Maddog Unleashed

Kicked to the Curb:
So Long, Wall Street,
And Hello, Skid Row

All signs point to an economic slump that will be
nasty, brutish—and long. —Nobel laureate Paul Krugman’s Oct. 16 column in The New York Times
BY PATRICK O’GRADY
How about that October surprise? A couple more months like that one and
I’ll jump right out of my oﬃce window. It’s a ground-ﬂoor window overlooking
a hedge, but what the hell, a man’s gotta do what a man’s gotta do. The shrubbery
will just have to take its beating along with the rest of us.
Like so many others, we saw our nest egg cracked, scrambled and devoured
last month as Wall Street abruptly devolved into Skid Row, albeit with a sharper
class of panhandlers. When or if we’ll rebound, I don’t know. The O’Grady males’
idiocy in ﬁnancial matters is legendary, and this apple fell particularly close to
the tree.
What I do know is that we both still have jobs—well, Shannon does, anyway,
with health insurance, sick leave, paid vacation, retirement beneﬁts—the whole
enchilada. I have work, which is not quite the same but still a cut above rooting
through Dumpsters looking for toothsome tidbits. I also know that I can’t start
collecting full Social Security beneﬁts until 2020.
So, after toting up the damage to our portfolio, which now looks more like a
ragged sock stuﬀed with Icelandic krónur, we started ticking oﬀ the things we
could do without if necessary to keep dog food oﬀ the menu in our dotage. The
list was neither exhaustive nor reassuring.
A Place for My Stuff. We live fairly simply, all things considered. We have one of
those zero-down mortgages you’ve heard so much about, but on a tiny house in a
cheap market at a reasonable ﬁxed interest rate, and we’ve never even come close
to missing a payment.
We have car payments, too. Shannon’s 2002 Outback will be paid oﬀ next
month, but we’re only two years into a high-interest loan on my ’05 Forester. I
don’t drive much, and could get by with my rattletrap ’83 Toyota truck—which
was bought with cash and costs $26 a year to plate—so we’ve talked about selling
my car to get out from under the hefty monthly payment, insurance and license
fees.
But after that, what? We have a credit card, but we keep it on a short leash, paying oﬀ the balance every month. We go out to eat maybe twice a month, even less
often to see a movie. There’s the wine bill, which is not insubstantial, but a man
can’t quit drinking in the face of a crisis like this. It smacks of cowardice.
And Less Stuff In the Place. Lacking any big ideas, we’re implementing some
little ones. We’re upgrading the insulation in the attic, using compact ﬂuorescent
light bulbs and keeping the thermostat at 68 in the daytime. A rooftop solar unit
helps.
I suﬀer from gadget lust, but have regretfully put an iPhone purchase on hold.
I’m making fewer visits to the chiropractor, buying more groceries from King
Soopers than Whole Foods, and cooking meals that guarantee leftovers, which
discourages us from going out to lunch.
And even though gas prices have plummeted, down nearly half a buck in just a
few weeks, I use my Vespa or a bicycle for as many short hops as practicable. Bicycling is really more about maintaining sanity than saving money, but hey—any
excuse for a ride on a brisk autumn afternoon, eh?
What are you doing, as individuals and businesspeople, to cut costs, get credit
and otherwise patch the holes in your ﬁnancial security blankets? Drop me a note
at ogrady@maddogmedia.com. Who knows? Maybe there’s a column in it for
me—and some ideas for you.
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Grapevine
And You Thought Your Commute Was Tough. Nik Wallenda wowed ’em in Newark, New Jersey, on Oct. 15 by setting a world record for the longest bicycle passage on a wire without a safety net. The seventh-generation member of the famed
“Flying Wallendas” rode 235 feet between a crane and the roof of the Prudential Center arena—about 135 feet above the street—to mark the return of the
Ringling Bros. and Barnum & Bailey Circus to Newark after a 52-year absence.
Wallenda walked the wire one way, then returned via bicycle, using a cell phone
to ring up NBC’s “Today” show, which televised the stunt live. The 29-year-old
daredevil told The Associated Press that he had an anxious moment or two,
particularly when the rear rim on his tireless bicycle slipped as the wire angled
upward to the arena’s roof. Wallenda hopes to set another high-wire record by
traversing the Grand Canyon next year.
Deer in the Headlights. Some folks consider deer little more than rats with antlers, but taking a buck down by battering it with a Specialized Roubaix—not
such a good idea as Specialized’s founder, Mike Sinyard, will tell you. A couple of weeks ago, Sinyard, while riding with his son and a friend, was speeding
down one of the many wooded back roads winding through the foothills behind
Morgan Hill. Sinyard, trailing the two riders, had no time to react when a fullypronged buck dashed across the road. Sinyard hit that four-legged beast in its
hind haunches at about 35 mph. The impact vaulted him over the deer and he
hit the road ﬂat on his back. “It knocked the wind out of me, and I just laid on
the road,” he recalled. Besides some road rash and a sprained back, Sinyard’s
back on his bike. As for the Roubaix—besides a few scratches—it rolled away
relatively unscathed. Sinyard’s helmet took a beating, though. And the deer? It
took the hit and just kept on rutting. Besides taking out Sinyard, another deer
managed to take out a Specialized employee’s car. For those of you unfamiliar
with the heavily wooded foothills separating greater Morgan Hill from seaside
Santa Cruz, rutting season for deer is in full swing. A couple of employees were
heading home one recent evening and—yes—they hit a deer, mangling the car’s
front end. Within a blink of an eye, their car was rear-ended, mangling the rear
end as well. The deer, as you might have guessed, fared less well.
Motorist Faces Trial in Cyclists’ Deaths. A 63-year-old Colorado Springs motorist was under the inﬂuence of morphine and barbiturates when she struck
and killed two Colorado Cyclist employees on Aug. 6, according to a local newspaper. Barbara Thomas was driving her Ford F-350 on 26th Street when she
turned left onto Westend Avenue, striking Edgar Juarez, 30, and Jayson Kilroy,
28. The two died of massive internal injuries. In court testimony on Oct. 16,
police oﬃcer Glenn Thomas Sr. said oﬃcers found morphine-sulfate pills and
other painkillers in her truck. When he gave her sobriety tests at a local hospital,
her “impairment was to such a level she was unable to stand,” Thomas testiﬁed.
“She could not safely operate a motor vehicle.” Blood tests showed she had barbiturates and morphine in her system, the Gazette reported, and she also was not
wearing the glasses the Department of Motor Vehicles required she wear while
driving. Thomas remains free on $10,000 bond pending trial March 2, 2009, on
two charges of vehicular homicide and driving under the inﬂuence of drugs.
Another Reason to Miss Paul Newman. You loved him in “Cool Hand Luke,”
“Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid” and “The Hustler”—but did you know
that when he wasn’t busy lighting up the silver screen, Paul Newman helped
preserve more than 700 acres of trail-laced woods within an hour of New York
City? Steve Cuomo, who handles public relations for Dahon, writes to say that
in 1998, developers were breaking ground for an enclave of estates surrounding
a golf course in Newman’s home of Westport, Connecticut. Says Steve: “A group
of concerned citizens fought hard against it, but were not successful until Mr.
Newman spoke directly to the governor of Connecticut. Today there are many
miles of beautiful trails in pristine Trout Brook Valley, most of them open to, and
partly maintained by, mountain bikers. From Cool Hand Luke to Doc Hudson,
to Sockarooni pasta sauce to the Hole in the Wall Gang, Paul Newman was the
best and we will miss him.”
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