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Our Man Hoppe

Dick and Pat and
The Miami Redskin

00D MORNING, housewives and oth-

er shut-ins. It’s time for another
(hapter of “Will to Win,” the heartwarm-
ing story of a poor grocer’s son named
chk and his unending struggle to over-
come wealth, power, landslides, five
o’clock shadow and 16 million recalcitrant
Asian peasants.

As we join Dick, it’s Sunday and he’s
seated on the edge of his chair, watching
the Super Bowl on television. That’s his
charming wife, Pat, sitting next to him,
knitting.

Pat: As I told reporters the other day,
dear, I just love watching football games
with you. Then, when you have to go an-
swer the telephone I can watch the game
for you and tell you what happened.

Dick: Let me say this about that: after
your help last week, I told them today to
put through only the most urgent calls.

(Muttering to himself) Third and eight

for the Redskins. They ought to go for the
bomb. That is my conclusion.

Pat: (worriedly): Now, dear,’ you
promised you wouldn’t bomh those foot-
ball players — not after they lifted the
local tee-vee blackout on this game.

Dick: Hmmm? No, no, “go for the
bomh’ means to throw rightly or wrong-
ly, a long pass. Let me say to you at this
time, mth all sincerity, please be quiet.
Now, let’s see, with the Dolphins in a
shifting zone . . .

(The telephone rings)

Dick (leaping to his feet): Aha! A most
urgent call! It can only be Coach George
Allen asking me my opinion, in my opin-
ion, on the course he should properly take
on third and eight. Hello, George? Oh. It’s
you, Henry. This better be most urgent.
The Redskins are in trouble. No, I haven’t
gotten us in another war. They’re afoot-
ball team. No, the season isn’t over yet.
What’s the problem? Well, in my judg-
ment, you should keep the pressure on by
mixing power plays over their weak side
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haven’t got time to explain what that
means. (He hangs up) I'm going to have

to get some real
What happened?

Americans on my team.

"Pat (enthuswstlcally) Well somebody
threw the ball up in the air and somebody

caught it. Then

somehody kicked it and

then somebody ran the whole length of

the field with it.

Dick: Holy Moley! What color shirt

was he wearing?

Pat: One of those cute black and white
striped ones. I think somebody made a

touchdown. Was
Dick: Jumpin

it the Miami Redskins?
g Jehoseaphat! It must
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