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It’s raining, and there’s no indication that it will stop soon. Perfect 
writing weather. But nothing comes to mind. 

It’s odd:  A few days ago, everything was big and loud and urgent 
and relentless. Today, it’s just like any other day used to be, when each 
individual life was for living, rather than an exercise in service to forces 
beyond its control. 

I woke up this morning just as annoyed by my alarm as I have always 
been. I showered. Dressed. Had coffee and something to eat. And began 
to think about the things I’d like to accomplish, most of which I probably 
won’t. As long as I have freedom, I have options; at this moment, the only 
thing that imminently threatens my freedoms is my fear. And fear is a 
choice I don’t need to make.

Politics are like sports. We invest far more emotionally in both than 
we rationally should. The spiritual whipsaw that each cruelly adminis-
ters is predictable, unless you’re a Bama fan or a Democrat in New York 
City, one of the rare animals that are nearly always guaranteed a win. For 
me, elections are like rooting for the Penn State Nittany Lions (which I 
do). While gameday remains in the distant future, you’re hopeful – you 
have talent and resources and your opponents have identifiable flaws. As 
game time approaches, you begin to lower your expectations regarding 
your team’s success. By kickoff, or election night, you’ve effectively  ex-
tinguished hope.

Then things get tricky. You’re fully prepared for misery. But – like 
when you buy your Powerball tickets – you allow the possibility of a 
miracle and its attendant euphoria to slowly overtake your capacity for 
reason. In opposition to your better judgment, optimism wedges its way 
into your psyche, just in time for kickoff and your first sip of root beer. 
Alas, the defense gives up a touchdown on the opening drive….to a 
24-point underdog…in three plays consuming no more than two min-
utes and covering 75 yards. But, you’re a masochist, so you remain glued 
to your TV set. Before you know it, your team is down by 21.

Stunningly, your offense coverts on a third-and-long. And another. 

And rolls to a 32-yard gain on the subsequent first down. It’s late in the 
first half before you finally get on the board. You can make up a two-score 
deficit, you posit, as halftime invites you to grab more snacks. 

Sure enough, you take the second-half kickoff and complete four pass-
es in a row. You’re in the red zone. You sit up straighter in your chair. The 
snap. Your quarterback is under pressure, he rolls left, throws back across 
his body, and right into the strong safety’s hands. 

Down, but not out. “There’s still time,” you tell yourself, just before 
the opposition drives 80 yards again for another score. 

On the next possession, the interception comes before you get to mid-
field. Still, you don’t change the channel. You only get one game a week, 
only 11 weeks each year. Paradoxically, watching your guys lose is better 
than not watching at all. The result is inevitable now, which frees the 
mind to blame and demonize and plot drastic change.  

Presidential elections are as rare as Olympics, and both are spectacles 
requiring massive expenditures that generally far exceed the residual ben-
efits to their hosts. 

Politics and sports are a lot alike, indeed. They are, for the most part, 
distractions; reprieves from the mundane yoke of personal responsibility 
and the challenge of mining meaning and joy from nothing more than 
the unspectacular everyday. 

Penn State’s 0 and 3. Will I watch Saturday? I want to say, “no,” but 
I probably will.   
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