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Let’s Nudge the Sludge.

BY AMOS ARTHUR HOLMES .

There are bright people, intelligent

people, smart people, crafty people,
wise people, brilliant people, sly peaple,
and clever people. But today we are
going to talk about cunning people.

Walter Prather is cunning. No doubt
about. it. He had been picked out of a
pool of cunning people to head the new
WASHINGTON | IS DISAPPEARING
.COMMITTEE. This committee would
have the responsibility of removing the

over two.million tons of slop that ac-

cumulates on the streets of Washington,
D.C. every single day. The problem
seemed insurmountable.

“Gentlemen,” he said to the other
committiee members, “We must find a
way to dispose of this vast amount of
slop. We must find some community
within trucking distance of Washington
that will take this vile accumulation off
our hands, Are there anysuggestions?”

Paul Daily stood up. Paul was almost
as cunning as Mr. Prather,

‘“Sir, in the first place, if we wish to
find a spot for disposal...an area that
will accept our vile accumulation.. .then
we must find another name for our
product. We cannot Aapproach people in
Prince George's county and ask them to
accept something we refer to as either
vile accumulation or slop.”

Mr. Prather nodded his 'head af-

firmatively. ‘‘Paul, that suggestion has

merit. Maybe we can call it by some
other name. Garbage has a nice ring to

i .l,- \

Wally Walton stood up. “Begging
your pardon, sir, but garbage doesn’t
have a nice ring to it for some people. In
fact, it doesn’t have a nice ring to me. 1
would even find it objectionable if
someone tried to give me something

" called trash or debris or waste or filth.

But I thought of a name that sounds
light and spiritual and uplifting. Why

. don’t wecall it SLUDGE?"

“Sludge,” mused Mr. Prather, “By
golly, Wally, I think you've hit on
something. Now we must consider
where we can unload our sludge Any

-suggestions?”’

Tim Bathinghouse stood up. “Sir, St.
Mary’s county is within trucking
distance of Washington. It is a rural
community composed ' of tobacco

- farmers and watermen. Those people

haven’t quite made it into this century
and I think, if we make sludge ap-
pealing enough, they will accept all we
cangive them.”

Mr. Prather nodded his head.
“Gentlemen, St. Mary’s county sounds
like an ideal dumping ground for our
vile accumulation...excuse me...for our
sludge. I am going to send Paul down
there tomnorrow to talk to the county
commissioners. Let's keep our fingers
crossed.”

The next day Paul kept an ap-l
‘ pointment with the St. Mary’s county

commissioners, He told them that

W

sludge was very hard to come by.

- Sludge was becoming as precious as

diamonds. Everyone wanted sludge

and..by damn..there just wasn't

enough sludge to go around, He also
mentioned the fact that sludge was
good for tobacco, rejuvenated the sex

drive, and if sludge got into the water it .
was good for fish and crabs. The

commissioners were impressed. This
was election year and it would be nice
to do something for the farmers,
watermen, and for those who needed
rejuvenation. They told Paul Daily that

. they would take all the sludge he could

give them.

When Paul got back to Washmgton he

reported his success to Mr. Prather.
“Sir’” he said, “‘St. Mary’s county has

2 million square acres and we have 18 -

million tons of sludge. That means that
when we deliver our sludge to St.
Mary’s county we will have covered

every acre of that county to a depth of - °

six feet.”

“Paul,” chuckled Mr. Prather, “You
are very cunning.”

The next day a St. Mary's countian is
standing in his yard when sixteen huge
trucks roll up to his property. The man

" is overcome by the odor coming from

t

the trucks and calls out, “WHAT IN
THE 'HELL ARE YOU HAULING?
DEAD SKUNKS?”

The truck driver replies, “No sir, this

-stuff is called sludge. And if you think

the odor is bad now...just wait unti] the
sunhits it.” :

The sludge has been dumped in the
man's yard to a depth of six feet. Thank
goodness the man is six foot seven
inches tall and the sludge doesn’t quite
reach his nose. He hopes his wife can

. get home to save him but then he

n_otices that the roads are covered with
six feet of sludge and that nobody can
possibly come to his rescue. The fields
are covered with sludge and somn of the

' sludge has fallen into the water. He
"notices that the sludge has killed his

tobacco and that there are dead fish
and crabs floating on top of the water.
He remarks to himself that this stuff
called sludge looks a hell of a lot like
garbage. Isn't that an orange peeling to
the right of his shoulder? And aren’t
they coffee grounds oozing against the

: 'SIdeof his chin?

As he stands there wedged in by the
sludge, and with the obnoxious odor
becoming more intense, he thinks of the
man responsible for this tragedy. The
man who could take this vile ac-
cumulation from a locality where it
wasn’t wanted and deposit it in another
locality where . it wasn’'t wan-
ted...well...that man had to be awfully
damn intelligent. No! He had to be
more than intelligent.

By golly...that man had to be cun-

ning.
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