






GOOD MORNING

“Every hundred years a little bird comes and sharpens its beak on us, and when the mountains that 
divide us are worn away, then the first moment of the revolution will have begun.”
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BIRDIE & BERNIE: A CONVERSATION (CHAPTER SIX - AN ANNIVERSARY)
	 The early morning begins with a tap at the window.  Tap 
twice, tap four times, and he appears.  Bernie slides open the 
window, and while a chill gets in, the house is warm.
	 Birdie:  Is it possible that one of these days I’ll catch you 
still asleep?
	 Bernie:  Not likely.
	 Winter has finally set down in the Vermont hills.  Food 
becomes more difficult to find, shelter a bit more damp, the impetus 
to get up and go out into the world a bit more resigned.  The struggle 
is similar, be it human or bird.
	 Birdie:  Saw the debate the other night.  CNN is still giving 
you all sorts of face time...
	 Bernie smiles a moment, then frowns.  He raises his 
eyebrows, glances side-eye.  Makes a surprised expression, lifts the 
left hand with the pointer finger outstretched...and then laughs.
	 Bernie:  When you reach my age, the skin doesn’t hold a 
poker face so easily.
	 On the kitchen table sit those familiar yellow pages Bernie 
was always carrying up to the podium, but rarely, if ever, seemed to 
reference.  Newspapers are open to articles about immigration agents 
following school buses.  Raids in multiple cities.
	 Birdie:  You’re the face that’s launching one thousand faces 
and factions versus fascism.  One million.  Thirteen million.  More.
	 Bernie:  Senator Cruz was very kind to agree to the 
conversation.  One of many we all need to have.  Even if we disagree 
on the method.  We need to at least agree on the reasoning.  At least 
the path must be cleared.
	 A roll of stamps sits partially used.  A bag from Phoenix 
Books sits empty.  A box of chocolates sits closed, albeit with ribbon 
undone.  
	 Birdie:  There’s no wonder why millions think of you as 
their adopted Grandpa.  Still looking out for us.
	 Bernie:  I hope they’re weren’t all expecting cards for 
Valentine’s Day.  I’m a little bit late.
	 Birdie:  You’ve got that email list though.  You could send 

everybody a digital Valentine.  Better than the DNC using the list 
to ask for money.
	 Bernie, through the dawn’s early light, gives a small smile...
Footsteps announce family from down the hall...
	 Jane:  The people know you love them because you’re on 
C-Span in the morning voting against Devos, on CNN at night 
calling for health care, not just health insurance for all, and then 
early the next morning defending Elizabeth Warren and reading the 
words of Coretta Scott King.  They don’t need a holiday to feel it.
	 Birdie:  Though we’d certainly not mind celebrating a 
Presidents’ Day with you...
	 They pause, look out at the strains of orange coming up over 
the hills.  Another sunrise, another day with so much to do.  So 
much hatred to think about, it sometimes stifles the love.
	 Bernie:  Birdie brought a friend to visit.	 Jane:  Birdie?
	 Birdie:  Thought maybe this Winter was going to pass 
without much snow.  Difficult to fly with ICE on one’s tail.
	 Birdie flies over to Bernie’s shoulder and takes a familiar 
perch.  Pecks him playfully.  
	 Birdie:  That’s who put me up to flying down to your 
podium.
	 Bernie:  The things we do for love, yes?
	 Jane reaches out and slides open the window.  The not-yet-
Spring day is already beginning to warm.
	 Jane:  You’re more than welcome to come in.  There’s 
enough breakfast here for all.
	 Birdie’s friend and traveling companion flies over and lands 
on the windowsill, looks up at Birdie and quickly hops onto Jane’s 
shoulder.  Jane gently closes the window, 
	 Birdie’s Friend:  She was wrong about why girls come to 
your rallies.  It isn’t for the boys.  Just as the boys don’t come for the 
girls.  We all go to see the rock star.  The benefit of going first is 
simply that we then get to introduce the ones we love...
	 And that’s why we fight on.  Because love deserves a chance.  
#ForeverBernie

You want a law for a 
living wage?

Just eat less, have 
a smaller house, a 
smaller car, fewer kids, 
less clothing and fewer 
entertainments.

Then you will have 
more time to work for 
that living wage.

The Pudd’n Heads
(The People Are Calling,

Senator Fred, And...
We Have Your Number)

You want affordable 
education?

Maybe you shouldn’t 
be working three jobs, 
and can stay home 
and homeschool your 
children?

The Pudd’n Heads
(The People Are Calling,

Senator Fred, And...
We Have Your Number)
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Some Have An Angel On One Shoulder & A Devil On the Other.
Some, Just Need A Little Birdie To Guide The Way...
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BIRDIE & BERNIE: A CONVERSATION (CHAPTER SEVEN - PERFECT UNION) 
	 As they travel toward an International Workers Day rally 
at which Bernie is to speak, two friends in solidarity observe one of 
their favorite days of the calendar.
	 Birdie:  I’m always catching up with you when the tour 
ends.  I still say t-shirts with tour dates on the back - epic imagery 
on the front.
	 Bernie:  Careful Birdie, you might wind up on a shirt.
	 Off in the distance the buzz is clear.  For the first time, in 
years, large scale May Day rallies are happening all over the United 
States.
	 Birdie:  The people are becoming a part of the International 
Workers community.  Unions are growing.  Congratulations.
	 Bernie:  We have a long way to go for unification, but we’ll 
get there.
	 Birdie:  Speaking of, are we all unified?  How went the 
Unity Tour?
	 Birdie cannot help but tweet a bit of a chirp.  For this is the 
variation on the theme of the moment - united, unions, unification, 
unified...unity.  As one.  But we must also remember that “unity” 
can mean “absence of diversity” if we’re not careful.
	 Bernie:  The Democrats want unity as Democrats.  I believe 
that we need unity of all people.  Universality.  I believe the people, 
for the most part, want it as well.
	 Having reached the backstage, Birdie views the crowd.  
Banners, cheers, purpose.  The venues may not be as large as during 
the primaries, but the fervor remains.
	 Birdie:  They’re here for you.  They’re still here with you.
	 Bernie:  They’re here because they believe, Birdie.  In 
a better day.  Because they have an eight hour work day...but a 
fourteen day work week just to eat and have a roof.  The people 
should not be working against each other.  The people should be 
working to stand against the millionaires and billionaires.
	 Sometimes the events that don’t happen are the greatest 
inspirations to making things happen.
	 Birdie:  But they want you to lead, not because they want 

to follow.  Because they want to honor you.  I’ll help.  I’ll form the 
Birdie wing of the party.  Why not?
	 The friends chuckle, a light moment, before the power of 
the speaker, sets in. 
	 Bernie:  There is a reason I have been independent all these 
years.  Run as a Republican, the Democrats don’t vote for you.  
Run as a Democrat, the Republicans don’t vote for you.  Every 
label...is just another opportunity to divide us.
  	 The maker of the coat, the brand of food, the membership 
in a party - each of these, while they help us identify other like-
minded travelers, they can create divisiveness.  To cross party lines, 
we must shirk off economic, spiritual, and even political differences, 
as well.
	 Birdie:  You had an uncounted number of Republicans who 
would have voted for you in the general election.  Everybody who 
canvassed for you, knew it.  You were able to get people to forget 
party lines...
	 And with that, Birdie has possibly answered, the very 
question.  
	 Bernie:  “Not me, Us” doesn’t just mean those we agree 
with.
	 There’s a murmur and a silence as the previous speaker has 
finished.
	 Bernie:  Will you join me on stage?
	 Birdie:  Today, yes, I’d love to return to the podium.
	 Bernie pauses.  Thinks back to Portland.  Shakes his head.
	 Bernie:  Not the podium Birdie.  Shoulder to shoulder in 
solidarity?
	 Without a word, Birdie hops to Bernie’s hand.  As always, 
there is seed waiting.  And leaps to Bernie’s shoulder as the crowd 
cheers, and the fists fly - not against one another, but arising in 
solidarity. 
	 And so it begins...
	 Bernie:  Brothers and Sisters, today...
	 And so it continues... #ForeverBernie #ChangeTheWorld

You want better jobs?

Tell the folks who are 
working three jobs to 
give up a couple of 
them so that there are 
enough for everybody?

The Pudd’n Heads
(The People Are Calling,

Senator Fred, And...
We Have Your Number)

You want an end to the 
endless wars?

How else will money 
be pumped into the 
economy to raise the 
minimum wage to a 
living wage and have 
it be already obsolete 
by the time it is 
implemented?

The Pudd’n Heads
(The People Are Calling,

Senator Fred, And...
We Have Your Number)
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Looking On to Some of Our Founder’s Legacy

Arts & Treasure

What does a
multi-billionaire
call a hundred 
millionaire?

Amateur.

What does a
hundred millionaire
call a billionaire?

Daddy.

Art’s Stand-Up (And Fight Back) Routine

What will happen, 
after all the 
groundlings run 
out of money, 
and the multi-
billionaires 
start taxing 
the hundred 
millionaires?
Will they rebel?

	 There’s a quote from Mark Twain, “Heaven for Climate, 
Hell for Company” - meaning the great and interesting philosophers, 
radicals, revolutionaries, thinkers...would, in the religious sense, be 
cast into the fire.
	 This piece above, is the “Hell for Company” portion of the 
quote, as envisioned by Art Young.
	 Can you name all of the players, therein (answers at the end 
of this writing)?  It is a fascinating collection, for certain - from all 
spectrums and belief systems of the world.
	 Notice (and here’s a hint as well) that the women of the 
group are allowed to be covered - one might converse in this modern 
age that this is an afront, whereas when illustrated it would have 
been a kindness of modesty. Napoleon, Goethe, Darwin, Emerson, Ingersoll, Barnum, Burns, 
Franklin, Brigham Young, Tom Paine, Voltaire, George Sand, 
Madame Du Pompadour, Du Barry, and more...

The Wisdom of the Poor Fish

	 A revised version of this piece, would later appear in Art 
Young’s Inferno, completing his tryptich of Hell.  Said Art, “ “On 
one such day (ed. note - September 1931) an idea took hold of me 
which lifted my spirits away up...Before I go to the poorhouse, I 
told myself, I’ll write and illustrate one more book...the curious 
interest I had had then in the infernal regions once more absorbed 
my thinking. I had seen so much hell on earth that I was eager now 
to find out what the ancient theological region was like after the 
passage of four decades.” (From Art Young - His Life and Times)
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Two Hearts That Beat As War

RESIST! INSIST!
PERSIST!

EAT...

Everybody Wants a Piece of the
Progressive Activist Market
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The Wolves at the Door
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IN PRINT: DIGITAL:

Something on which
to pin our hopes..

Something to show
we’re sticking to our beliefs...

www.arty-
oungsgood-

morning.org/
Store.html
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