
Health Care for Clunkers

 In the Land of Lost Board members, national issues sometimes sneak into local 
discussions.  So the gang was settled at an outdoor cafe, sipping coffee and discussing proposed, 
pending and played out public policy decisions. It was a heated discussion. Bella Pelorizado, 
consultant to nonprofits, had lost control of her curly hair.  They were on opposite sides in the 
health care debate.  The curls wanted single payer.  They wanted to be able to salon shop.
 “Bella, does your hair know that salon treatment is not included in health insurance?”  I 
asked.
 Her curls went wild accusing me of all sorts of things, you know, like wanting to shave 
grandma’s head.  “You shouldn’t talk like that in front of them,” warned Bella,  “One person’s 
disease is another’s cure.”
 “What does that mean?”
 “My curls think salon treatment is necessary for their good health,” sniffed Bella.
 “But it’s hair!”  Amos Alonzo Upright, famous coach and community volunteer, stated the 
obvious.
 The curls scampered across the table and spelled horrid words at Coach Upright.
 “I think we have to calm down the animosity in this debate,” intoned Joshua Biggly Huge, 
our community anti-government philanthropist.  “We should all be able to listen to one another’s 
views.”  Then he turned to Bella, “How could you think single payer would work?”
 “It’s not me, it’s my hair.”  Then Bella beckoned us all closer and whispered, “Don’t say 
anything about dye panels?
 “You mean death panels?” asked Cash Now, CPA to nonprofits.
 Bella’s hair spelled out, “We will pick our own time to dye.”  
 “But don’t they understand what these health proposals mean for the future of the country’s 
deficit?” asked Joshua.  “Our children will pay for our excesses.  Clunkers, aliens, insurance as 
the evil menace in a public option plan to buy your old car.  Where will it end?”
 Did I miss something, I wondered.  I wasn’t following this debate. So I foolishly asked, 
“Are we confusing policy issues?”
 “Non-citizens need cars, as much as we do.” Al Truistini, a community benefactor, 
pounded the table.
 “Aliens get no cars,” argued a bystander, “And no health insurance either.  Who even 
knows what blood type ET is?”
 “I think you misunderstand the term alien,” I suggested to the stranger.
 “No I don’t.  When they beamed me up, they helped me understand it all.”  He looked at all 
of us around the table,  “And they want single payer, too.”
 What’s their position on death panels?” Cash asked.
 “They were pained to see all those cars snuffed in their prime.  It was like looking in a 
mirror and seeing their own civilization on the engine block.”  The man disappeared with a 
sniffle.
 “We don’t need to listen to a fool like that,” said Joshua, waving his hand to dismiss the 
piddling stranger.  “We can solve all these problems right here, with common sense and open 
minds.  How about portability?” He threw the question out with gusto.



 “I think you should be able to carry all the insurance you can lift  anywhere you can afford 
to go,” replied Cash.
 “Preexisting conditions?” asked Coach Upright.
 “That’s a little tougher, isn’t everything pre-exisiting?  You know living, eating, growing 
old?” asked Al.
 “I guess what it means, if you’re not getting old, overeating, smoking, drinking or diseased, 
you can ask to be considered for extended, free enterprise, health care coverage,”  offered Bella.  
“With as many payers as you want and as big a discount for your clunker as you can manager.”
 “I think you’re letting the opposition brainwash the citizens and confuse the issues.” Joshua 
was tastefully disdainful.
 “What would you like to say?” I asked.
 “We haven’t listened to all sides,” Joshua said.  “We need to think about this more.  We 
need to watch our cost containment and save Wall Street first.”
 “SIGH.”
 They all looked at me.  “I thought I could get away from the debate here.”  I threw my arm 
out to encompass all of the gray of the Land of the Lost, “to the place where nothing is ever 
resolved and nothing is ever completed and no answers are ever expected.”
 “Sounds to me like you shouldn’t want to get away from public policy debate,” groused 
Bella, working at curl containment, “It’s a responsibility.”
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