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from:
Frederick Chase fchase@gmail.com
to:
clpeters2@sbcglobal.net        cc:
russosago@digii.net 
bcc:
"Judie G. Bowen" <judie.libra@gmail.com>

date:
Fri, Feb 20, 2009 at 4:37 PM

subject:
Re: Take a listen

On Fri, Feb 20, 2009 at 2:06 PM, clpeters2@sbcglobal.net> wrote:

Dear fellow Member:  I wish I could go back to the good old WCSS days!  You will enjoy the music, ha ha.  It's from the socialist brother of my neighbor.  He's got dual citizenship and lives in Canada.  By the way of predictions, Obama knows he can't do anything with Iran despite his peace rhetoric of the campaign, so he'll let Israel know, that he'll turn his back, when they attach and bomb Iran, probably this year.

Carl,  You know, everybody thought Bush would do that (look the other way) but Fallon or common sense or the price of oil got through to him.  Here is lots more that I assembled over the last couple of years on Attacking Iran.  If Bush, for Christ's sake, didn't then I doubt Obama will!
Then, watch the stock market dive!!!!  I'm loosing my ass in the market these days, but have lots of company.  Society is perhaps like the greenie managed forests of the west, we reward bad behavior and accept total moral decay in the name of PC, inclusion, anti-bias etc., now the social forest has caught fire, and perhaps must burn up all the brush and dead wood, to clean itself.

Problem is that we and a lot of other good folks are not dead wood.  And these damn bankers are! 
Two of my grand kids go to a self described, "progressive" school.  you may remember it, "Orchard", where Jim Gregory went to grade

I went to kindergarten at the Orchard School!  Will you still talk to me?  I gotta tell a little story.  Ann Bushman, another kindergartner, had an ink pen that had a deep red color and I coveted it!  It had a screw cap and you could write with it.  She was swinging and it fell out of her pocket onto the sand.  She walked away and I put it into my pocket.  My first theft.  Not long after, a teacher came up to me and asked about it.  I was busted.  And extremely crestfallen/ashamed.  The teacher helped me understand that I wanted to give it back even more than I wanted to keep it.  It was something I still remember clearly.
school.  Now I don't have any thing against Wolfs, and I respect what Martin Luther King accomplished, but I think the touchy feely faculty gets a little carried away, when on grandparents day, I get to listen to the class sing a song about MLK.  In the latest issue of their "Almanac" news letter, they have a whole section on Wolf appreciation.  Here's an excerpt.  "Sharon (the teacher) teaches students about the "Six Lessons of the Wolf" and until they know them, they are not prepared to wear their necklace with six beads-- one signifying each lesson.
The lessons are:
    1;  Work together  (all right, I'll buy that)
    2:  Be good leaders  (now I all ways thought, that the toughest wolf in the pack obtained leadership by combat; are we saying here, that examples of good leadership, are A Hitler, J Stalin, and S Hussein, or are we just being warm and fuzzy, to hell with the facts?)


Er, I suspect that was good leaders, not effective leaders.

    3:  Share with one another (Right, when the pack makes a kill, the leader sits on his haunches, and howls, "come on guys, you first". He wouldn't be so inconsiderate as to eat his fill, before allowing the guys to eat.)
    4:  Protect each other (OK, but who are their enemies?)    
The Bankers and those who would debase our money.

    5:  Keep the peace (in the caribou herd?)
    6:  Play together

Excuse my soap box.
 From your emails, Fred was right about this latest drop in the market, so you must be smiling now.  Tell me when it's going up (if in my life time).

                                        Carl




   4.  Keep the peace (does Sharon mean in among the caribou?


..................................



PS 
I dare you to forward this unchanged to your daughter! 
(You and she could have a very cathartic touchy feely heart-to-heart ending up with a big hug and a little weeping.  It could even be expanded to an intervention,  to save your crusty old soul!)
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