
OH DADDY 
CHRONICLES: 

 
THE NUTSHELL 

VERSION 
 

A Contemporary Political Satire 

 
BARRY ROBBINS  



 
OH DADDY CHRONICLES 

 
©2020 All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any 

manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief 
quotations in a book review. 

Hardcover ISBN: 979-8-49395-066-7 
Paperback ISBN: 979-8-51751-043-3 

 
 

 
OH DADDY CHRONICLES 2: RETURN OF COVFEFE 

 
©2021 All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any 

manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief 
quotations in a book review. 

Hardcover ISBN: 979-8-49611-216-1 
Paperback ISBN: 979-8-54997-028-1 

  



TABLE OF CONTENTS 

From Oh Daddy Chronicles 
Episode XI: Hydroxy and Me 
 
Episode XIV: A Perfect Call 
 
 
 

From Oh Daddy Chronicles 2: Return of Covfefe 
Episode XIII: The Stalwart Chicken 
 
Episode XXII: Cheneys vs. Trumps 
 
 
 
About Barry Robbins 
 
 
  



ODC 1: EPISODE XI 

Hydroxy and Me 

(The scene shifts to the White House briefing room. An unfamiliar figure walks to the podium, facing 
a gaggle of socially distanced White House correspondents.) 

(Ed. note - All questions described here are from actual White House correspondents of major media 
outlets. Their specific identities are being withheld to protect them from any possibility of retribution 
by the President squirting them with a water pistol filled with liquid bleach.) 

“Good afternoon, everyone. My name is Commander Sean Conley. My official title is Physician to 
the President. I am the Director of the White House Medical Unit, which is responsible for the medical 
needs of the President of the United States, the Vice President, White House staff, and visitors. I give 
these credentials so that, no matter what I might say in response to your questions, you will hopefully 
keep in mind that I actually do know my shit. I would like to begin with the statement I released 
yesterday. 

“As has been previously reported, two weeks ago one of the President’s support staff tested positive 
for COVID-19. The President is in very good health and has remained symptom-free. He receives 
regular COVID-19 testing, all negative to date. After numerous discussions he and I had regarding the 
evidence for and against the use of hydroxychloroquine, we concluded the potential benefit from 
treatment outweighed the relative risks. In consultation with our inter-agency partners and subject 
matter experts around the country, I continue to monitor the myriad studies investigating potential 
COVID-19 therapies, and I anticipate employing the same shared medical decision making based on 
the evidence at hand in the future. 

“Now, I will take your questions.” 
“ Can you tell us, in plain English, what the fuck you just said?” 
“Of course. The President wanted to take hydroxychloroquine. I wanted to keep my job. Pretty 

simple really.” 
“So the President started taking hydroxychloroquine in response to the two White House staffers 

who tested positive for COVID-19?” 
“Actually, no. That is sort of what I implied and is a logical, but incorrect, assumption. What really 

happened is that, around that time, the President thought he heard a mosquito whining around the 
Resolute Desk in the Oval Office. (You know that infuriating sound.). Anyway, the President panicked, 
screaming that he was going to get malaria. From his research on hydroxychloroquine, he remembered 
that it is used as a prophylactic against malaria and demanded that we give it to him.” 



“Has it worked?” 
“I am pleased to report that the President shows no signs of malaria except for the facial coloring of 

a bag of Cheetos. However, that is not a recent phenomenon.” 
“But aren’t you concerned about the potential for adverse cardiac events from taking 

hydroxychloroquine? Specifically, QT interval prolongation, ventricular tachycardia, and ventricular 
fibrillation?” 

“We evaluated those risks carefully. We were persuaded by a study done in Papua Guinea 
investigating correlation between heart size and susceptibility to adverse cardiac side effects of 
hydroxychloroquine. The study found that the smaller the heart size, the smaller the risk of adverse 
events. As you probably know, the President’s heart is so small that you could fit 20 of them in Mitch 
McConnell’s turkey wattle chin.” 

“Sounds like an impressive study. How many participants were there?” 
“We think there were three.” 
“Was it double-blind placebo controlled?” 
“We think all participants could see, despite the fact that they and the lead trial investigator were 

completely shit-faced from the indigenous alcoholic drink made from palm tree roots.” 
“You keep saying “you think.” Don’t you actually know?” 
“Not really. The study results are available only in the local language of Tok Pisin.” 
“I understand that hydroxychloroquine is contraindicated in people with a genetic enzyme disorder 

such as porphyria or glucose-6-phosphate dehydrogenase (G6PD) deficiency. Has the President been 
checked for this?” 

“Duh...” 
“I understand the Federal government procured 29 million doses of hydroxychloroquine. How will 

they be used?” 
“Distribution questions like that are outside my purview. But I can tell you that the 17 million doses 

set aside for the President are safely stored in the men’s locker room in the White House basement.” 
“Could I ask a personal question, Dr. Conley? After all, we don’t know you very well.” 
“Yes, of course. Go ahead.” 
“You are from Pennsylvania, right?” 
“Correct.” 
“Then why do you speak with a rather awful, phony Scottish accent?” 
“Ah, now you are getting personal, but I will answer your question. When I was a teenager, and 

continuing on into adulthood, I was just terrible with girls. I was so bad that I even struck out with that 
roly-poly little bat-faced girl that Paul Simon introduced me to. Out of desperation, I tried this Scottish 



accent, hoping that when I introduced myself, people would think I said “Sean Connery,” rather than 
“Sean Conley.” 

“Did it work?” 
“I don’t know if it worked or not, but I can very happily say that I am married to a wonderful woman 

named Kristin and we have three beautiful children - two boys and a girl.” 
“And their names?” 
“Angus, Ragnall, and Dioiridh.” 
“It would appear that the President is doing rather well on hydroxychloroquine. I was going to go so 

far as to say his cheeks are looking rosy, but I guess it would have be an orange variant of the rose 
family. Nevertheless, he almost shines. In your medical judgment, might this have anything to do with 
the hydroxychloroquine?” 

“That is an astute observation and one I myself have also made. I have thought about it a lot, 
consulted with colleagues around the world (including Dr. Oz), and pored through medical textbooks 
and journals. I have concluded that, for some reason, the President and hydroxychloroquine simply 
have a mutual affinity for each other. The only way I can explain this is that both President Trump and 
hydroxychloroquine are completely ineffective against COVID-19 and come with dangerous side 
effects.” 

(At this point, a group of official looking men enter the room and seize Commander Conley. The 
leader of the group, who bears a striking resemblance to Dr. No, announces that the American Medical 
Association and all state licensing boards are revoking Conley’s medical license with immediate effect. 
Conley leaves, as do the assembled White House correspondents. A loud, shrieking, spine chilling cry 
is heard coming from the direction of the West Wing.) 
  



ODC 1: EPISODE XIV 

A Perfect Call 

(A young staffer from the National Security Council wishes to see the President.) 
“Come in, son. What is it?” 
“Excuse me, Mr. President, but a question has come up at the NSC that only you can clarify.” 
“Well, I’m used to being the only person that can solve problems, so come in and have a seat. And 

relax, there’s no need to be nervous.” 
“Yes, sir. I mean no, sir. Or yes, sir. Or no, sir. Ummm....” 
“What’s your name?” 
“Fu On Yu.” 
“Say that again?” 
“Fu On Yu, sir.” 
“Now, wait just a moment. I said you could relax, not insult me.” 
“No, sir. I am not insulting you. That is my name - Fu On Yu.” 
“Well I’ll be. I don’t remember seeing you earlier today. This is the second shift of the day, right? So 

you work the second shift?” 
“Yes, sir.” 
“Well then, who has the first shift?” 
“Correct, sir.” 
“What?” 
“He has standby duty.” 
“Who?” 
“First shift, sir.” 
“Who?” 
“Right. Who has first shift, sir.” 
“Why are you asking me? I don’t know the NSC staffers.” 
“I’m not asking you, sir. I’m telling you. Who has the first shift.” 
“OK. So who has the first shift and what is on standby.” 
“You’re getting it, sir.” 
“And the name of the person who has night duty?” 
“I don’t know.” 
“Is that because you’re new to the job?” 



“No, sir. We are trained to know everyone’s name from the very beginning.” 
“Then who has night duty?” 
“No, sir. I don’t know.” 
“Well, I sure as hell don’t either. Remind me, did you tell me why you need to see me?” 
“Not yet, sir. And, don’t be concerned, I don’t mind if you call me by my middle name.” 
“Huh?” 
“In Chinese culture, sir, surname comes first, followed by first given name then second given name. 

So my name is Fu On Yu, “Yu” being my middle name.” 
“OK. Let’s get to the point, Yu Fu Fu On Yu Yu Fu Yu. or whatever your name is. Why are you here? 

No. What is it... No. Who sent you? No. Tell me the thing that is needed to tell me. Whew!” 
“Certainly, Mr. President. I thought you would never ask. You might recall that you had a phone call 

yesterday with President Xi of China. A direct transcript of the call was made, but we have lost the 
audio of the call.” 

“Yeah, and... What of it? It was a perfect call.” 
“No doubt it was, sir. However, the respective Presidents on the call are not identified. We cannot 

determine which speaker is you and which is President Xi. I am here in the hope that you can figure 
this out.” 

“I’ll certainly try. Should be pretty easy. Do you have the transcript with you? It wasn’t a long call.” 
“I have it right here, sir.” 
“Then why don’t you just read it.” 
“Yes, sir. Here is the verbatim transcript of yesterday’s call with President Xi of China. President Xi’s 

part of the conversation is translated from Mandarin.” 
“Hello, Mr. President. It is nice to speak with you again.” 
“Hello, Mr. President. Yes, it is nice to speak with you again.” 
“I hope you are well.” 
“Thank you. I am very well and you?” 
“Thank you. I also am very well.” 
“Can we talk about the trade deal?” 
“Yes, we can talk about the trade deal.” 
“I think we need to move quickly.” 
“I agree. The quicker the better.” 
“And about the virus.” 
“Yes, of course about the virus.” 
“I think it would be good if we both stopped blaming the other for all of our problems. There is 

plenty of blame to go around.” 



“Agreed. We stop blaming the other for all of our problems.” 
“And no more discussion of labs - Wuhan or American military. Right?” 
“Right. No more discussion of labs - Wuhan or American military.” 
“On the important issue of a vaccine. Our vaccine efforts are going quite well. And we have decided 

that, if we are the first to develop a vaccine, we will share it with the world based solely on who needs 
it first. What about your vaccine efforts?” 

“They are going quite well also. And we have decided that, if we are the first to develop a vaccine, we 
will first give it to all of our citizens and then sell it to the rest of the world.” 

“Thank you for a productive call, Mr. President.” 
“And thank you for a productive call, Mr. President.” 
(End of call) 
“So you see our problem, here, Mr. President. Can you figure out which is you and which is President 

Xi?” 
(The President looks at Fu On Yu incredulously.) 
“We actually pay you a salary? Even a five year-old can figure that one out! It really makes me wonder 

how they find guys like you to hire. What’s your background, young man?” 
“I have a Ph.D. in Chinese history, focusing on the leadership succession in the Chinese Communist 

Party. And I speak fluent Mandarin and Cantonese.” 
“Huh. Then we have something in common. I also know a lot about Chinese history. And I love 

fortune cookies. Can’t get more Chinese than that!” 
“Actually, sir, fortune cookies as we know them have no place in Chinese culture. Our best 

understanding is that they were introduced into the U.S. by Japanese immigrants. Chinese restaurants 
in the U.S. seized upon them as a marketing gimmick because desserts were not part of typical Chinese 
cuisine.” 

“Show off! Who asked you anyway?” 
“He didn’t, sir. He knows as much about Chinese culture as I do.” 
“OK, then, smarty pants. Who was the President of China before President Xi?” 
“Correct, sir. Hu.” 
“No, I’m asking you. I want to know.” 
“Hu was the previous President of China.” 
“I told you I don’t know! Let me try it a different way. Tell me the latest transition of power in China.” 
“Hu Xi, sir. Hu Xi.” 
“How the hell do I know who she is? The next president of China is going to be a woman? Really?” 
“I doubt it, sir. Very unlikely. But not impossible. Best woman candidate is Nu Lian-Dong Yu. Then 

it would be Hu Xi Nu.” 



“Isn’t that always the case.” 
“We’ve had a very interesting conversation, sir. Anything else?” 
“I would like to know what we’re talking about.” 
“You’d like to know about wat. Certainly.” 
“Yes, what.” 
“OK, then. Fortunately, I minored in cultural history of the ancient Khmer kingdoms. The largest 

religious site in the world is the one at Angkor, referred to as Angkor Wat. It was originally built as a 
Hindu temple to the god Vishnu in the early 12th Century by the Khmer King Suryavarman II, in 
present day Angkor. Beginning in the late 12th Century, it was gradually transformed into a Buddhist 
Temple. One of the first Western visitors to the temple was Antonio da Madalena, a Portuguese friar 
who visited in 1586 and said that it “is of such extraordinary construction that it is not possible to 
describe it with a pen, particularly since it is like no other building in the world. It has towers and 
decoration and all the refinements which the human genius can conceive of.” Shall I continue?” 

“Not really. I have a headache.” 
“Well then, I’ll call it a night, sir. If you need any further help this evening from the NSC, just pick 

up the phone and ask for What I Don’t Know.” 
“Me neither.” 
(Fu On Yu leaves the Oval Office while the President just shakes his head.) 
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ODC 2: EPISODE XIII 

The Stalwart Chicken 

(The weekend guests at Mar-a-Lago are gathered in the small ballroom for the evening entertainment. 
They are skeptical that this evening’s fare could be any funnier than last night’s, when Donald tried to 
pronounce onomatopoeia. Considering that debacle, Ivanka takes over as master of ceremonies.) 

“Welcome everyone. I trust you had an enjoyable day here at Mar-a-Lago. I must apologize, however, 
for the 4:00 pm seminar given by Senator Lindsey Graham. For those of you who stayed until it 
concluded at 7:30 pm, I hope you learned something useful from the 18 words he was able to squeeze 
into the session. I never realized just how long it could take to say the word “well.” In any event, we 
have sandwiches after tonight’s entertainment for those who missed dinner. 

“And now, on to this evening’s program. I’m sure you’re all familiar with that old joke: “Why did 
the chicken cross the road?” We have solicited answers to that question from a variety of people and 
will share those answers with you this evening. Please use the small notepad and pencil at your seat to 
write down your favorites. We’ll take a vote at the end. And now, my brother, Donald Trump Jr, will 
do the honor of reading the responses.” 

Don Jr: “Aw sis. Why did you have to say that? You know I haven’t gotten past 5-letter words in my 
reading classes yet. You do it.” 

Ivanka: “Very well. Let me begin. Remember, these are answers to the question “Why did the chicken 
cross the road?” 

Melania Trump: “Vat chicken? Vat road? In Old Country, chicken taken before it reach uzzer side.” 
Dr. Anthony Fauci: “Obviously, there were too many chickens on that side of the road, most of them 

maskless. So, this chicken did the sensible thing and moved at least six feet away. Although I don’t like 
to get into politics, it does show that the Trumpers in this country are less intelligent than a good 
chicken.” 

Georgia Governor Brian Kemp: “The chicken crossed the road to put his ballot in the drop box. Little 
did he realize that we had removed that drop box three weeks prior. Now, he’ll have to cross the freeway 
and will probably get killed. Nyahaha!” 

Bernie Sanders (no relation to Colonel): “The chicken crossed the road because that was the only 
way he could get to his health clinic. Let me just say this about that. A country that forces its chickens 
to risk their lives just to get health care has no right to call itself civilized.” 



Wisconsin Senator Ron Johnson: “How do we know it was a chicken? It could have been Antifa 
disguised as a chicken. Or maybe even Hillary Clinton. People are saying, you know. We need to 
consider all sides.” 

Matt Gaetz: “Anyone know how old the chicken was? Was it a spring chicken?” 
Marjorie Taylor Greene: “I heard the chicken was vaccinated. Everyone knows Bill Gates wants all 

chickens on the Democrat side of the road.” 
Donald Trump: “Bring that chicken back. Get a whole bunch of chickens and have them race across 

the road wearing MAGA hats. The first one across without dropping the hat is the winner. The ratings 
will be fantastic.” 

Arkansas Governor Asa Hutchinson: “That’s one smart chicken. The road in question is the dividing 
line between Texas and Arkansas. The crossing occurred in February.” 

Senate Minority Leader Mitch McConnell: “Since the chicken is equally divided between a left side 
and a right side, I think it only fair that we share equally our power over the chicken.” 

Vladimir Putin: “Chicken cross road. Come to protest Navalny. Looking forward to chicken kiev 
dinner tonight. Da.” 

Rudy Giuliani: “See - this is proof that the investigation of me is totally political, a complete sham. 
Why didn’t the Feds seize the chicken’s electronic devices?” 

President Joe Biden: “Look at that poor chicken with a broken leg. Come on everyone. There’s 
nothing we can’t do if we just do it together. When I count to three, everyone give our chicken a nice 
push.” 

Donald Trump Jr.: “The chicken crossed the frickin’ road because I was chasing him with a shotgun. 
I’ll show him who’s tough.” 

Kimberly Guilfoyle: “I have no idea why the chicken crossed the road. I was only shouting at my 
normal decibel level.” 

Senator Tim Scott: “It was a black chicken getting kicked out of a white chicken neighborhood, but 
this is not a chicken racist country.” 

Transportation Secretary Pete Buttigieg: “I think it is instructive to consider why the chicken was 
even able to cross the road. After all, that road had been in a state of grave disrepair for many years. 
But with the funds provided by the new Infrastructure Bill, we were able to transform it into a state-of-
the art road - perfect for chicken walking.” 

Ivanka: “I hope you all got some laughs out of that and were taking notes. And the three winners 
are…” (Ed. note: Reader participation time.)  



ODC 2: EPISODE XXII 

Cheneys vs. Trumps 

(House Minority Leader Kevin McCarthy is warmly welcomed at Mar-a-Lago.) 
“Great that you could come on such short notice, Kevin. We have a common problem that needs to 

be dealt with quickly.” 
“I suppose you’re referring to Liz Cheney.” 
“That I am. She keeps opening her mouth, saying awful and untrue things that, sooner or later, 

people might start to believe. Take it from me, that sort of thing can happen.” 
“But I’ve tried everything, Donald. I’ve talked to her privately. I’ve spoken against her publicly. I’ve 

replaced her from her leadership position with that snotty bitch Stefanik. I’ve even assigned her to 
room with Marjorie Taylor Greene at this year’s Republican Conference retreat. Nothing seems to 
work. She has a backbone, and I just can’t relate to that.” 

“There must be something we can do.” 
“Well, one of my assistants had an idea that I dismissed at first. But at this point, maybe we should 

consider it.” 
“I’m all ears.” 
“We set up a father/daughter competition - you and Ivanka vs. Dick and Liz Cheney. Three events - 

the Trumps choose one event and the Cheneys choose one event. If the score is 1-1 at that point, then 
we go to the tie-breaker event to determine the winner.” 

“And who picks that event?” 
“An Independent Special Commission. I’ll work out the details with Pelosi.” 
“So what happens to the winner and the loser?” 
“The losing team has to admit publicly that the winning team was right all along. If the Cheneys lose, 

they make an appearance with Tucker Carlson on Fox News. He gets to say to them “nyah nyah nyah.” 
If the Trumps lose, they make an appearance with Anderson Cooper on CNN. He gets to give you one 
of those condescending little half-smile smirks. So what do you think?” 

“Fine with me except for one little problem. How can I be sure of winning?” 
“You pardoned Roger Stone, right? So he owes you. He’s just about the best when it comes to dirty 

tricks.” 
“Right you are, Kevin. Let’s get this rolling.” 
(One week later. Kevin McCarthy’s rental horse pulls up in front of Dick Cheney’s home in Wilson, 

Wyoming. Liz comes out to greet him and feed the horse. They go inside.) 



“Come on in and have a seat, Kevin. Don’t worry, I don’t bite. You’ve piqued my curiosity about this 
proposal of yours. If I don’t like it, we can let bygones be bygones and go quail hunting just down the 
road. Just you and me.” 

(McCarthy shudders.) 
“That’s very kind of you, Mr. Vice President.” 
“Aw, just call me Dick. Hell, you’ve called my daughter a lot worse than that. What’s on your mind?” 
(McCarthy explains the father/daughter competition proposal.) 
“I like it, dad. No one has ever successfully challenged us.” 
“That’s certainly true, Lizzie, but this time it’s for all the marbles. We’ve got to be sure we have a 

winning strategy. Kevin, have the Trumps chosen their event yet?” 
“They have, but I am not at liberty to disclose that until the still-to-be-formed Special Commission 

approves everything.” 
“Fair enough. Lizzie, what do you say?” 
“Well, we’re certainly way, way, way smarter than the Trumps - even when we’re sleeping. And 

everyone knows that, when it comes to dirty tricks, you’re even better than Roger Stone. Let’s go for 
it.” 

“Sounds good to me. Get with Pelosi, Kevin, and form that Special Commission. Now about that 
quail hunting I promised you...” 

(McCarthy rather hurriedly says his goodbyes and rides off into the sunset.) 
(One week later. House Minority Leader Kevin McCarthy shows up at Speaker Nancy Pelosi’s 

office.) 
“Kevin, what happened to you? You look like you’ve been riding a horse for five days.” 
“It’s a long story, Madam Speaker. Can I sit down?” 
“Of course, but please take those chaps off first.” 
(McCarthy settles in and explains the proposal to Pelosi, including the need for a Special 

Commission to oversee everything.) 
“So, Kevin, I assume you’ll want equal representation between Democrats and Republicans on this 

Commission.” 
“Yes, of course.” 
“And equal subpoena power.” 
“Yeppers, pardner.” 
(Pelosi looks askance at her California colleague from across the aisle.) 
“But I must insist, Kevin, that the scope of this Special Commission be limited to the Trump/Cheney 

competition. No broadening it to include Black Lives Matter protests or anything similar. Agreed?” 
“Agreed, Nancy. I think we have ourselves a deal.” 



(Two weeks later. Pelosi and McCarthy have each selected their four members of the Special 
Commission, plus one alternate. Commission chairman Adam Schiff calls the first meeting to order.) 

“Welcome everyone. Our task is simple - oversee the Trump/Cheney competition and adjudicate 
any disputes. Yes, Representative Boebert. You have a question.” 

“Yes, sir. What does “ajudikate” mean? Is that something about roller derby in Jerusalem?” 
“Close, but not quite, Lauren. It means if there is a disagreement between the two sides, we decide 

which side is right.” 
“Oh, thank you, Mr. Chairman.” 
“Our first order of business is to unseal the envelopes containing the event choices of each side.” 
(Chairman Schiff does so and makes the much-awaited announcement.) 
“The Trumps have chosen the game of Monopoly. There is a note here in 5th grade handwriting that 

says, “I’m the best real estate mind in the world.” 
(Chairman Schiff opens the second envelope and a look of consternation crosses his face.) 
“I’m afraid that I’m going to have to exercise my chairman’s right to replace one Republican member 

of this Commission with the designated alternate. Representative Kinzinger, please come forward and 
take the place of Representative Boebert.” 

“No. Not fair. Why?” (whines Lauren Boebert) 
Schiff: “Because, Representative Boebert, the Cheneys have selected the game of Scrabble for their 

event. We need all Commission members to have competence in the subject matter. My decision is 
final. 

“Now we take up consideration of the final event of the competition - the tie-breaker event in case 
we are at 1-1. We need to select three events, in order of preference, because each team is entitled to 
one veto. The floor is open.” 

Rep. Stacey Plaskett (D-U.S. Virgin Islands): “I submit the limbo dance as our tie-breaking event. 
Imagine how much fun it would be to see those two old white men gettin’ down.” 

Rep. Ted Lieu (D-California): “I submit the ancient Chinese game of Go. “ 
Rep. Jamie Raskin (D-Maryland): “I submit the game of Clue. Let them solve the crime for once 

instead of perpetrating it.” 
Rep. Adam Kinzinger (R-Illinois): “I love the limbo suggestion. Right on, Stacey.” 
Rep. Paul Gosar (R-Arizona): “I don’t submit to nobody. I don’t remember the name of the game I 

often played when growing up, but it was the one where we dressed up in white robes and a weird white 
hat. Let’s do that one.” 

Chairman Schiff: “The Commission stenographer will record that Rep. Gosar passes. Next.” 
Rep. John Katko (R-New York) - “I concur with Rep. Raskin. Clue seems like a good choice.” 



Rep. Gaetz: “I’ve got lots of experience submitting, so I’ll submit that we have a contest of who can 
dress a Barbie doll the best.” 

(Discussion ensues. Then Chairman Schiff speaks.) 
“I think we have consensus on the first and second choices. First is limbo; second is Clue. Because 

there is no clear choice for third, I will exercise the Chairman’s prerogative and select backgammon as 
our third choice. After all, it is the favorite game of our Chronicler-in-Chief. All in favor of these 
choices, say “Aye.” 

“Very well then, the “ayes” have it. Now we move on to our last agenda item - logistics. Rep. 
Kinzinger, I believe you have circulated a memorandum on this topic.” 

“Yes, Mr. Chairman, I have. I propose that the competition begin on Friday with the Monopoly 
event. On Saturday, we do Scrabble. Sunday will be available for the third event, if required. The 
Monopoly match will be supervised by special referee Donald Bren, chairman of the Irvine Company 
and considered to be the richest real estate baron in the United States. The Scrabble event will be 
refereed by Zaila Avant-garde (Ed. note: This is her real name.), the 14-year-old first African American 
to win the Scripps National Spelling Bee. As to venue, I suggest the Hotel Winneshiek in Decorah, 
Iowa. It’s pretty, the food’s good, and we won’t have any interruptions because it’s impossible to get 
to.” 

“Thank you so much, Rep. Kinzinger. Hearing no objections, I declare Rep. Kinzinger’s proposal 
accepted. Thank you all for your time. See you in Decorah. Meeting adjourned.” 

(Several weeks later. A beautiful summer day in Decorah. The Hotel Winneshiek, opened in 1905, 
has dressed up in its finest to welcome the dignitaries now arriving by limousine. On Friday, at 2:00 
pm in the Grand Ballroom, the Monopoly match commences.) 

“Daddy, I know you’re the greatest real estate genius the world has ever seen” (a glare from referee 
Bren), “but don’t you think we should buy that railroad? If we get all four, that would be a real 
advantage.” 

“Now don’t worry that pretty head of yours, Ivanka, railroads are a thing of the past. Space travel is 
the thing these days. Didn’t you see Richard Branson? We just have to get Cheney to roll a ten and land 
on Boardwalk with my hotel there. Then we win.” 

(The Cheneys roll an eight. But wait, one die changes and makes the roll a ten. The Trumps win the 
Monopoly challenge.) 

(Back in the Cheneys’ hotel suite.) 
“Dad, was that last roll what I think it was?” 
“It was.” 
“But why did you let Roger Stone get away with it? You’re better than he is. We both know that.” 



“Yes, we do. Let’s understand what Roger did. He hired an employee of the Italian defense, security, 
and aerospace company Leonardo SpA - a guy named Arturo D’Elia - to use Leonardo’s computer and 
military satellites located in Pescara, Italy to change that dice roll from an eight to a ten.” (Ed. note: 
This conspiracy theory, as applied to voting machines, became known as ItalyGate.) 

“I know what he did, but why did you let him do it?” 
“Don’t worry. It’s all part of the plan. Revenge is sweetest when your opponent has a full stomach. 

Tomorrow, we’ll win Scrabble easily. There are no dice involved. On Sunday, we’ll veto limbo and old 
Trumpo will veto Clue. He can’t stand to be on the right side of the law. So we’ll play backgammon as 
the tie-breaker. You and I both have taken lessons from Magriel, so we win easily.” 

“But backgammon involves dice. They’re really important, especially those double sixes at the end 
when bearing off. What if Roger Stone tries to pull off that same dirty trick?” 

“Oh, he will.” (Dick Cheney just gives one of his side-of-the-mouth wry smiles.) “Let’s go to dinner.” 
(On Saturday, at 2:00 pm in the Grand Ballroom, the Scrabble match commences.) 
“Daddy, you can’t spell “what” with a “v,” nor can you replace every “th” with a “z.” We’ll get 

clobbered.” 
“Why can’t I do that? Your stepmother does it all the time and she beats me every game.” 
(The result of the Scrabble match - the Trumps got clobbered. The event is tied 1-1.) 
(On Sunday, at 2:00 pm in the Grand Ballroom, Chairman Schiff opens the momentous final day of 

the competition.) 
“Ladies and gentlemen. I am Adam Schiff, Chairman of the Special Commission. It is my honor to 

introduce our participants for this final event of the competition.” 
(The Trumps and Cheneys enter the room.) 
“Inasmuch as the competition is deadlocked at 1-1, this final match will determine the winner. The 

Commission has selected three events, in order of priority, from which one will be selected. Each team 
has the right to veto one event. The Commission has selected the limbo dance as the final event. Any 
objections?” 

Dick Cheney: “We object, Mr. Chairman. We fear that our opponents might seize that stick and use 
it to attack the special police forces guarding this site.” 

Schiff: “Very well. In that case, the Commission has selected the game of “Clue” as the final event. 
Any objections?” 

Donald Trump: “We object. We would be at an extreme disadvantage being on the right side of the 
law.” 

Schiff: “As you wish. Neither side has any vetoes left, so the Commission declares that you are to 
play a 15-point backgammon match. Good luck to you.” 



(The match proceeds as expected. The Trumps make error after error while the Cheneys progress 
flawlessly. Donald Trump requests his allowed 5-minute pee break.) 

(He takes out his phone.) 
“Roger, Roger, what’s going on? We’re getting slaughtered. Where are those double sixes you 

promised us? Where is Arturo?” 
“I’ll make a call to Italy. Don’t worry. Just go back to the table. I’ve got this.” 
(Roger Stone calls Arturo’s home. It’s 9:00 pm in Verona.) 
“Ciao. Maria D’Elia on-a da phone-a.” 
“Maria. This is Roger. Where’s Arturo? It’s urgent.” 
“I’m-a sorry-a Mister-a Stone-a, but-a Arturo is-a sound-a asleep-a.” 
“What? How can that be? This is the most important assignment of his life. And Maria, could you 

please turn off that phony Italian accent? I know you began life as Maria Pomerantz from 
Poughkeepsie.” 

“OK, Roger. But just for you. About two hours ago, a delivery man pulled up with a large box filled 
with chocolate cannolis. You know how my Arturo just can’t resist chocolate cannolis, so he ate all of 
them. And fell fast asleep. He’s out of it until tomorrow morning at the earliest.” 

“Did the delivery man say who sent him?” 
“No, but there was a card in the box. No name, just a picture of an old white guy with a side-of-the-

mouth wry smile and text saying, “I told you I was the best.” 
“Oh shit.” 
(Two hours later in the Grand Ballroom of the Winneshiek Hotel in Decorah, Iowa, Adam Schiff 

rises and declares:) 
“15-2. Backgammon match and entire competition winners are Dick and Elizabeth Cheney. 

Congratulations.” 
(A few days later.) 
Erin Burnett of CNN: “Thank you for joining me tonight on Out Front. AC360 is next with 

Anderson.” 
Anderson Cooper: “Good evening. Journalism, especially television journalism, can be a difficult 

and, at times, frustrating profession. But every once in a while, that special moment comes along that 
makes everything worthwhile. Tonight is one of those moments. Ladies and gentlemen, it is my 
pleasure to introduce my guests this evening...” 
  



Like what you've read? Want to get the rest? 

Maybe give some cool Holiday gifts and share the 
laughs? It’s all available right here. 
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