
Feeding the Squirrels 
 

Bold and rapacious, the State Capitol squirrels work the pathway to the door I enter each 

morning.  Tame as their college-campus cousins, these are tree rats with an attitude.  On 

the dole 24-7, their entitlement posturing is well stoked by the State Police officers who 

hand-feed them on Capitol Gift Shop nuts. 

 

These rodents have come to view me with contempt as I generally approach empty-

handed.  A lobbyist to the end, I placate them by imitating their sounds.  I speak to them 

in Squirrel, to which they respond by cocking their heads, curious, frozen, and silent. 

Whatever I’ve told them has worked.  They let me pass. 

 

As I enter the building, dozens of fellow lobbyists, legislators, reporters, and aides will 

scurry through the halls, issuing forth with their own expectations.  Speaking their 

language helps me to meet or elude their demands -- pacify, feed, or ignore, as the 

situation requires.   

 

Political animals share other commonalities with their furry friends on the Capitol Mall, 

as well. With wit and industry, they labor to secure their interests.  Occasionally, their 

antics are comical – even in this atmosphere of dire determinations.  One playful 

legislator, for instance, admonished his colleagues on the subject of lousy legislation: 

“You can’t make chicken salad out of chicken poop.”  Another time, during a debate on 

mandated phonics instruction, this same orator wondered why phonics wasn’t spelled 

with an ‘F’. 

 

Grim subjects of life or death, of hunger, housing or health are not generally hospitable 

homes for mirth, but in the gallows, humor offers welcome relief.  Sometimes, the 

hilarity comes from the ridiculous.  Witness the senator with big hats and bigger hair; the 

former newsman who delivers every speech in disk-jockey intonation; or the lobbyist 

who passionately testifies to the wrong bill.  At other times, humor is carefully plotted to 

disarm.  One lobbyist, known for his unerring professionalism, surprised politicians on a 

committee considering a bill to give college students amnesty from failing grades.  With 

tongue affixed firmly to cheek, this industrialist earnestly implored the legislature to pass 

the bill, painting a detailed picture of his own lackluster academic career drenched as it 

was in fraternity beer.  While a bit too Animal House for some, it broke through the 

tedium.  The bill died, and the room died laughing. 

 

With so much serious business dragged to the podium, how wise is it to indulge in 

legislative levity?  Is there a decorum in the house?  Too much of it, some say.  Stiffly 

ceremonial to the point of excruciation, political processes tend to resemble court 

proceedings in their aridity.   It is, in fact, lightness that is rare, hidden as the squirrels’ 

booty, waiting to fend off hunger in a bleak winter of fiscal crises, power politics, and 

perennial partisan battles.  Like the presence of an occasional child, sitting front and 

center in a hearing room, moments of merriment bring all players back to earth, 

reminding us that there is a “real world” out there, beyond the marbled walls and terrazzo 



floors, a world that is itself a casserole of high stakes and low brow, of giddiness and 

guile. 

 

When I leave this political zoo each evening, the squirrels are no longer at play.  The 

walkway to my car, with its deep quiet, is a lonelier place at night.  Even voluble 

squirrels, it seems, surrender to the darkness.  Behind my footfalls, the luminous capitol 

dome blazes atop an empty building, where the crusades will resume tomorrow. 
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