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  A boy is hitchhiking on a country road. A car stops for him, and the driver asks, Are you a Republican or a Democrat?


  Democrat, says the boy, and the car speeds off.


  Another car stops, and the driver asks, Are you a Republican or a Democrat?


  Democrat, says the boy, and the car speeds off.


  This happens two or three times, and the boy decides hes giving the wrong answer. The next car that stops is a convertible driven by a beautiful blonde. Are you a Republican or
  a Democrat? she asks.


  Republican, says the boy, and she lets him in.


  But as theyre driving along, the wind from the open top begins to push the blondes skirt higher and higher up her legs. And the boy finds himself becoming aroused. Finally he
  cant control himself any longer. Stop! he hollers. Let me out! Ive only been a Republican for ten minutes and already I feel like screwing
  somebody!


  popular joke from the 1930s
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  The twenty-one pieces collected in this book were all written from a conservative Republican point of view. Theres nothing unusual about that except that these pieces
  areat least are intended to befunny. Funny Republican is an oxymoron in the public mind. Sense of humor and conservatism are not supposed to go together. There are some
  well-known exceptionsWilliam F. Buckley, Jr., R. Emmett Tyrrell, Jr., and Pat Robertson (though theres always the possibility that Robertson isnt kidding). But Americans
  usually think of their humorists as liberals, like Art Buchwald and Garry Trudeau, if not radicals, like Lenny Bruce. People who read my essay How to Drive Fast on Drugs While Getting Your
  Wing-Wang Squeezed and Not Spill Your Drink ask, How can you be a Republican?


  Well, in the first place, I was born one. My grandfather Jake ORourke wasas you can guess from his nameborn Catholic and Democrat. But about the time of WWI his first wife
  died and he remarried. The second wife proved to be insane, leaving my Uncle Joe, just a year old at the time, out on the porch until his diapers froze, and committing other gaffes. My grandfather
  went to the bishop to get an annulment. The bishop refused. And Grandpa, according to the family story, joined the Lutheran Church, the Republican Party, and the Freemasons all in one day.


  The other side of my family was more rock-ribbed yet. My mothers mother, Grandma Loy, came from downstate Illinois. Her father was county sheriff, Republican committee chairman, and a
  friend of President McKinleys. Grandma thought the Democrats were, like drought and wheat rust, an inexplicable evil of nature that America had done nothing to warrant. She was given to
  statements such as, No ones ever so poor they cant pick up their yard. And she wouldnt even speak the word Democrat if there were children in the
  room. Shed say bastards instead.


  When I was nineteen I embarked on the obligatory collegiate flirtation with Marxism and announced it loudly to everyone. Once, when I was home at Christmas, my grandmother took me aside.
  Pat, she said, Ive been worrying about you. Youre not turning into a Democrat, are you?


  Grandma! I said. Democrats and Republicans are both fascist pigs! LBJ is slaughtering helpless Vietcong and causing riots in Americas inner cities and oppressing
  workers and ripping off the masses! Im not a Democrat! Im a Maoist!


  Just so long as youre not a Democrat, said my grandmother.


  But I couldnt stay a Maoist forever. I got too fat to wear bell-bottoms. And I realized that communism meant giving my golf clubs to a family in Zaire. Also, I couldnt bear the
  dreadful, glum earnestness of the left.


  People who worry themselves sick over sexism in language and think the government sneaks into their houses at night and puts atomic waste in the kitchen dispose-all cannot be expected to have a
  sense of humor. And they dont. Radicals and liberals and such want all jokes to have a meaning to make a point. But laughter is involuntary and points are not. A
  conservative may tell you that you shouldnt make fun of something. You shouldnt make fun of cripples, he may say. And he may be right. But a liberal will tell you,
  You cant make fun of cripples. And, hes wrongas anybody whos heard the one about Helen Keller falling into a well and breaking three fingers
  calling for help can tell you.


  Neither conservatives nor humorists believe man is good. But left-wingers do. They think mans misbehavior is caused by a deprived environment, educational shortcomings, and improper
  bonding within the family unit. They believe there are people so poor they cant pick up their yard. Down that line of thinking lie all sorts of nastiness. Just ask the Cubans.


  So Im a conservative; what else could I be? However, Im not completely happy about it. Lets face it, conservatives can be butt-heads, too. There are the reborn Jesus creeps,
  for instance. We should do to these what the conservative Romans did, with lions. But even regular country club-type Republicans can be stuffy about some thingsdope smuggling, for example,
  and mixing Quaaludes in your scotch, and putting your stereo speakers on the roof of your house and turning the volume all the way up and playing Parliament of Funk at 3:00 A.M.


  So, what Id really like is a new label. And Im sure there are a lot of people who feel the same way. We are the Republican Party Reptiles. We look like Republicans, and think like
  conservatives, but we drive a lot faster and keep vibrators and baby oil and a video camera behind the stack of sweaters on the bedroom closet shelf. I think our agenda is clear. We are opposed to:
  government spending, Kennedy kids, seat-belt laws, being a pussy about nuclear power, busing our children anywhere other than Yale, trailer courts near our vacation homes, Gary Hart, all tiny Third
  World countries that dont have banking secrecy laws, aerobics, the U.N., taxation without tax loopholes, and jewelry on men. We are in favor of: guns, drugs, fast cars, free love (if our
  wives dont find out), a sound dollar, cleaner environment (poor people should cut it out with the graffiti), a strong military with spiffy uniforms, Nastassia Kinski, Star Wars (and anything
  else that scares the Russkis), and a firm stand on the Middle East (raze buildings, burn crops, plow the earth with salt, and sell the population into bondage).


  There are thousands of people in America who feel this way, especially after three or four drinks. If all of us would unite and work together, we could give this country . . . well, a real bad
  hangover.


  P. J. ORourke



  Jaffrey, New Hampshire


  1986
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  Man developed in Africa. He has not continued to do so there. Previously, all the dinosaurs had died. Paleolithic, Neolithic, and other oddly named men spread. They used fire,
  but, being very primitive, they used it for everythingfood, clothing, and bodily decoration. Caves were painted, also fixed up and furnished in a simple but attractive style. They were ideal
  for young couples who were just starting a human race.


  There was a fertile crescent and a cradle of civilization and several other things that the Sumerians combined to invent writing, though they did not write novels or short stories. They wrote
  only clay tablets. The Egyptians built very large items out of whatever came readily to hand. Jewishness cropped up and has never been successfully put down. At the same time (or slightly later,
  counting Phoenicians) there were the ancient Greeks. These were followed by the less ancient Greeks, who were, in turn, followed by Greeks even less ancient than that. The various periods of Greeks
  can be told apart by how silly the things at the top of their columns are. The less silly, the more ancient. The Greeks invented amateur theatricals and the incredibly long poem that does not
  rhyme. It was a relief to all when their Golden Age was over. Greek philosophy, however, has survived the ages and gives us such modern concepts as atoms and platonic love affairs where no one gets
  laid. The most famous Greek, Alexander the Great, was not really a Greek at all. In modern parlance we would call him Yugoslavian. He conquered what passed for the world at the time but was made to
  give it back. Meanwhile, in China, there were the Chinese. Rome rose and fell. Barbarian hordes descended from wherever it is that barbarian hordes descend from. They burned the library at
  Alexandria, destroying most of the great literary works of antiquity and bringing a gleam to the eye of anyone whos ever been forced to study the classics. The barbarians, who had time on
  their hands, invented feudalism, but it proved too complicated to survive anywhere but in the lexicon of liberal social critics when they discuss South America. Christianity, bubonic plague, and
  use of the mold-board plowshare spread. France had so many kings named Louis that they had to be numbered. The Dominican Republic was discovered by Columbus. The earth was proved to be out there
  somewhere and round instead of right here and flat. There was an extensive series of religious debates that killed everyone with an IQ over 50. Prague was defenestrated. Poland was
  partitionedthe Russians still have the part they got. Napoleon menaced Europe. Then he didnt. Industrialization came to England but has since left. There were some more wars, usually
  with the Germans but not lately because were friends again. America had a revolution, a great rebellion, a depression, the New Deal, and then some trouble with its young people during the
  late sixties. Which brings us up to the present: Sunday, February 1, at 10:45, no 10:46, in the morning. Excuse us, but weve got to go out and get a Times and fix breakfast for our
  dates.


   


  An Intellectual 
Experiment
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  Recently I performed an intellectual experiment. I read one issue of the New York Review of Books (Vol. XXXI, No. 7, April 26, 1984), then watched one evening of
  prime-time network television (Monday, April 23, 1984, 7:3010:00 P.M.). The comparison would, I hoped, give some clue to an ancient puzzle: Which is worse, smart or
  stupid?


  The experiment seemed fair. The New York Review of Books is undeniably intelligent, and television is famously thick-headed. Im impartial. Im bright about some things. I
  dont watch television or read the New York Review. About other things, Im rather dim.


  


  RAW DATA


  [image: ]


  I began reading the New York Review at 3:00 in the afternoon. The lead article was by Harold Bloom, Sterling Professor of the Humanities at Yale. It was a review of
  Walt Whitman: The Making of the Poet by Paul Zweig, though that book was hardly mentioned. Mr. Bloom took some five thousand words to say Walt Whitman is a very, very important poet who
  masturbated a lot.


  The piece had many phrases like . . . the true difficulties of reading Whitman begin (or ought to begin) with his unnervingly original psychic cartography, and contained such
  Whitman quotes as:


  
    
      
        
          
            O great star disappeard


            O the black murk that hides the star!


            O cruel hands that hold me powerless


            O helpless soul of me!

          

        

      

    

  


  Mr. Bloom said, Only an elite can read Whitman. This may be why I always thought the poet was a self-obsessed ratchet-jaw with an ear like a tin cookie sheet. How,
  asked Bloom, did someone of Whitmans extraordinarily idiosyncratic nature become so absolutely central to nearly all subsequent American literary high culture? Beats me.


  There were eleven other articles in this issue of the New York Review and one poem. Some of the articles deserve brief summaries:


  Neal Ascherson reviewed A Warsaw Diary, 19781981 by Kazimierz Brandys and The First Polka by Horst Bienek. Mr. Brandys was a communist but got over it. After twenty
  years in the Polish Communist Party he decided that communism, at least when it has Russians in it, is not a good idea. Nonetheless the Solidarity movement caught him by surprise. Now he lives in
  New York and writes books about being confused.


  The First Polka is a novel about life in Upper Silesia. Upper Silesians were troubled because they couldnt decide if they were Polish or German. Then came World War II.


  Gabriele Annan reviewed Colette by Joanna Richardson and The Collected Stories of Colette edited by Robert Phelps. I gather Colette used language beautifully but didnt
  have anything to say. Ms. Annan had a great deal to say (one hundred column inches). The Collected Stories of Colette includes all the dirty stuff but leaves out Gigi.


  Milan Kundera contributed an essay titled The Tragedy of Central Europe. Mr. Kundera, who used to live in Central Europe, thinks the little countries there are swell. At least,
  they were swell before communism with Russians in it. If somebody doesnt get the Russians out of Central Europe (and/or communism) the culture in these countries is going to disappear.
  Culture is a hard thing to define, said Mr. Kundera, and it seems to be disappearing everyplace else too.


  Gerald Weales reviewed All Faithful People: Change and Continuity in Middletowns Religion (a group effort). From 1976 to 1981 a group of social scientists studied Muncie,
  Indiana. Muncie is the Middletown where Robert and Helen Lynd did their pioneering sociology work in 1929. Despite oodles of staff, piles of money, help from computers, and time to
  spare, contemporary sociologists are not doing as good a job as the Lynds. Mr. Weals said All Faithful People should be taken with a grain of salt (and some lime and some tequila, suggests
  this writer).


  Some of the articles do not deserve brief summaries:


  The Wandering Jew by Stefan Heym was reviewed by D. J. Enright. It sounded like an interesting novel, but by the time Id finished reading Mr. Enrights exhaustive praise, I
  was too bored to even consider buying the thing. Michael Wood reviewed two books about Alfred Hitchcock and proved that some people are unable to experience even the slightest of lifes
  pleasures without being thrown into frenzies of analysis. And Howard Mosss critique of the Martha Graham Dance Companys performances at Lincoln Center was a powerful argument that
  people who like dancing should shut up and dance.


  One article I could not comprehend. Charles Rosen reviewed Julian Rushtons The Musical Language of Berlioz. When writing contains such asides as This is how Schnberg
  is able to reconstruct the effect of dissonance and consonance rhythmically within a non-tonal system, I am out of my depth. However, I gathered Mr. Rosens thesis was that
  Berliozs music either stinks or it doesnt.


  One other article I could comprehend too well. It was called Reagans Star Wars and in it nine experts from the Union of Concerned Scientists argued that a space-based
  missile defense system would be expensive as all get out, would make the Russians hopping mad, and wouldnt save us from getting blown up anyway. The experts presented a great number of facts
  and figures and many long passages of thoughtfulness to support their arguments. But it seemed to me that by using common sense and inductive reasoning based on the history of defensive weapons the
  same arguments could have been made in two hundred words.


  The poem, by Patricia Storance, was called Illegitimacy. It did not rhyme. The text implied illegitimacy is an uncomfortable state.


  Among all this intelligence there were a couple things of interest. Irvin Ehrenpreis reviewed the forty-eight-volume Yale Edition of Horace Walpoles Correspondence edited by W.
  S. Lewis. Walpole, fourth Earl of Oxford, was a creature of the Enlightenment and a vivid and hilarious letter writer who roundly damned the world about him. Mr. Ehrenpreis called it a style
  of ironic recoil and quoted liberally. Ehrenpreis did not, however, address some important questions. What manner of man makes his living by editing forty-eight volumes of somebody
  elses bread-and-butter notes? Who, at a cost of $2,700, buys a set of books like this? Where do they put them? Did Mr. Ehrenpreis really read them all? And how did he find the time?


  Robert O. Paxtons review of Don Clarks de Gaulle biography was also worthwhile. Mr. Paxton argued that de Gaulle had a perceptive and pragmatic vision of world politics and that
  his behavior during the sixties was not inspired by anti-Americanism or egocentricity. Instead, said Paxton, de Gaulle was very sensibly putting distance between France and the American penchant
  for turning every CARE package and UN vote into A Great Crusade.


  It took about three hours to read the New York Review of Books. I lay down for a while with a cold compress on my forehead and then began watching television.


  Seven-thirty is the official beginning of prime time. I had a choice of Entertainment Tonight on ABC, Wheel of Fortune on CBS, or Family Feud on NBC.
  Entertainment Tonight seemed to be the name of the thing I was looking for rather than the thing itself. Wheel of Fortune sounded a little too stupid. I chose Family
  Feud. It turned out to be a fascinating show. Two perfectly normal American families dressed in go-to-church/second marriage/get-a-bank-loan clothes were pitted against each other. They were
  asked questions but instead of answering them they had to predict the answers that a hundred other perfectly average Americans gave. Know thyself, said the ancient Greeks. Know
  thy neighbor, say the more practical Americans.


  The first question was Name the most time-saving invention. Washing machine was the winning answer, and a good one too. Clean clothes are the hallmark of
  civilization. But microwave came in second. Ugh. Delicious food is the other hallmark of civilization. Car and airplane ranked only third and
  fourthpossibly an indication of latent provincialism. Dishwasher followed in fifth place and telephone in sixth. Its a sign of American folk wisdom, this
  ambiguous attitude toward the telephone. There arent many Horace Walpoles in this generation.


  I could have pondered all this for hoursminutes, anywaybut another question was already posed. What should athletes not do when in training? Smoke
  cigarettes came in first, reasonably enough. But down the list in fifth place was have sex, which doesnt hurt athletes a bit. Was this some recrudescent puritanism
  seeking a fitness-era excuse for itself? Unfortunately at this point I was interrupted by that dubiously time-saving device the telephone. (I suppose I should get a VCR, but the only thing I like
  about television is its ephemerality.) I was forced to give Family Feud only partial attention but did glean that 35 percent of Americans consider pink the most popular nightgown color. By
  the time my caller hung up, the contestants were playing a word game (Things used for transportation in the city: . . . bus . . . feet . . .) interrupted by a farty buzzer sound. This
  was of no interest. But it was disturbing to see American quiz-show contestants applaud themselves when they won. What happened to humble disclaimers and mumbled thanks to third-grade teachers? By
  the way, does anyone blush anymore?


  At 8:00 I had to choose among CBSs Scarecrow and Mrs. King, which I feared might be about Stephen Kings mother, ABCs Thats Incredible, which I was
  sure wouldnt be, and NBCs TVs Bloopers and Practical Jokes. This seemed too horrid to pass up, and it was. The hosts were Dick Clark, American
  Bandstands master of ceremonies during this centurys worst period of popular music, and Ed McMahon, who has some ill-defined role on The Tonight Show. They talked to
  each other a good deal. I believe some of the time they were making jokes.


  The bloopers were outtakes from television shows where actors and actresses made mistakes. Some mistakes were amusing. An actress named Deidre Hall had a prolonged struggle with
  syllable #3 in infinitesimally. The point seemed to be that the famous make mistakes just like the rest of us. The practical jokes were all played on well-known people
  (at least the show claimed they were well known). I was perplexed. The beauty of a practical joke is vengeance. What reason was there to wreak vengeance on these supposed celebrities? Has fame
  replaced wealth as a criterion of class division? Is being unknown the modern equivalent of being oppressed? Are fameless people therefore justified in rising up against the better-publicized?


  One practical joke, however, was telling. Some actress Id never heard of was escorted into a butcher shop to buy steaks for a barbecue. The butcher brought out a live cow,
  showed the actress where the steaks would be sliced out, then led the cow into a back room. A shot was heard, followed by the sound of a meat saw. The actress was horrified and the audience
  convulsed. How far weve come from our agrarian heritage.


  The rest of the show was simply junk, mostly in the form of old television commercials shown for their alleged amusement value. Another, particularly idiotic segment had the nighttime
  collegiate-humor-show host David Letterman tour an inventors convention and sneer at people. A Mexican man had created a device to detect signs of life in a casket. Mr. Letterman and the
  audience thought this hilarious. It may not be such a good joke in a country with poor medical care and no embalming. A black woman had developed a heated chair cushion to keep people warm in
  chilly homes. Letterman thought this, too, was risible. Im glad his home is so well heated. Ive used a similar item in duck blinds and found it a godsend. The audience laughed
  whenever foreigners were on the screen. A number of the inventors were oriental and the audience seemed to find that extremely funny. I hope the audience finds waiting in unemployment lines as
  amusing.


  TVs Bloopers and Practical Jokes lasted an hourremarkable content mileage. Incidentally, whenever any of the befuddled victims said, Oh, my God,
  God was bleeped out.


  At 9:00 NBC and ABC were showing movies, so I watched something on CBS called Kate and Allie. As best I could figure, the situation in this situation comedy is that Kate and Allie are
  two divorced women whove set up house together with one in the role of housewife and the other as breadwinner. There are a number of children. The atmosphere is faintly homoerotic but with
  references to dating men. In the episode I saw, the breadwinner (I couldnt determine which was Kate and which was Allie) lost her job and the housewife began making money by baking cakes at
  home. In the end, as per a long-established rule of situation comedy, everything returned to status quo ante. The message seemed to be that housewifery and job-holding have equally valid
  rewards. And some people hate to clean house, and some people hate to have jobs. People should do what they like best, within reasona fair-minded thesis and utopian in a friendly,
  middle-class American way.


  The movies were still on at 9:30, so I watched CBSs Bob Newhart Show. This also dealt with womans place in society. The character played by Mr. Newhart has moved to a
  small town in Vermont. The people there are very backward. At a potluck supper all the men ate in the dining room while the women ate in the kitchen. The wife of Mr. Newharts character took
  umbrage at this and convinced the women to rebel and eat their potluck in the dining room. They did so but ended up at a separate table away from the men.


  Ive lived in northern New England for years and have never seen such behavior. But maybe this is what potluck suppers are like in Los Angeles, where situation-comedy writers live.


  To be fair, I suppose I should have watched one more half hour of television. But after careful, objective consideration of the evidence gathered thus far, I decided: Screw it.


  


  ANALYSIS
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  In the two lists below I have attempted to summarize the information gathered from one issue of the New York Review of Books and one evening of network television.


  


  INFORMATION FROM NEW YORK REVIEW


  1. Walt Whitman is an important poet.


  2. He masturbated a lot.


  3. He was a hard guy to figure.


  4. Communism is bad when Russians have anything to do with it.


  5. Upper Silesians couldnt decide if they were Polish or German, then most of them died.


  6. War is bad.


  7. Colettes French was good.


  8. Colette was a self-obsessed ratchet-jaw.


  9. The Farrar, Straus and Giroux edition of The Collected Stories of Colette doesnt have Gigi in it.


  10. Central Europes culture is disappearing.


  11. Russians are bad.


  12. Everybodys culture is disappearing.


  13. Sociology isnt what it used to be.


  14. Stefan Heym has written a novel of genius but its complicated.


  15. Alfred Hitchcock was a hard guy to figure.


  16. The Martha Graham Dance Company isnt what it used to be.


  17. The Martha Graham Dance Companys costumes are too la-di-da.


  18. Berliozs music either stinks or it doesnt.


  19. A space-based missile defense system will be expensive.


  20. It will make the Russians mad.


  21. It wont work.


  22. Atomic war is very bad.


  23. Its upsetting to be illegitimate.


  24. Horace Walpole was some letter-writer.


  25. Charles de Gaulle was playing with a full deck after all.



  INFORMATION FROM NETWORK TELEVISION


  1. Washing machines save more time than jet planes or telephones.


  2. Athletes shouldnt smoke cigarettes.


  3. Maybe they shouldnt have sex either.


  4. Pink is a popular color for nightgowns.


  5. Americans do not blush to congratulate themselves.


  6. Dick Clark and Ed McMahon are entertaining.


  7. Actors are human.


  8. Its fun to trick others.


  9. Meat comes from dead animals.


  10. Old television commercials are silly.


  11. Were more sophisticated than we used to be.


  12. Foreigners are funny.


  13. Orientals are particularly funny.


  14. David Letterman is funny too.


  15. You cant say God on television unless you mean it.


  16. Traditional male and female social roles are both rewarding.


  17. A little lesbianism is cute as long as you date men.


  18. People should do what they like best, within reason.


  19. Men and women should be equal.


  20. Small-town folks are behind the times.


  21. Some things never change.



  Percentage of information from the New York Review that was news to me: 28%


  Percentage of information from the New York Review that sounded like bunk: 12%


  Percentage of information from network television that made sense: 52.4%


  Percentage of information from network television that made my flesh crawl: 52.4%


  Percentage of information from either source that was worth repeating to friends or acquaintances: 10.9%


  Specifically:


  Walt Whitman masturbated a lot.


  The Martha Graham Dance Company costumes are too la-di-da.


  Charles de Gaulle was cool.


  Pink is the most popular color for nightgowns.


  God gets bleeped if you say it on television.


  


  CONCLUSIONS
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  Whether smart is worse than stupid or vice versa is an important question. Smart means Neo-Expressionist paintings, which are awful. But stupid means music videos, which are
  pretty awful too. Ignorance is stupid, but education causes college students. Logic is smart, but Marxism is logical. Smart people dont start many bar fights. But stupid people dont
  build many hydrogen bombs. Then again, smart people would never drop one. Or would they? Its something we ought to know.


  The test of the New York Review against network television cannot be said to have proved conclusive. However, several working hypotheses did emerge:


  
    
      A. Intelligence is, in this case, slightly preferable to stupidity because it is, well, more intelligent.


      B. In order to get anything of value from the New York Review one must shine the cold, hard light of stupidity upon it.


      C. Television, to be worthwhile, must be approached with all the intellectual capacity at ones command.


      D. If you try to do both in the same day, you will need a big drink.
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Modern
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 turned into a dozen
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  APOLLO AND DAPHNE
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  Apollo is the son of Jupiter, who is president of the gods, and Latona, an old girlfriend of Jupiters whom he never married. Apollo is the god of handguns, Blue Cross
  coverage, and elaborate home stereo systems. Also, he is the god of getting a dark and even tan.


  Apollos first love was a girl named Daphne, and this came about because of the anger of Cupid, the god of interpersonal relationships. Apollo, as befits a god, possesses perfect
  marksmanship. In fact, it was his celestial hand which steadied the .44 caliber pistol when the Son of Sam murdered all the pale girls who werent carrying adequate medical insurance. And it
  was also Apollo who guided the shots which hit John Lennon because of the awful mixing quality on the Plastic Ono Band album. Apollo was chaffing Cupid about that deitys recent change to
  automatic weapons, which Cupid insisted was necessary to keep up with the fast-paced shifts in modern emotional involvement. Apollo was saying that Cupid could not hit the long side of a
  supertanker with an Uzi, so Cupid let him have it with one of his deep-felt emotional-commitment rounds. Then Cupid fired a couple of the bullets which make women want careers. And these struck
  Daphne, who was a beautiful tennis-court nymph. Apollo was immediately smitten with Daphne, but she wanted to go to law school. Apollo followed Daphne around and pestered her and phoned her in the
  middle of the night all the time until Daphne became annoyed and called upon Diana, the goddess of women who are searching for self-fulfillment, and asked that august deity to turn her into a
  female Family Court judge. Apollo wept when he saw the transformation. But he still loved Daphne, and to this day, whenever Apollo spies a case of child abuse where the youngsters injuries
  arent covered by a private or corporate medical plan, he has the parents arrested and their cases placed on Daphnes court docket.


  


  IO
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  Juno is the first lady of Olympus and the goddess of acting like a married woman. She keeps a close eye on her husband, Jupiter. One day while Juno was straightening up around
  heaven she saw a large smog cloud descend over the usually sunny climes of Southern California. Juno suspected Jupiter of causing this smog to conceal some activity of his. So she called upon
  Zephyr, an arctic air mass high-pressure zone causing local high winds and cold temperatures, to blow the smog away. Then Jupiter was revealed in a motel room with a Datsun. Juno guessed that the
  Datsuns form concealed some fair beauty, transformed for concealments sake. And she was right, for it was Io, daughter of the Imperial Valley irrigation sprinkler system god Inachus.
  Jupiter had been dallying with her all afternoon in the motel.


  Juno quickly joined her husband and praised the beauty of the compact car in his room. Jupiter claimed that he had just created it from a bedspring and a room-sized refrigerator unit on
  commission for a Japanese car company. Juno asked to have it as a gift. What could Jupiter do? He was loath to give his girlfriend to his wife, but how could he refuse Juno such a trifling request
  as a new Japanese car, especially one which got such good mileage? So he consented. Juno was still suspicious, however, and took the car to Argus to be closely watched.


  Now, Argus was a beast with a hundred eyes and at least that many concealed microphones and wiretaps. He worked for the Central Intelligence Agency, even though he wasnt supposed to
  because its charter forbids domestic operations. Anyway, Argus never slept or at least didnt sleep very well unless he took two Nembutals, which his doctor had forbidden him for fear that he
  was developing a barbiturate dependency. So Argus kept Io under round-the-clock surveillance.


  Jupiter was very upset by these developments, and so he called for Mercury. Mercury presides over big business, professional wrestling, running political campaigns, and illegal dumping of toxic
  wasteover all things, in other words, which require cleverness, dexterity, and two sets of account ledgers. Mercury is also the United Parcel Service delivery truck driver of the gods and
  wears a winged cap and wing-tip shoes. Jupiter instructed Mercury to go to Argus and lean on him a little. So Mercury pretended to be from the staff of a Senate subcommittee
  investigation and read to Argus from a book of government rules and regulations about clandestine intelligence
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