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I started working in my 
father’s business when 
I was 8 or 9 years old. 

I did the typical odd jobs 
kids do to earn a little extra 
money. By the age of 11 
or 12, I was interested in 
most of the aspects of the 
business. Sales appealed to 
my competitive nature. 

Tallying receipts and 
tracking revenues appealed 
to my penchant for 
working with numbers. My 
father’s business involved 
cameras, stereo equipment, 
televisions and other 
electronics, which gratified 
my desire to play with 
gadgets.

My father cultivated my 
interest and gave me more 
responsibility each year. By 
the time I was a teenager, 
my father had entrusted 
me with a fair amount of 
responsibility.

One day, a new 
supplier came to our 
business and presented 
me with a masterful sales 
presentation. I took the 
bait and committed to 
make a purchase that was 
much larger than prudent. 
I estimate the transaction 
amounted to more than 
$200,000 in today’s dollars, 
which was a pretty big 
commitment for a 14-year-
old kid.

When my father found 

out, he wasn’t happy with 
the deal, but he didn’t 
get upset. He used the 
deal to teach me even 
more about business. The 
merchandise I purchased 
was good and the price was 
attractive, but there were 
other considerations. The 
experience taught me about 
inventory management, 
cash flow and the expenses 
attached to short-term 
financing.

However, the important 
lessons I learned went 
beyond business principles. 
The laws of commerce 
don’t permit a 14-year-old to 
enter into a legally binding 
contract. All my father had 
to do to stop my deal was 
make a phone call. The 
manufacturer wouldn’t have 
attempted to enforce the 
contract.

My dad didn’t do 
that. Because he didn’t, 
I learned he would 
support the decisions 
I made, even if my 
decisions weren’t the 
best. I also learned the 
commitments I made 
created obligations for 
others. 

These were the 
most important lessons 
learned from my 
impulsive transaction.

Sunday is Father’s 
Day, and the holiday is 

an occasion to reflect upon 
the contributions our fathers 
have made to our lives. 
I could tell a dozen more 
stories about my father. I 
know that many of those 
reading this piece have their 
own special memories of 
their fathers.

As a teenager, I didn’t 
fully understand the 
importance of my father’s 
lessons. I certainly didn’t 
thank him often enough for 
the many lessons he taught 
me. As an adult, I have a 
better appreciation for the 
things I learned from my 
father.

Economists and 
sociologists have researched 
the role fathers play in 
determining the fortunes 
of their children. The 
topic has also captured the 
attention of the billionaire 

investor Warren Buffett. 
Mr. Buffett’s acumen 
extends beyond the world 

of investments. He 
has a keen interest in 
poverty and income 
inequality, and he has 
devoted considerable 
thought to issues of 
social justice.

A few years ago, I 
had the opportunity 
to have lunch with 
Mr. Buffett and a 
group of students. 
During lunch, he 
introduced the 
students to one of 
his more interesting 
constructs — the 
“Ovarian Lottery.” 
Imagine your place 
in the world will be 
determined by a 
lottery, something 
akin to Powerball. 

The first ball to drop 
determines whether the 
child will be born in Africa, 

Asia, Europe, the United 
States or elsewhere.

A second ball determines 
the income of the parents. 
A third ball determines 
whether the father will be 
loving and devoted to his 
children or prone to neglect 
and abuse. 

After the students had 
conceptualized the lottery, 
Mr. Buffett invited them to 
design the optimal economic 
system for the world, 
without knowing where 
they would fall in the social 
order.

If you were blessed 
with a loving father, you 
hit a bigger jackpot than 
anything you could win in 
the Powerball lottery. 

With Father’s Day on 
Sunday, it is a perfect time 
to thank your dad for your 
winnings.

Being blessed with a loving father beats winning any lottery
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Apparently, it’s news that Ann Coulter 
is a nasty piece of work.

I had rather thought that was the 
attraction, at least for those people who 
find her attractive. So forgive me for being 
mildly mystified by last week’s headlines 
about her most recent spasm of trash 
mouth — i.e., her attack on four women 
who lost their husbands in the Sept. 11 
attacks. 

But then, the attack is vicious even by 
Coulter’s standards: In her 
latest book, whose title 
you won’t read here, she 
savages the widows as “self-
obsessed” and “witches.”

“These broads are 
millionaires,” she writes, 
“lionized on TV and in 
articles about them, 
reveling in their status as 
celebrities and stalked by 
grief-arazzis. I’ve never 
seen people enjoying their husbands’ 
deaths so much.”

Evidently, the widows’ sins are that they 
pushed for an independent commission to 
investigate 9/11 intelligence failures, they 
are critical of the Bush administration, and 
they endorsed John Kerry for president.

The nerve of them.
Coulter’s tirade has drawn bipartisan 

condemnation — New York Democratic 
Sen. Hillary Clinton called it “vicious,” 
while the state’s Republican governor, 
George Pataki, declared Coulter “far worse 
than insensitive” — but c’mon. This is all 
part of the shtick for this chick. I mean, 
we’re talking about the woman who said 
Timothy McVeigh’s only mistake was 
in not blowing up the New York Times 
building and that we should invade Muslim 
countries, kill their leaders and convert the 
people to Christianity.

Frankly, it’s easy to do what Coulter 
does. Just say the most outrageous thing 
in the most inflammatory way. Just give 
moral and mental cover to that small-
minded, anti-intellectual strain of the 
electorate that recoils like Superman in the 
face of Kryptonite from complexity and 
incertitude. 

And when people call you on it, just 
wrap yourself in the flag and declare 
yourself a straight-shootin’ conservative 
under siege by that mean ol’ liberal media.

It plays like gangbusters in Peoria. And 
never mind that it’s a brazen lie.

Meaning that Ann Coulter is not reviled 
because she is conservative. Some of 
the best and most respected pundits in 
the country are conservative: George 
F. Will, Kathleen Parker and Charles 
Krauthammer, to name just three. 

They offer smart, snarky, cogent 
analyses of world and national events, 
and if you disagree with them, as I not 

infrequently do, you will be 
required to do some mental 
heavy lifting to dismantle 
their arguments. They 
challenge you.

No, Coulter is reviled 
because she is mean, 
malicious, the barbed-
wire frontwoman for a 
cabal of bloviators, bully 
boys and blowhards (Rush 
Limbaugh, Bill O’Reilly, 

Michael Savage and too many others) 
who are pleased to regard themselves 
as the guardians of conservatism’s soul. 
Conservatism’s soul should sue for slander.

But again, it plays in Peoria. And why 
not? It is loud, simple, stupid. Not unlike 
“The Jerry Springer Show.”

The nation’s political discourse has 
never been as polite and decorous as we 
like to think. Abraham Lincoln’s political 
foes called him a baboon, Lyndon Johnson 
once said that Gerald Ford played too much 
football without a helmet.

When, however, even widows (and 
orphans?) become fair game for a viperous 
harridan with an ax to grind and books to 
sell, maybe decent people should wonder at 
the lines we have crossed and the type of 
nation we have become in the process.

Coulter’s victims, by the way, felt 
compelled to release a statement. It said in 
part: “Contrary to Ms. Coulter’s statements, 
there was no joy in watching men that we 
loved burn alive. There was no happiness 
in telling our children that their fathers 
were never coming home again.”

In a better nation, that would go without 
saying.

Pitts, winner of the 2004 Pulitzer Prize 
for commentary, is a columnist for the 
Miami Herald. Readers may write to him 
via e-mail at lpitts@miamiherald.com, or 
by calling toll-free at 1-888-251-4407.

Ann Coulter: tall, blond, nasty
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