The Economic Situation - (click once for title screen)


Sitting around the dining room table at the governor's mansion, a group of concerned cattle debated which of them should represent the herds at the economic summit in January.  The Belmont Reds were vying for the last of the three positions.  They claimed they were due some proper recognition after years of being ignored by the general assembly.  Naturally, a few Hungarian Greys laughed at this, knocking their longhorns together which only contributed to their ever-declining popularity.  The Celtic Shorthorns, whose accents were so thick that none of the others could discern what their ferocious argument was about, were actually complaining about the lack of cell phone service inside the mansion.  


Finally, the gigantic Ongole stood and majestically approached the podium.  His background was deeply scarred with rumors.  Had it not been for his immeasurable knowledge of the economic situation and brilliant understanding of the fiscal platform he would have been barred from interacting with others based on reputation alone.  He gestured for his chief advisor and mate, the beautiful Indo-Brazilian whose pendulous ears twitched with admiration for him.  Together they led the controversial underground resistance against the archaic husbandry policies of Argentina.  They arrived late last night after reluctantly accepting the governor's invitation to represent the cattle at the summit.  Nodding smugly toward the governor from the podium, the Ongole cleared his throat, ready to announce his choice for the third representative.   (Ahem)

"Many of you may be opposed to my presence here," the Ongole began, his dewlaps shaking as he spoke.  "But for once your pedestrian concerns are tantamount to my own."


Murmurs of indignation rang out around the table.  The governor shook his head with disapproval.


"Why you arrogant..." shouted an English Red Poll

"How dare you come in here and insult us," yelled the young Simmentals.


"Silence!" commanded the Ongole.  "The economic situation is bad enough without your ignorant pugnacity clouding our predicament."  He paused and then looked at the Indo-Brazilian who nodded confidently.  "I've decided to choose Chillingham for the third position at the summit."

The cattle jumped out of their seats with disbelief.  

"But the Chillingham is a wild cattle," said the governor.  The other cattle agreed; the Chillingham was a preposterous choice, he wasn’t even invited.  After all, what business did wild cattle have with the economic situation?

    Just then, the door to the dining room flew open and the Chillingham marched in.  He was gray with dirt and probably disease.  As he looked around the room the other cattle shied away with derision.  He breathed roughly but didn't speak; both his horns were broken and one of his eyes was missing.  He was vile.

    "Welcome brother," said the Ongole.  "Let's get started."  And with that, the Ongole, the Indo-Brazilian and the Wild Chillingham adjourned to the next room.  The End.
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