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It’s	sad	—	disheartening	really	—	to	see	what	has	become	of	
today’s Republican Party.

Once	the	champion	of	civil	rights	and	of	traditional	conser-
vative	government,	the	party	has	veered	into	the	muck.

While there are still some moderate, sane Republicans 

around,	the	party	has	become	the	home	of	conspiracy-mongers,	
self-aggrandizers,	and	flakes:

George	Santos
Lauren	Boebert
Marjorie Taylor Greene

Kari	Lake
Matt	Gaetz
J.D.	Vance
Ron Johnson

Andrew Clyde

The	list	goes	on	and	on,	but	the	nominal	
leader	of	these	crazies	is	former	president	
Donald	Trump,	the	liar-in-chief	who	
attempted	to	overturn	the	2020	election	
by	pressuring	Georgia	officials	to	“find	
votes”	for	him	and	later,	encouraging	an	

attack on the U.S. Capitol by his supporters.

It	is	likely,	barring	some	unforeseen	event,	that	Trump	will	
again	be	the	GOP	nominee	for	president	in	2024.
And	with	that,	the	nation	finds	itself	marching	toward	a	

dictatorial	regime	and	the	downfall	of	the	republic.
•••

None of this is new. History is full of examples where na-

tions embrace leaders who destroy the world around them.

And	there	are	a	lot	of	warning	signals	to	this.	A	number	of	
“normal”	Republicans	are	sounding	the	alarm	in	speeches	and	
books	about	the	danger	Trump	poises.	Many	of	his	former	as-
sociates	have	warned	of	how	dangerous	he	would	be	if	returned	
to	office.

And yet, the GOP establishment continues to embrace him, 

even at the local level. The local Banks County GOP, for exam-

ple,	recently	hosted	a	fund-raiser	to	help	pay	the	legal	expenses	
for Trump associates who have been indicted in Fulton County 

for	various	schemes	to	steal	the	Georgia	vote.
The	guardrails	have	come	off.	The	GOP	has	become	morally	

and ethically bankrupt with its embrace of the amoral and 

unethical Trump.

It is evident what Trump is; his doesn’t hide his nefarious 

intentions, he announces them. His past actions show clearly 

that he is both a liar and a con man.

Out	on	the	campaign	trail,	Trump	talks	like	Hitler	and	struts	
like Mussolini.

And	that	is	the	man	who	continues	to	lead	in	GOP	polling.
•••

It would be easy to only blame Trump for all of this. His lies, 

propaganda	and	manipulations	have	created	a	cult	following.	
He loves to preen, to be the center of attention, to be fawned 

over	by	his	goo-goo-eyed	supporters.	It’s	sickening.
But the real blame isn’t Trump, it’s Republicans who have 

excused	him,	ignored	his	excesses,	endorsed	him	and	bowed	at	
his feet.

Trump	didn’t	respect	the	outcome	of	the	2020	election;	does	
anybody	doubt	what	he	will	do	in	2024?	If	he	loses,	it	will	be	
another	crisis.	If	he	wins,	it	will	bring	down	the	nation.
Hitler,	too,	was	originally	elected	to	office.

•••

I fear political violence next year. There are a lot of people 

who	continue	to	believe	the	2020	election	was	“stolen.”	Some	
groups	have	taken	advantage	of	that	and	continue	to	work	to	
cast doubt about the veracity of the nation’s elections. They 

want	to	extend	the	Big	Like	of	2020	to	all	future	elections	so	as	
to create doubt and confusion.

If	Trump	loses	again,	his	supporters	will	be	livid.	Some	are	

already	calling	for	vigilante	violence.
That happened recently in Jackson County when Jackson 

County’s	“God-Fearing	Patriots”	group	(who	aren’t	really	patri-
ots)	hosted	conspiracy-monger	Douglas	Frank	to	speak.
During	his	propaganda	speech,	Frank	openly	called	for	

people to take up weapons and to take the law into their own 

hands.

“When you have a problem, you don’t call the sheriff, 

you address the problem. You’re the government. If you 

need to call the sheriff, you call them the next day to clean 

up the mess. When you have a problem, you don’t call your 

legislator, you fix the problem. We the people are sover-
eign. We the people are government,”	Frank	said	during	his	
Jackson County rant.

Frank	also	told	the	group	they	should	take	action	to	irritate	
local	government	officials	about	elections,	something	the	
God-Fearing	group	has	attempted	to	do	in	Jackson	County	by	
appearing	at	government	meetings	to	spread	their	nonsense	
about	stolen	elections	and	invalid	balloting.
So	now	we	have	the	marriage	of	guns	+	political	propaganda.
Guess where that will end up.

•••

If	you	want	to	see	where	the	nation	is	headed,	look	at	Nazi	
Germany	in	the	1930s.	Germany	was	taken	over	by	propa-
ganda	and	antisemitism	and	fear.	A	cult	leader	held	rallies	and	
spewed hatred.

Germany embraced Hitler and his dictatorship. The German 

people knew what Hitler was, but supported him anyway.

Trump	isn’t	as	ideological	as	Hitler,	but	he’s	using	the	same	
playbook.	He’s	appealing	to	the	worst	in	human	nature,	stirring	
up	fear	and	loathing	and	purposely	dividing	the	nation	into	an	
us vs. them mentality. Just listen to his words. His contempt for 

American values is clear. He wants to tear it all down.

But Trump couldn’t spew such bile without the complicity of 

the GOP’s party infrastructure. It’s the party that has kept him 

in	the	spotlight	and	in	doing	that,	the	GOP	has	become	morally	
bankrupt.

•••

I’m	not	a	big	fan	of	Joe	Biden.	Democrats	can,	and	should,	
be	able	to	find	a	better	candidate.
But	the	2024	election	isn’t	about	policies,	the	economy,	

Biden’s	age,	or	any	of	the	traditional	issues	we	typically	talk	
about at election time.

The	2024	election	is	about	just	one	thing:	The	survival	of	the	
American Republic and of the nation’s traditional freedoms.

Voters	need	to	make	sure	in	2024	that	Trump’s	shadow	never	
again	crosses	the	threshold	of	the	White	House.	That	starts	with	
the	GOP	nominating	a	sane	candidate	rather	than	endorsing	a	
dictator.

Mike Buffington is co-publisher of Mainstreet Newspapers. 
He can be reached at mike@mainstreetnews.com.

Trump is a danger to the American Republic

Douglas Frank calling for vigilante action during 

a recent speech in Jackson County.
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It	was	about	16	years	ago	that	a	famous	man	dug	
up	part	of	a	famous	plant	in	his	garden	of	world	
renown	and	gave	it	to	me.
“Don’t	put	it	where	it’ll	get	the	hot	afternoon	

sun,	plant	it	in	the	gentle	sun,”	he	explained.	“If	the	
leaves wilt, it’s from lack of hydration. Just water it 

and	the	leaves	will	perk	right	up.”
The	plant	he	gave	me	was	

about four feet tall with an 

abundance of roots. It took 

quickly to the red clay earth, 

facing	the	north	where	large	
oaks and maples shield the 

sun.	It	has	always	grown	har-
dy	and	mightily	with	so	many	
blossoms that, from time to 

time, a heavy rain would lay 

the	limbs	onto	the	ground.
Until this past summer.

It sets next to the back 

porch	steps.	Every	morning	
when	I’d	let	the	dogs	out,	I	

studied	the	bush	in	its	listless	stage.	One	morning,	I	
said	quietly,	“You’re	grieving,	aren’t	you?	Just	like	
all of us.”

In	the	1960s	when	Vince	Dooley	became	the	
University	of	Georgia	head	football	coach,	he	
began	to	create	a	flower	garden	that	would	bring	
experts from around the world to view and write 

about it. A Camellia was named for him. To ac-

claimed	gardeners,	he	is	well	known	for	the	incred-

ibly	hardy	hybrid	of	a	hydrangea	named,	of	course,	
The	Dooley	Hydrangea.

To these lovers of the earth and its buds, his de-

velopment	of	the	Dooley	Hydrangea,	meant	much	
more	than	the	national	championship	he	brought	to	
Georgia	or	the	40	years	that	he	spent	there	as	head	
coach.	This	hydrangea’s	outstanding	quality	is	its	
ability	to	withstand	a	late	spring	and	still	blossom.
A	deep	freeze	on	Easter	was	unexpected	and	

tough.	As	we	stood	on	the	hill	beside	the	church	as	
the sun rose and the preacher read the scripture of 

Christ	and	Him	crucified,	we	shivered	miserably	
in heavy coats and hats. The next day I saw that 

the	Dooley	Hydrangea,	that	plant	he	dug	up	for	me	
from	the	original	plant,	had	suffered	heavy	damage,	
perhaps even killed.

I	shrugged	it	off.	I	had,	once,	seen	a	much	more	
severe	freeze	on	the	last	day	of	April	and,	yet,	
it	had	sprung	back	to	life.	The	days	and	weeks	
passed.	The	hydrangea	seemed	as	if	it	couldn’t	
muster	the	strength	to	overcome	this	latest	trial.

On the steps beside it, I sat and studied it careful-

ly.	“I	understand,	my	little	buddy.	We	all	miss	him.	
It’s	only	right	that	you	should	grieve	his	death,	
too.”

Coach	Dooley	had	died	six	months	earlier	and	
this plant he birthed, seemed to know it. Finally, 

near	mid-June,	the	greenery	began	to	spring	for-
ward.	After	I	trimmed	200	pieces	of	dead	limbs,	it	
grew	back	enormously	with	huge	green	leaves.
Still,	for	the	first	time	ever,	it	did	not	bloom.	It	

merely promised me that it would be back when its 

grieving	had	ceased.
Along	the	edge	of	the	back	porch	are	three	plants	

gifted	to	me	by	special	friends:	Dooley,	NA-

SCAR’s	Darrell	and	Stevie	Waltrip	and	Mr.	Gene	
Bobo, the co-inventor of pantyhose. Mr. Bobo once 

sent	me	an	azalea	plant	for	no	special	occasion.	I	
planted	it	at	the	edge	of	the	porch.	Every	spring,	it	
brings	forth	the	most	beautiful	deep	pink	buds.
For	about	six	weeks,	it	is	beautiful	then	gently,	

one	by	one,	it	drops	its	flowers	and	only	the	green	
leaves	remain.	I	have	had	this	plant	for	13	or	14	
years	and	in	that	time,	it	has	never	flowered	but	
once in a season.

But	this	time?
When	mid-September	came,	it	began	to	bud	

again.	By	the	first	of	October,	the	bush	was	half	
full with blooms.

I	looked	at	the	two	plants,	sitting	15	feet	apart,	
and	I	thought	of	what	Mama	and	Daddy	always	
said in a similar situation.

The	Lord	giveth	and	the	Lord	taketh.
This	time,	He	taketh	then	giveth.
Ronda Rich is the bestselling author of St. 

Simons Island: A Stella Bankwell Mystery. Visit 
www.rondarich.com to sign up for her free weekly 
newsletter.
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Are	you	one	of	65	million	dog	owners	in	the	United	States?	
According	to	Forbes,	dogs	outnumber	cats	as	pets	by	more	than	
20	million	households.	This	is	not	to	dismiss	cat	owners,	for	we	
have had our share, thanks mostly to my wife’s love of cats.
But	there	is	nothing	like	a	dog.

My	wife	Lisa	and	I	are	between	dogs	
for now. But, we have four wonderful 
grand	dogs	(actually,	three	that	are	won-
derful	and	one	that	is	still	learning	to	be).

We have memories of our two late 
dogs.	Our	first	dog,	a	Brittany	Spaniel	
named
Coco,	lived	to	be	14	and	our	sweet,	

long-haired	Chihuahua,	named	Kiwi,	who	
died	in	my	arms	at	the	age	of	12	(suffering	
a	heart	attack	in	the	middle	of	the	night).	
I would not wish that experience on 
anyone.

But this column is about the wonder-
ful,	crazy	memories	of	our	dogs--sweet	

memories we have that help to soften the blow of their short little 
lives.
Coco,	the	Brittany,	was	not	a	hunting	dog,	although	all	birds	

would	have	been	safe	with	her	in	the	area.	Poor	Coco	(“poor”	
was	not	her	first	name,	although	she	was	often	referred	to	in	this	
way)	was	just	not	quite	right.
In	short,	she	was	as	dumb	as	a	brick	(I	say	that	lovingly).	She	

had	major	anxiety	issues	which	included	climbing	on	any	chair	
or	table	during	thunderstorms.	Compiled	with	separation	anxiety,	
she became a handful. Plus, she had the unfortunate habit of 
sniffing	the	backside	of	any	visitors	that	came	to	our	home,	
which	was	as	embarrassing	as	it	was	troubling.
(In	case	you	were	wondering,	I	tried	dog	training,	but	after	the	

second session, the instructor pulled me aside and said it would 
be	best	for	me	to	remove	Coco	from	the	class).
Lisa	would	come	home	from	work	and	find	Coco	on	the	

kitchen	table,	pacing,	with	literally	any	piece	of	paper	or	maga-
zine	torn	to	shreds	and	family	photos	on	the	floor.	She	thought	
the	first	time	this	happened	that	someone	had	broken	into	our	
home, with chairs tipped over and the kitchen a mess, but the 
paper	towel	hanging	from	Coco’s	mouth	eased	her	fears.	Even	
Prozac	didn’t	help	(the	dog,	not	us).
Little	Kiwi	was	a	beautiful,	wild	rescue	from	the	county.	Her	

long,	black	and	tan	tail	flowing	behind	her,	she	was	a	digger,	
meaning	wherever	you	put	her	(sofa,	chair,	bed,	etc.)	she	would	
dig	furiously	like	she	was	trying	to	uncover	a	bone	(that	was	
never	there).
One	afternoon	when	Lisa	sat	down	on	the	couch	and	heard	a	

noise,	she	reached	down	to	find	a	box	turtle	poking	it’s	nose	out	
from	under	the	sofa.	My	wife	did	not	find	this	amusing,	and	we	
had	to	fetch	my	mother’s	“grabber”	device	to	pull	the	turtle	out	
from under the couch.

We	could	only	surmise	that	little	Kiwi,	at	14	pounds,	had	
dragged	a	box	turtle	up	the	deck	steps	by	its	tail	and	put	it	behind	
the	couch	(perhaps	as	a	‘friend’	she	could	play	with	later?).	If	
the	trauma	of	getting	pulled	up	the	deck	steps	by	Kiwi	did	not	
rearrange	its	mind,	then	Lisa’s	shriek	when	she	reached	down	
and	found	it	probably	sent	the	turtle	over	the	edge).	This	com-
pact	reptile	was	released	unharmed,	but	my	guess	is	that	it	later	
underwent	turtle	therapy.	I	wonder	if	Prozac	would	have	helped.
And	then	there	was	a	grand	dog	Border	Collie	named	Libby.	

Have	you	ever	had	a	Border	Collie	as	an	“inside”	dog?	I	do	
not	recommend	it.	If	you	have	a	farm	(preferably	with	sheep)	it	
would be ideal.
Libby,	who	passed	at	the	age	of	13,	was	the	wildest	of	any	of	

our	family’s	dogs.	She	could	not	play	well	with	other	dogs,	and	
once	nearly	bit	off	the	ear	of	one	of	her	doggie	‘cousins’,	who	
went	by	the	name	of	Lucy.
Lucy	was	our	first	grand	dog,	and	was	a	knockoff,	parking	

lot	Lab	who	kept	running	after	our	son-in-law’s	truck	when	he	
would	leave	work.	Finally,	Lucy	was	brought	home	to	her	new	
family	of	five,	and	lived	a	long	and	healthy	life,	even	struggling	
through	a	stoke	at	14.	She	helped	to	raise	her	‘family’	and	for	
that	we	are	eternally	grateful.
And	then	there	is	little	Hazel,	who	was	rescued	from	a	house	

of	dog	hoarders,	who	is	part	Corgi	and	part	Chow	(the	black	
tongue	gave	that	part	away).	She	looks	like	a	red	fox	when	play-
ing	in	her	yard,	but	she	is	afraid	of	her	own	shadow.	Hazel	loves	
her	Florida	family	of	four—and	is	the	ultimate	sweet,	loving	
lap-dog.
The	three	newest	grand	dogs	are	all	Doodles,	the	fastest	

growing	American	breed—a	hybrid	between	a	Poodle	and	
choose-your-breed,	mostly	Goldens	and	Labs.	These	three	dogs	
are	known	as	Dolly,	Daisy	(both	blonde)	and	Oreo	(predictably,	
a	black-and-white,	smallish	Doodle).
Dolly	and	Daisy,	born	only	six	months	apart	and	who	share	

a	common	father,	are	a	galloping	comedy.	Dolly	is	only	quiet	
when	she	is	standing	with	both	front	paws	pushing	against	
your	chest	and	Daisy,	the	younger,	heavier,	Sheep-Dog-looking	
half-sister,	often	eats	both	her	food	and	Dolly’s	and	will	flat	out	
knock you down while she rambles down the deck steps. My 
son-in-law	Bob	thinks	the	loveable	Daisy’s	elevator	does	not	go	
all the way to the top.
Little	Oreo,	who	is	still	in	the	biting,	chewing	and	jumping	

stage	(her	vertical	leap	is	nearly	Olympian),	is	quiet	only	when	
she	is	eating	and	sleeping.
What	about	your	dogs?	If	you	have	untold	stories,	shoot	me	

a	note	at	altmandavidr@gmail.com.	We’ll	share	them	with	our	
readers.

Dave Altman and his wife, Lisa, currently live in a dog-free 
home (except when the grand dogs are visiting) in Hoschton. He 
is a former Georgia Author of the Year nominee and his second 
book of poetry, “Cold Remembered” (Finishing Line Press), was 
published earlier this year.

Dogs I have known (and loved)
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