 
create poetry of tremen-
dous evocative power.” 
Okay, fine. But I would 
remind the powers-that-be 
that I am not exactly po-
etic chopped liver myself. 
I refined a lot of tremen-
dous evocative power as 
editor of one of nation’s 
foremost high school 
newspapers, The Russell 
Wildcat. And it didn’t 
take me a lifetime, just my 
senior year.

In the intervening time, 
I have devoted my life’s 
work to assisting our in-
trepid public servants under 

the Gold Dome in the dis-
charge of their solemn du-
ties. That has kept me from 
concentrating on my goal 
of becoming the nation’s 
poet laureate. With all due 
respect, I’m not sure Dr. 
Wright has labored under 
similar pressure.

In spite of the long, gru-
eling hours I have put into 
this sometimes thankless 
task of providing advice 
and counsel to my friends 
in the Legislature, I have 
still managed to knock 
out a lot of really good 
poems. I don’t make a big 
deal out of it because of 
my God-given modesty 
but, hopefully, the world 
will soon discover that I 
can easily hang with Dr. 
Wright and Dr. Seuss and 
all the other renowned po-
ets of our time. Consider 
my paean to the recent-
ly-passed gun bill:

“We have a new gun 
law in Georgia that I 
have written about.

We can now arm our-
selves in church. Of that, 
there is no doubt.

Applause to a legisla-
tor from Pickens County 
is due.

It was his bright 
idea. Rick Jasperse, 

Rick Jasperdo.”
 
And there is this canto 

which I call, “How Gov-
ernment Works.” I am told 
it is a particular favorite of 
many legislators:

 “Our ethics legisla-
tion is just fine. Please 
don’t rock the boat.

Yes, I play golf with a 
lobbyist but it won’t af-
fect my vote.

Ours is a case of great 
mutual affection.

They give me dollars 
and I win re-election.”
 
Poetry is also a wonder-

ful way to bridge the ideo-
logical gaps that may exist 
between us and to create 
an aura of mutual respect 
for one another’s views, 
no matter how disparate. 
That is why I penned the 
following:

“Hail! Hail! To the 
Liberal Weenie.

I wish they thought me 
not such a meanie.

They are always cover-
ing Obama’s tush

By blaming everything 
on George W. Bush.

For them, there is no 
in-betweeny.”
 
And I don’t write Pulit-

zer Prize material? Get real. 
Poetry is not as easy as 

Dr. White and I make it 
look. For one thing, you 
don’t just sit down and 
rhyme stuff. There are 
many different schools of 
poetry, from modernism 
to romanticism to surre-
alism through which we 
choose to shape our inner-
most thoughts and plumb 
our emotional depths. In 

my case, my poetry has 
been heavily influenced 
by the school of laundry-
ism, meaning that wheth-
er I write it or rhyme it, I 
am almost guaranteed to 
get somebody’s shorts in 
a wad.  For example: 

“There was an old 
woman who lived in a 
Guatemalan shoe.

She had so many chil-
dren, she didn’t know 
what to do.

So she sent them to 
our border

And told the president 
he oughta

Admit them and Hon-
duran children, too.”
 
Frankly, it feels good to 

wax poetic for a change. 
It certainly eases the pain 
of not being named our 
nation’s poet laureate. I 
wish Dr. Charles Wright 
all the best in his new 
assignment and to show 
there are no hard feelings, 
I respectfully dedicate this 
poem to him:

“You got a job that I 
would like to have gotten.

But that’s okay; some-
times life can be rotten.

While you may be the 
master of the poetic meter

Being a much-beloved 
columnist makes my life 
just as completer.

Burma Shave.”

You can reach Dick 
Yarbrough at yarb2400@
bellsouth.net; at P.O. Box 
725373, Atlanta, Georgia 
31139; online at dickyar-
brough.com or on Face-
book at www.facebook.
com/dickyarb.

DICK YARBROUGH
COLUMNIST

Initial 2050 Plan meeting 
crash and burn

Not a single person, citizen, taxpayer, landown-
er who spoke or asked questions during the meeting 
sounded positive in any way, shape, form or fashion 
about any part of this proposal. With little to go on, 
these local people shot holes in the plan from almost 
every angle anyway. 

The experts were very smooth at repairing the 
breech but in the end, there was no one in that 
room who was impressed with the plan. Let me 
reiterate, no one! You may hear some attempts at 
a positive spin by some of the proponents or even 
politicians in attendance but don’t be fooled.  If 
you were in that meeting and you weren’t on the 
payroll to sell the deal (and making a whole lot of 
money to do it) you came out of the meeting with 
a very negative feeling.

A few examples brought up by the citizens were 
related to, for example, if you were in an area that 
was restricted or you had sold your development 
rights, if you had 20 acres you could divide it be-
tween family members three times. So the question 
to the experts was, “What if you have four children 
or seven?” Well, that answer was definitely a crash 
and burn. Another question related to this was, “How 
am I supposed to decide which of my children gets 
left out?” Crash and burn.

If your house is on less than 20 acres and it 
burns you can’t rebuild. That would render your 
property completely useless. Crash and burn. I 
am going to request numbers from the city and 
county fire services as to how many houses burn 
each year.

Probably the most incisive question tonight was, 
“Since this is a life-changing situation, not just 
modifying a few zoning regs, can’t we put it to the 
people in the form of a referendum?” Brilliant! The 
responses from Hunter Hall, the moderator and 
Mr. Hanson, the expert from up North, were kinda 
short. Like, umm, no we usually see the governing 
body making these kind of decisions. We don’t care 
what you usually see. We at least want a referen-

letter to the editor

dum. There is no rush. We can do it anytime we have a 
general election, even next year would be good. After 
the meeting a few people even stated they thought it 
would be a good idea to have a referendum right now to 
vote on shutting this mess down. 

So in conclusion, what was the most prominent remark 
heard tonight after the formal meeting? It was, “Why are our 
elected officials not answering these questions?” We don’t 
want to hear from these out-of-town people who are getting 
paid to hammer us. We want our elected officials up front 
answering the questions. They have to be informed enough 
to make decisions about this proposal or is it going to be like 
Pelosi’s comment about Obamacare, “We had to pass it to 
find out what was in it.”

One of my learned contemporaries stated tonight, 
“We need to split the county down highway 81 and es-

tablish another county. Leave the West to the existing 
county and start over again on the eastern side.” You 
should be careful about getting the folks to thinking 
too hard because they might actually come up with a 
simple solution.

Doesn’t anyone see this as a racial issue? I am ap-
palled we havent already heard from some organiza-
tion like the NAACP! It certainly appears the powers 
that be want to keep all the black folks over on the 
western side of the county so the white folks can enjoy 
whatever it is they think they need to be enjoying over 
on the eastern side. I don’t like this plan one bit for 
more reasons than I feel like typing about right now 
but this is sure one of them.

Samuel Martin Hay III


