
 

Shawn 
Loughlin 
Shawn’s Sense

M
onths ago, Scott had a little fun with 
the whole tariff situation, initiating 
tariffs from The Chaff against my 

column, Keith’s column and others - not even 
our beloved Betty Graber Watson was exempt. 
In fact, I believe it was for that very reason that 
she was targeted. She was just too damned 
positive and someone had to cut her optimism 
and cheerfulness down to size. 

Silly and absurd is how that column could 
likely be described - not unlike much of The 
Chaff’s installments, by design - but who could 
have guessed that, instead of The Chaff slowly 
trending towards our accepted reality, that our 
accepted reality - the one that’s being forced 
on us by a handful of Masters of the Universe 
with billions of dollars and plenty of influence 
- would trend more into The Chaff territory? 

We’ve all seen the footage of U.S. President 
Donald Trump holding the big board of tariffs 
that he alleges are levied against the United 
States and then the tariffs that he would, in 
turn, be charging those countries. Aside from 
what is alleged to be some form of gorilla math 
to calculate some of these figures and the fun 
being poked at slapping remote islands only 
inhabited by penguins is the contest moving 
forward between some of the more highly-
tariffed countries. It’s silly and absurd, as I 
alluded to earlier, but it could also be described 
as an effete kind of measuring contest. What’s 
being measured, we may never know. 

And while Saturday Night Live has 
employed the services of the great Mike Myers 
as Elon Musk to bring back Dr. Evil from the 
Austin Powers movies, it is perhaps Trump and 
his tariffs and his enemies playing the game 
that could be the most Dr. Evil of the Dr. Evils.  

In one of the movies, Dr. Evil requests $1 
million at one point, which is correctly 
identified as an absurdly low amount when 
asking for a high ransom in the late 1990s, 
when the movie takes place. He then 
overcorrects and asks for $100 billion, which, 
in a scene set in 1969, is seen as a comically 
astronomical number. Indeed, even the film’s 
U.S. President, played by Tim Robbins, laughs 
it off, saying that Evil’s request was akin to 
asking for “a kajillion, bajillion dollars”. Fast 
forward a few generations and the 
aforementioned Musk has well over $300 
billion in his bank account. 

When the U.S. proposed to tariff alcohol 
coming from the U.K., the U.K. retaliated and 
Trump threatened a 250 per cent tariff on any 
booze coming from the U.K. When it comes to 
negotiations with China, we’re up into the 
hundreds in regards to percentages and 
everything just gets multiplied during each 
escalation. One has to think that we will 
eventually arrive at the countries’ governments 
telling the other that they’ll be slapping tariffs 
of a kajillion per cent on things in response to 
the other tariffs of a bajillion per cent. 

It starts to become comical at a certain point. 
Discussing it with some colleagues over the 
weekend, I told them that I had, largely, 
stopped paying attention, as they were sure to 
follow the tit-for-tat model until they reached 
numbers that were so large and, frankly, 
stupid, that it was no longer logical. 

And yet, the real stupid, illogical and 
astronomical numbers have yet to be seen. 
They will be the numbers associated with the 
cost of certain things, for Americans, if the 
tariffs and trade wars persist. One analyst said 
that an iPhone made in America, which is what 
Trump wants, would cost $3,500 - a far cry 
from their current cost. It’s almost as if a man 
who’s gone bankrupt between six and eight 
times is in charge of a country’s economy. 
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Throw me a frickin’ tariff

Y
ou vacated the premises, Denny. That 
much is not in dispute. Your shadow 
lingered, but the room was empty. 

For readers unfamiliar with the rich history 
of this column space, a brief orientation is in 
order. Prior to The Chaff, this column in The 
Citizen was home to Denny’s Den, a long-
standing weekly dispatch authored by Denny 
Scott. When Denny chose to leave, he did so 
honorably and transparently. He wrote a final 
column. He bid farewell. He turned in his 
press card. 

After a suitable period of respectful silence, 
The Chaff emerged; not as a replacement, but 
as a continuation of the sacred weekly rite. 
We entered not as conquerors, but as 
caretakers. We did not take over the Den. We 
were absorbed by it. It changed us. It made us 
what we are. We hermit crabbed our way into 
the vacant shell. 

And then, some weeks ago, we learned that 
Denny, having resurfaced at The Wingham 
Advance Times, had begun writing a column 
once more. That in itself is not troubling. 
What is troubling, and what requires the full 
force of this week’s Chaff, is this: he has 
called it Denny’s Den. 

Not A Den of His Own. Not Return to the 
Den. Not even Denny’s Den: Denpocalypse 
Den. Simply Denny’s Den. Again. In a new 
publication. As though nothing had 
happened. 

This cannot stand. 
We are not engaging in melodrama. We are 

enforcing order. When Denny left The 
Citizen, he relinquished not just the space, but 
the title, the aura and the narrative authority 
that came with it. Column names, once shed, 
do not simply follow the author. They 
become bound to the place of their 
publication, like lichen to rock, or gossip to a 
village. 

There is only one Denny’s Den. And it lives 
in memory, in the archives, and, structurally, 
in The Chaff. 

We did not invent this rule. It was handed 
down to us by the lineage of columnists who 
came before. To allow the existence of a 
second, unsanctioned Denny’s Den is to invite 
chaos into the fragile ecosystem of rural 
newspaper opinion pages. Without clear 
succession, there can be no trust. Without 
trust, no readership. Without readership, no 
community. Without community, blank 
pages. 

And so, it is with great reluctance, and with 
the full backing of our editorial conscience, 
that we must now pursue legal remedy. 

We are initiating proceedings in the 
following jurisdictions: 

Ontario Small Claims Court, seeking 
declaratory relief and exclusive rights to the 
column’s narrative shell. 

The Ontario Superior Court of Justice 

(Columnal Integrity Division), requesting a 
permanent injunction on further use of the 
name Denny’s Den in any form, font or 
emotional register. 

The Hague, for international confusion and 
duplicity in the public sphere. 

The Esoteric Tribunal of Authorship, 
headquartered deep in the woods, operating 
under seal and gavel, where matters of 
authorial identity and narrative custodianship 
are ruled on in total silence. 

We have prepared exhibits. We have 
retained a legal scholar with a background in 
newspaper folklore. We have a 43-page 
affidavit detailing our spiritual occupation of 
the Den and its subsequent transformation 
into The Chaff (or Pumpkin or Chumpkin or 
Chaff Wolf or whatever nonsense is wasting 
your time this week). We are prepared to 
submit this, in full, to any body, board, bench, 
boor, beachbum or behemoth that will hear 
us. 

But. 
In the interest of peace, and in recognition 

of Denny’s foundational work in this space, 
we are offering one and only one path 
forward: he may continue to write his 
column, unceasingly, provided he changes 
the name to: 

Denny’s Den (Denny’s Version) 
This is a fair and accurate title. It 

distinguishes the new column from its 
previous incarnation. It reflects the author’s 
legacy without creating confusion. And it 
preserves the sanctity of the original Den, 
now absorbed into the living tissue of The 
Chaff. 

He has 7,000 business days to comply. 
If we receive no response, the process 

moves forward. Public notices will be issued. 
Print statements will escalate. Comparisons 
will be made. Letters will be written on thick, 
unbleached stock. 

We do not wish to proceed. 
But we will, unwillingly. 
This is not about ego. It is not about 

preference. It is about the laws that hold 
small-town publishing together. About 
structure. About succession. About the quiet 
but vital bonds between columnist, column 
and reader. 

There can be only one Den. 
And this is it. 

Scott 
Stephenson 
The Chaff

A
s we approach the April 28 federal 
election, I sense that, as a senior 
citizen, this election is more difficult 

than any in my lifetime.  
I don’t mean the actual act of voting; I’ve 

already got my voter’s card and notice of 
where I vote, thanks to Elections Canada, an 
independent body. It’s not like the U.S. where 
voting is controlled by states and many of them 
manipulate boundaries and engineer who can 
vote to the advantage of the party their 
legislators prefer. 

No, rather it’s because there are so many 
false sources of election information in these 
days of the internet. When I began voting, we 
nearly all got our information from newspapers 
or a relatively few news networks. Today’s 
voters often don’t trust these sources, though, 
as a journalist, I was taught to try to seek the 
moderate middle between all the parties. Not in 
the modern world of the internet. 

In Canada, we haven’t fallen to the level of 
Fox News in the U.S. where they give a totally 
different version of events from traditional 
sources like CBS news or the New York Times. 
There have been right-wing attempts to create 
online networks here in Canada but they’ve 
never really succeeded. 

But there are other distortions. My niece, 
who follows social media much more closely 
than I do, recently reported fake news that 
supported a right-wing agenda that supposedly 
came from CBC or The Globe and Mail, but 
didn’t. 

Meanwhile my sister-in-law wrote about a  
fake video claiming Liberal Leader Mark 
Carney is aligning Canada’s financial system 
with China’s. The video comes from the source 
 Canada Proud, run by Jeff Ballingal, a 
Conservative strategist who earlier created 
Ontario Proud and BC Proud. 

Obviously, by not reading the internet, I am 
missing many of the sources that are shaping 
our politics today. 

It’s not that normal newspaper sources block 
right-wing sources of news. Recently, The 
Globe and Mail gave space to Preston Manning 
who, 30 years ago, founded the Reform Party. 
In his column, he predicted that if the Liberals 
form a government after the election, Western 
Canada will secede from the country. “A vote 
for the Carney Liberals is a vote for western 
secession - a vote for the break-up of Canada as 
we know it,” Manning wrote. 

But other Globe columnists hurried to 
dispute his prediction. They pointed out that 
the current polls show the possibility of 
secession would fail by 39 points in 
Saskatchewan and Manitoba and even 11 per 
cent in Alberta. 

As well as these media sources, foreign 
governments are attempting to interfere in a 
free election. A federal investigation showed 
that, in past elections, the Chinese government 
sought to influence Canadian policy by helping 
to elect candidates that would follow their lead. 
Not only the Chinese, but also the Indian 
government is suspected of trying to influence 
the current election campaign. 

All of this makes free and fair elections more 
difficult than ever - but also shows how 
important this is. 

The very future of our country hangs in the 
balance. We have a U.S. president who  
has broken the Canada/United States/Mexico 
free-trade agreement that he negotiated  
and hiked tariffs on both Canada and Mexico. 
We can get around these tariffs, he claims,  
by simply joining the U.S. as the 51st state  
(the whole, huge country!).  In real life,  
we need to elect a Prime Minister who is  
best equipped to lead us in this  
critical situation. 

Our country has never faced a situation like 
this. There have been tense episodes, but we 
have generally been friendly with our 
neighbour to the south since fear of 
antagonistic rebellious U.S. forces caused the 
joining together of various British colonies to 
form a confederation in 1867. Canada, 
following Britain’s lead, entered both World 
War I and World War II before the Americans, 
but they did eventually join. They came out of 
World War II as the most powerful country in 
the world. 

They still are, though the Chinese 
government with its population of one billion is 
gaining power quickly. It should mean that the 
U.S. would want to build ties with Canada, 
Mexico, Great Britain and the European Union 
but President Trump is, instead, alienating his 
best friends, claiming we/they are taking 
advantage of Americans - all the while the U.S. 
has built the world’s most prosperous 
economy. 

So, the April 28 election is one of the most 
important this old man has faced in his 
lifetime. We all owe it to ourselves and our 
country to seek out the most honest 
information available and, from this, vote for 
the party we can most trust to lead us in this 
difficult time. Our children and their children 
are depending on us! 

Keith  
Roulston 
From the  
cluttered desk

Déjà ‘Den’: One ‘Den’ too many!!!

Facing an election like no other



 

Shawn 
Loughlin 
Shawn’s Sense

I
n the devious and sinister world of rising 
cost-of-living prices, with much of the 
focus being on the price of groceries, the 

even more devious and even more sinister bit 
of the whole debate has been shrinkflation. 

This word has come about in recent years as 
people have begun noticing that companies are 
stealthily and quietly, little by little, giving us 
less, but charging us more. Same cereal box or 
bag of chips - less cereal, fewer chips. Or, the 
boxes are getting a bit smaller. The weight of 
what you’re buying - say, a box of crackers - is 
just a few grams lighter than it used to be and, 
since you’re a person and not a scale used to 
measure weight in a drug house, you don’t 
realize it, because... how could you? 

This practice is front and centre as grocery 
prices have soared. Canadians are thinking all 
the time about how awful it is that grocery 
store chains are exploiting those who are 
struggling to make ends meet and, 
furthermore, we’re not even getting as much 
“stuff” for that money as we used to. 

A CBS News Moneywatch investigation 
back in October showed that shrinkflation has 
affected one third of grocery items. The worst 
offenders, according to the news outlet’s 
analysis, were those selling paper products like 
toilet paper, facial tissues and paper towels. 

As a family with two young children, I know 
that Jess and I feel the pinch every weekend 
when we do our grocery shopping. It’s 
expensive to feed those little people we’ve 
created, in addition to all that goes into 
keeping the two of us alive as well. Having 
said that, we need to buy these things. There 
are very few splurges in our grocery carts, so 
we have to simply throw up our hands and 
realize that, as the great Martin Scorsese 
foretold in The Irishman, it is what it is. 

Where I find that it’s really been sticking in 
my craw is on the non-essential purchases. It 
all depends on what you define as being non-
essential, but I’m talking about things that 
provide entertainment, like streaming services 
for television, movies, sports and music.  

Spotify, for example, is how I listen to my 
music. And, as a music lover, I use it a lot. I 
use it all day, every day here at the office and 
a lot at home or in the car. I used to have a solo 
membership that was under $10 per month. It’s 
important to mention here, however, that there 
used to be (and maybe still is) a free version of 
Spotify, supported by advertising, with certain 
limitations. The push to pay for a premium 
membership with Spotify - back then - was to 
remove all limitations (listen to any and all 
songs when and in what order you want to 
listen to them) and be freed of advertisements. 

As someone who pays his bills on the 
strength of advertising revenue, I am not here 
to cast aspersions on the role of advertising. If 
you pay for something with the promise of 
skipping advertising because you’re providing 
the revenue that would have otherwise been 
provided by advertising, you should get what 
you pay for. Now, with a family membership 
that has seen its price creep up year after year, 
I am paying over $21 per month for Spotify. 
And, guess what? Advertising is back. So, 
paying double and listening to advertisements 
that I paid to skip is a form of shrinkflation.  

The rest of streamers are following suit with 
services like Netflix, Disney Plus and more, 
with annual price increases and ad-supported 
versions, bringing back the exact thing they 
sold themselves on eliminating.  

What we’re paying for is being rolled back 
and there’s nothing we can do about it. Our 
cruel corporate overlords will tell us how 
much we’ll get and what we’ll pay for it.
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Less is more

C
ertainly, no one could have foreseen 
the tidal wave of tariffs now sweeping 
across Huron County. But here we are, 

living in a world in which Warden Jamie 
Heffer has enacted a series of harsh and 
unrelenting tariffs, and Beaver Chaff simply 
cannot stand idly by. The time has come for us 
to retaliate - not with quiet resignation, but 
with the full force of a tariff storm that will 
make Heffer’s policies look like mere child’s 
play. Let no one say we weren’t prepared to 
take action when it mattered most. It’s a 
simple, irrefutable formula: if one side 
imposes tariffs, the other must balance the 
ledger. 

Our first target - no, victim - in this 
necessary retaliatory measure is none other 
than Keith Roulston. His column, From the 
Cluttered Desk, sits perched precariously 
above Beaver Chaff, tempting fate with its 
overflowing clutter and, we suspect, highly 
evasive tax strategies. Roulston’s chaotic desk, 
while charming in its disorder, will now be met 
with a clutter of tariffs so vast that not even his 
most impressive piles of paper can escape. If 
Roulston insists on cluttering our lives with 
insightful thoughts and good ideas, then we 
shall clutter his with duties, fees and levies. 

Then there is Shawn Loughlin, whose 
column, Shawn’s Sense, occupies the adjacent 
space to the right of ours. A most convenient 
spot, no doubt, but one that will now come 
with a heavy cost. Loughlin has made a serious 
mistake, placing his “sense” so close to our 
irreverent nonsense. While we acknowledge 
the existence of sense in some circles, it is our 
firm belief that too much of it can spoil the 
experience. Thus, we must impose a tariff on 
Loughlin’s column, measured in degrees of 
logical inconsistency. Let it be known: every 
sensible word will cost him. Every line of 
clarity will now come with a price tag. His 

Shawn’s Sense will no longer be just an 
informative piece; it will be a revenue-
generating vehicle, contributing to the Beaver 
Chaff coffers in ways Loughlin could never 
have imagined when he first set out to make 
sense of things. 

Moving on, it would be remiss of us not to 
address the Looking Back Through the Years 
segment to our left. While this section might 
seem harmless at first glance, Beaver Chaff 
knows better. In reality, this nostalgic look at 
the past is merely an attempt to avoid the 
unavoidable: tariffs on everything, 
everywhere. We cannot, in good conscience, 
let such retroactive excursions go unpunished. 
If you wish to look back through time, you 
must pay for the privilege. The years may have 
been gentle on our wallets before, but now, 
thanks to Beaver Chaff tariffs, the past will 
come with a hefty surcharge. We are not 
simply looking back; we are taxing the past. 
Let the history books note: every glance back 
will be met with a levy of monumental 
proportions. 

Now, the matter of Deb Sholdice, publisher 
of The Citizen, deserves special attention. 
Sholdice, with her publisher’s pen and 
publisher’s influence, may have thought she 
could escape the reach of Beaver Chaff’s 
tariffs. How mistaken she is. With every issue 
of the paper, her publishing empire is 
accumulating vast and unseemly wealth that 
must be shared with the greater good: Beaver 

Chaff. The tariff on Sholdice’s work will be 
expansive, all-encompassing and more 
relentless than any editorial policy she’s ever 
encountered. We are not simply charging a fee 
for the privilege of publishing; we are 
imposing a tax for the very act of being in 
charge. The publishing world is a business, 
and as we all know, in business, you pay your 
Beaver Chaff taxes. 

And let us not forget the esteemed A Note 
from Betty by Betty Graber-Watson. While 
Graber-Watson’s musings might offer a respite 
from the cacophony of our world, we are 
afraid that even her soothing words are subject 
to tariff. Graber-Watson has long been a 
cherished figure in this community, but no one 
is above the law of Beaver Chaff’s tariffs. 
Every note, every word she pens will now 
come with a surcharge, because no one can 
claim innocence in the face of such an 
overwhelming tariff regime. Her sweet notes, 
once a balm for our tired souls, will now  
come with a bitter aftertaste of unrelenting 
fees. 

Finally, and with the utmost seriosity, 
Beaver Chaff must turn its attention to all of 
Huron County. With Heffer’s bold imposition 
of tariffs, we are left with no choice but to 
respond in kind. No longer will the good 
people of Huron County enjoy the illusion of 
safety. Heffer may have started the tariff wars 
with his heavy-handed policies, but it’s time to 
remind him that retaliation comes swift and 
inevitable. Every farmer’s field, every local 
café, every community event will now face 
Beaver Chaff tariffs that will make Heffer’s 
rates seem modest in comparison. The ripple 
effects of his actions are now being felt, as 
Huron County braces for a financial Beaver 
Chaff reckoning unlike any it has known 
before.  

Look out below!

I
n the post-pandemic world, voters are 
angry. In country after country among the 
democracies, governments have been 

turned out, including by our neighbours in the 
U.S. where people seem to forget how scary 
Donald Trump was in his first term, even after 
he tried to overthrow a government that ended 
his first term. 

Here in Canada, a recent Nanos Research 
poll showed the governing Liberals in third 
place behind the NDP and far behind the 
Conservatives. Because Justin Trudeau has 
been Prime Minister since 2015, this is not 
surprising, in a way, but still it makes you 
wonder if voters are paying any attention to the 
man who would replace him if an election were 
held today. 

Writing recently in The Globe and Mail, 
columnist Shannon Proudfoot summed it up 
nicely. “As Canadians have been feeling 
squeezed by everyday life, Pierre Poilievre has 
enthusiastically blamed Justin Trudeau for 
every single thing that’s gone wrong in Canada 
and the world at large,” she wrote. 

“Housing and grocery costs, drug problems, 
urban decay, too few houses, too many 
newcomers - problems that fairly land at the 
Prime Minister’s feet and others that don’t, the  
Conservative Leader accuses him of causing all 
of them with his ineptitude or fecklessness.” 

Have Canadian voters spent any time 
figuring out what a government headed by 
Poilievre would be like? We know what he is 
against - anything that Trudeau is for - but 
what’s he for? One thing he has strongly 
indicated is that he will rid Canada of the 
carbon tax. In fact, like Donald Trump to the 
south, he seems to see little need to reduce the 
use of carbon-based fuel. This will win him 
popularity in fuel-producing areas of Canada, 
like Alberta and Saskatchewan, but in a world 

in which forest fires have become an annual 
plague, does it really help the country? 

It appears it will please voters who seem 
mostly concerned about what’s expensive or 
inconvenient, not what will make the world 
better for our children or grandchildren. 
Somehow those days will look after themselves 
as we continue to drive extra miles or fly to all 
the exotic places in the world. 

In order to combat President-Elect Trump’s 
pledge to impose a 25 per cent tariff on 
Canadian and Mexican goods if those countries 
don’t prevent exporting of drugs and refugees 
to the U.S., Poilievre argued, Canada needs to 
unleash oil and gas production and find a 
solution to the softwood lumber dispute, which 
has been a problem for so long that if it were a 
person, it would, Proudfoot suggests, “now be 
old enough to wake up creaky in the morning 
and wonder where the time went.” 

Poilievre did suggest some proposals, 
Proudfoot said, such as strengthening  
the border and beefing up the Canadian 
military, “but mostly, he plunked a new title  
on the same tunes he’s been banging out  
for months.” 

Is this really the leader that Canadians want 
to listen to day after day, one wonders? 
Poilievre has done a good job pointing out 
failed aspects of Prime Minister Trudeau, but 
what would he be like as Prime Minister 

himself? He could only go on blaming a former 
Prime Minister for a couple of weeks and then 
he needs to provide his own solutions, 

It’s hard, for instance, to imagine any 
solution to Trump when he becomes President. 
Some of the people Trump has named as 
potential cabinet ministers are absurd. One 
imagines even people who voted for Trump 
thinking they didn’t know they were voting for 
this. To be fair, Trump gave every indication of 
the leader he would become, but enough voters 
were upset with the efforts President Joe Biden 
had to take to overcome the results of the 
pandemic that they didn’t really listen to what 
Trump said. 

One wonders if the same thing is happening 
in Canada. Are voters really listening to what 
Trudeau and Poilievre are saying or are they so 
upset by all the things they’re lived with, like 
first pandemic restrictions and later, inflated 
costs, that they’ve turned totally against the 
government? Are voters thinking anything is 
better than the current government, even 
though they have no real idea what “anything” 
will mean? 

Poilievre is such an unpleasant man - so 
negative and whiny - that it’s hard to imagine 
that at the end of his first government voters 
are going to want to re-elect him to a second 
term. Maybe I’m wrong. I hope so. Canada 
needs the best leadership it can find. 

I just think as we look at the unfolding 
disaster south of our border, we need a clear-
eyed view of politics. We can’t afford weak 
leadership in Canada if we’re going to deal 
with what appears likely to be an endless 
stream of erratic decisions by an erratic U.S. 
president. 

We need the wisest leadership we can find if 
we are going to survive the next few years. Is 
your choice the wisest?

Keith  
Roulston 
From the  
cluttered desk

That’s not a tariff - THAT’S a tariff

Canada needs its wisest leadership

Scott Stephenson 
Beaver 
Chaff



 

Shawn 
Loughlin 
Shawn’s Sense

W
ell, no editor ever wants to pass on 

this kind of news to his readers, but 

I have a responsibility to you all, 

so... The Citizen has been barred by the Trump 

administration from the Oval Office and its 

access to Air Force One is revoked. This is in 

direct retaliation to Walton correspondent Jo-

Ann McDonald’s reference to the Gulf of 

Mexico in last week’s issue, not Trump’s new 

and preferred name: the Gulf of America. 

For some, this catastrophic transgression and 

direct Trump provocation may have just slid 

right by you, but for others, surely, they knew 

the magnitude of what they read in real time. 

Now, this case is far from closed. We’ve 

secured the best legal counsel we could afford, 

from a regular at The Boot who “does his own 

research on law stuff all the time.” We are 

confident in our position on this matter, yet 

this entanglement is further complicated by 

McDonald’s seemingly inadvertent inclusion 

on a high-level White House message chain.  

What we know is this:  

• Secretary of Defense Pete Hegseth, as part 

of his department’s insatiable bloodlust, was in 

search of bomb-making material amid Trump’s 

trade war. Specifically, good shrapnel to pack 

inside of bombs to ensure maximum carnage. 

• With the dismantling of the Department of 

Education in full swing, Hegseth turned to 

Linda McMahon (whose qualifications as 

Secretary of Education include being choke-

slammed and tombstone pile driven by Kane in 

the WWE - Kane, by the way, real name Glenn 

Jacobs, is now the Mayor of Knox County in 

Tennessee - that match was close to achieving 

political quorum), rightly thinking she would 

soon have a surplus of thumbtacks, the sharp, 

pointy ends of compasses and scissor arms.  

• Hegseth mistakenly included McDonald on 

the messages, not McMahon. McDonald has 

told us that she has a history with Hegseth that 

she neither disclosed, nor is it any of our 

beeswax, while acknowledging that, despite 

her ownership of a Legion dress uniform, she 

doesn’t have the clearance for such messages. 

• McDonald then published a full transcript, 

disclosing U.S. plans to target anyone who 

shared an “Elbows Up” post on social media in 

March, with their new thumbtack, compass 

and scissor bombs. Despite Elon Musk posting 

on X that the “best place to hide a dead body is 

the Walton page of The Citizen, because no 

one ever goes there,” many read it and that has 

left the White House fuming and litigious. 

You’re now caught up. And while McDonald 

has our full support and we stand behind her 

fully, both as people and professionally with 

our aforementioned legal team (that dude from 

The Boot), we have to make some concessions 

until the gavel hits the sound block. 

McDonald will immediately be replaced by 

someone without her woke, liberal agenda; her 

replacement will be chosen from a pool of all 

of the unhinged guys who have sent me crude, 

misogynistic, racist and/or homophobic e-

mails in recent years. Their knowledge of 

Walton may be debatable, but their political 

weather vane is pointing in the right direction 

and I can have all the confidence in the world 

that this mistake will never happen again. 

As for the rest, it’s now before the courts. 

There is also some collateral damage that 
should be noted in relation to this incident. As 
there was an inference that it was trip-takers 
Brad and Christine Knight and not McDonald 
who first pushed this narrative, the Knights 
were promptly scooped up by a team of masked 
goons in a blacked-out van blasting “Master 
of Puppets” and deported. They are currently 
rotting away in hellish El Salvador jail cells.

THE CITIZEN, FRIDAY, APRIL 4, 2025. PAGE 5.

Other Views

Unprecedented times

N
othing could have prepared Pierre 

Poilievre for this kind of heartbreak. 

One moment, he was locked in a 

passionate, years-long erotic dance with 

Justin Trudeau - every move, every speech, 

every calculated glare across the Commons a 

thrilling prelude to the climax he so 

desperately craved. And then, without so 

much as a whispered au revoir, Trudeau was 

gone. No farewell French kiss for Poilievre. 

No lingering glance to acknowledge the time 

they’d spent circling each other. Just a quiet, 

devastating exit that left Poilievre standing at 

the altar. 

For years, Poilievre had courted Trudeau’s 

attention like a spurned lover who never got 

the closure he needed. He had built his entire 

political identity around opposing him - every 

speech, every rally, every too-long pause 

during Question Period filled with the 

breathy anticipation of Trudeau’s response. 

He had studied him, memorized his 

movements, mapped out the contours of their 

ideological battlefield with the precision of a 

man tracing his lover’s form beneath the 

moonlight. And now? Trudeau is a private 

citizen, unshackled from the Commons, 

sipping oat-milk cortados in Tofino while 

Poilievre stands, dumbfounded, in the 

wreckage of what he once believed to be a 

grand political love affair. 

Poilievre’s devotion ran deeper than mere 

opposition. It was personal. He had crafted 

entire speeches as love letters in reverse, each 

insult laced with the delicate venom of a man 

who spent too many nights staring at the 

ceiling, wondering why Trudeau had to be 

like this. He dissected Trudeau’s every move 

with the meticulousness of a scholar studying 

a sacred text, his voice trembling with a mix 

of frustration and reverence as he recited the 

latest Liberal blunder. He was invested. And 

like all great obsessions, his had grown until 

it consumed him, turning politics into a 

grand, star-crossed romance in which he and 

Trudeau were the only two players who 

mattered. 

But this was no mere political rivalry - it 

was a fixation that ran so deep, so fervent, 

that it was hard to tell where the loathing 

ended and the longing began. Every jeer in 

the Commons was delivered with the raw 

intensity of a man desperate to get under 

Trudeau’s skin, to be noticed, to be felt. His 

fury at Trudeau wasn’t just about policy; it 

was something deeper, something primal, 

something that kept him up at night, pacing, 

restless, burning. The energy Poilievre 

poured into hating Trudeau was 

indistinguishable from desire, the passion of 

a man who could never, ever look away. 

But the true act of betrayal came not from 

Trudeau himself, but from Mark Carney. 

Where JT had sparred with Poilievre in poetic 

barbs and overly-dramatic flourishes, Carney 

is a man of brutal pragmatism. And in one 

decisive stroke, he did what Poilievre had 

fantasized about for years: he killed the 

consumer carbon tax. No drawn-out battle, no 

dramatic final confrontation, just a quiet 

policy change, like a landlord replacing the 

locks on a tenant who was still convinced 

they lived there. 

Poilievre was left adrift, a man who had 

spent so long fixated on one target that he 

never stopped to ask himself what he would 

do if Trudeau ever stopped looking back. His 

speeches have lost their spark. His jabs at 

Trudeau, once delivered with the passion of a 

lover burning with lust, now feel empty, like 

a man muttering an ex’s name in his sleep. 

The magic is gone. The chemistry shattered. 

Poilievre still talks about Trudeau, but now 

it’s different. Before, his voice had that 

intoxicating mix of contempt and desperate 

longing, a hatred so intense it risked slipping 

into something else entirely. Now, when he 

brings up Trudeau, it has the energy of a bitter 

ex scrolling through their former partner’s 

Instagram, convinced that every vacation 

photo, every sunset backdrop, every well-lit 

selfie is somehow meant for them. He still 

calls Trudeau’s legacy a disaster, still accuses 

him of ruining the country, but there’s no fire 

in it. It’s perfunctory, automatic, the same 

way you might reflexively tell friends that 

you’re over an ex while repeatedly refreshing 

their social media pages at 3 a.m. 

But the electorate seems to have other 

ideas. They’re looking to the future, to new 

political realities, to the actual issues facing 

the country rather than Poilievre’s 

romanticized battle with Trudeau’s spectre. 

And that leaves him in a difficult position: 

clinging to a rivalry that no longer exists, 

trying to rekindle a fire that has burned out. 

If Poilievre wants to win, he’ll need to stop 

relitigating a love story that ended before he 

was ready. He’ll need to move on, to find a 

new muse in Carney or, heaven forbid, a new 

vision for Canada that isn’t just a reaction to 

the one Trudeau crafted before ghosting him. 

Until then, he’ll remain trapped in this sad, 

lonely loop: a man standing in the wreckage 

of a lost love, whispering Justin’s name into 

the void, waiting for a response that will 

never come. 

Scott 
Stephenson 
The Chaff

I
t was sad to read, in last week’s Citizen, 

that Don Pullen had died, although he 

survived until the good age of 87. 

I had heard of Don from the time I was in 

high school; then he became Agricultural 

Representative of Huron County in 1968. It 

was surprising, then, that when Jill and I 

moved to Clinton in 1970, when I became 

editor of the Clinton News-Record, that we 

discovered Don and Florence, their two young 

sons David and Michael and their Irish Setter 

dogs lived next door. We became friends, a 

friendship that continued because of our jobs, 

despite the fact we moved a few months later 

because we couldn’t stand the other disruptive 

family that shared our rented house. 

We later moved to Blyth to take over the 

Blyth Standard, get involved in the founding of 

the Blyth Festival and the initiation of the 

community-owned Citizen. Don and Florence 

moved to the farm they owned just east of 

town, after adding an addition to the tiny house 

on the farm. 

I regularly covered the Huron County 

Federation of Agriculture, first as editor of the 

News-Record, then The Standard and then 

when we started The Rural Voice in 1975. 

Often the Federation’s monthly meetings were 

in the old Ontario Ministry of Agriculture 

(OMAF) office in downtown Clinton. As 

OMAF grew larger, those offices became more 

crowded. 

During the David Peterson government from 

1985 -1990, Agriculture Minister Jack Riddell 

(also from Huron County) arranged for a new 

OMAF building to be built on the northern 

outskirts of Clinton. 

But in late 1990, Don decided to retire as 

Agricultural Representative after 22 years. He 

took a job as District Sales Manager for 

Pickseed, a job he held for another 23 years. 

 Although we had been casual friends, there 

were many things in his obituary that were 

news to me. I knew he had been brought up in 

Perth County, but I didn’t know that he had 

won the Queen’s Guineas at the Royal Winter 

Fair in 1958 for having the top 4-H calf in 

competition - an immensely prestigious award. 

The next year he was a delegate to the National 

4-H Conference. 

My wife’s sister, a student at University of 

Guelph, had Florence as an instructor there. In 

1961, Don and Florence married, a marriage 

that lasted until his death, more than 64 years 

later. David and Michael were born shortly 

thereafter. 

Don was a quiet man, despite the prestigious 

position he held, and I lost track of the many 

honours he received. In 1982, he was the first 

winner of the Distinguished Extension Worker 

Award from the Canadian Society of 

Extension. In 1978, when the International 

Plowing Match was held on the farm of Jim 

Armstrong, near Wingham, Don was 

instrumental in recruiting Neil Armstrong, the 

first man to walk on the moon and a farm boy, 

himself, from Ohio, to open the event. 

In 1984, Don was a recipient of the annual 

award of the Huron County Federation  

of Agriculture for his service to farmers.  

In 1991 he received awards from the  

Huron County Soil and Crop Improvement 

Association and the Maitland Valley 

Conservation Authority. 

As well as receiving awards, he gave  

them out. Still today young 4-H members  

are thrilled to receive the Don Pullen Award  

for having the highest overall score in Huron 

County, 

Don and Florence continued to raise sheep 

and prize-winning Irish Setters on their farm 

near Clinton until he was unable to stay on the 

farm because of his ill health. Florence was 

instrumental in the Bluewater Kennel Club 

Dog Show in Blyth, while it lasted. 

I remember doing stories in The Rural Voice 

on Michael when he ran a farm near St. Marys, 

and David, as Huron Forest Conservation 

Officer, has been regularly in the news. 

The Pullen family has made the kind of mark 

on Huron County that is remarkable and it’s 

hard to imagine what our lives would be like if 

Don and Florence had never come to Huron. 

But they did, and, one way or another, our lives 

have been shaped by their presence. 

It’s a shame that the Ontario Ministry of 

Agriculture and Food is a shadow of its former 

self, reduced in size and influence during the 

government of Premier Mike Harris. The 

Harris ideal was that farmers could get 

information they needed in the internet age, 

through online contacts in Guelph and 

therefore the ministry was unnecessary. But 

that ministry brought many leaders to rural 

counties who, otherwise, would never have 

influenced so many aspects of our rural lives. 

It’s hard to imagine what rural Ontario would 

be like without them - although we’re going to 

find out. 

Don Pullen has brought so much to Huron 

County in his modest way. I wish we could 

have a young Don Pullen to pick up some of 

the work he began.

Keith  
Roulston 
From the  
cluttered desk

They are never, ever, getting back together

What one unforgettable man can do
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