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The Mad World Of Joe Stack. | Spatula In The Wilderness

Yesterday I was irrationally mad at the City of Saint Joseph. In the course of the municipal sidewalk
clearing program, the man in his little bobcat managed to leave two four-foot tall piles of snow in my
driveway and ripped clods of sod out of my lawn. After calming down somewhat, I took another look
at the situation and realized I was partly to blame. The sod was chunked up because I hadn’t used
reflective markers to delineate the sidewalk boundaries. The snow was chunked up into the
driveway (mostly) because I’m lazy as sin and could have cleared the sidewalk myself. At no point in
my disgust with everyone in charge of my sleepy little hamlet did I ever think “I should take x object
and crash it into y location.”  This is where the thinking man jumps off. Yes, bureaucrats have done
things I don’t agree with. No, I have no desire for insane, kamikaze retribution. In my case, I just
shoveled the snow and sod back onto the freshly plowed sidewalk. In Joseph Stack’s case,
retribution meant death and destruction.

Joe Stack (1956-2010) crashed a small passenger plane into the Federal Building in Austin, Texas
this afternoon. This was done after setting fire to his home, which fortunately his family escaped
from. In a rambling online note, Mr. Stack described his desire for revenge on the Internal Revenue

Service which he claims took ten years of his savings away and set his
retirement fund back to zero. I can not begin to fathom the short circuits
taking place within the depths of Stack’s mind. Life goes south, man
needs a scapegoat. This is how all acts of vengeance start. The culprit
may be ourselves, but it’s easier to put the government’s face on our own
problems.

A friend asked me the question this afternoon that tends to come up each
time an unimaginable, certainly inexplicable act of domestic terrorism

takes place: “How do you bring children into a world like this?” I honestly don’t have an answer, even
though I’m raising a 9/11 baby. When we were trying to start a family in the fall of 2001 the world
seemed absolutely shattered and there didn’t seem to be a feasible reason to bring more children
to the chaos. Despite those misgivings, our daughter was born 376 days after the attacks. You do
the best that you can to raise responsible citizens of the world, prepared to deal with the trials of life,
love and the I.R.S.

My nephew Austyn was born at 5:51 yesterday morning. He, mom and dad are doing great. I got to
hang out with him for a minute tonight and was reminded of when I held Anna for the first time in the
fall of 2002. Looking at them, you realize why we keep on raising families in such a mad world. They
represent more intelligence, hope and opportunity than our generation could ever achieve. Not to
dismiss the old Genesis song, but Phil Collins was wrong. Their generation will put it right. Onward
and upward.
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