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Ad paid for by the Taxpayers for a Sensible Highway Barn.

Are you suffering from Highway Barn Fatigue?Sufferin
g?

You have a choice. Vote reject August 28. 

We all know that Lot 47 is the best place 
for the highway barn.

• Lot 47 is the only site big enough for both 
indoor and outdoor storage.

• The Highway Dept employees want the barn 
at Lot 47. They deserve it.

• Taylor Point is too visible – it’s Jamestown’s 
front door.

• A barn at Taylor Point will cost at least 
$200,000 more than at Lot 47.

• Ongoing operational costs at Taylor Point 
would be higher.

We’ve all heard the bogus arguments about 
a north end barn poisoning the wells.  Some 
people have been frightened by this, but most 
recognize it as a tactic by a few to keep the 
barn out of their neighborhood.

The uncertain threat of a frivolous lawsuit is no 
reason for taxpayers to spend more to build an 
inferior facility for the Highway Department.

If you vote for the Taylor Point barn, we’ll all 
suffer from Highway Barn Regret, forever.

Put the barn at Lot 47 - it’s the best cure 
for Highway Barn Fatigue.

Are you thinking of voting for the Taylor Point barn just to get it over with?

Don’t.

So join with your neighbors and REJECT the Taylor Point barn.

Music & Lyrics by Stephen Sondheim
 Book by Burt Shevelove and Larry Gelbart 

Now thru Sept. 2, 2007
Tickets - $39-$49

For tickets call 401-782-TKTS (8587)
or order online at www.theatrebythesea.com

We’re Back!
And Proud To Present One Of Broadway’s 

M A T U N U C K ,  R I

EXTENDED BY POPULAR DEMAND

 MUST END SEPT. 2ND 

GREAT SEATS NOW AVAILABLE!

By Sam Bari

You can’t 
beat a 
system 
you can’t 
understand

By Sam Bari
This could be the shortest col-

umn ever written, because only 
one thing that I know of scares me 
to the point of unspeakable terror 
. . . Snakes. There — I said it, and 
I’m starting to sweat. I hate snakes. 
I do not dislike snakes. I hate them 
with an unreasonable passion.

I know — you don’t have to 
tell me. My fear of snakes is with-
out doubt or argument, irrational. 
Nonetheless, being anywhere in 
proximity to the slithery creatures 
causes me to hyperventilate.

Writing about them might be 
therapeutic and help me get over 
my snakaphobia, or so I thought. I 
was wrong. Actually, the word for 
people like me, who loathe snakes 
with a preposterous fear, is ophid-
iophobic. However, I think ophid-
iophobia is much too diffi cult a 
word to remember or pronounce, 
so in my book, snakaphobia will 
do nicely. Snakaphobia is a per-
fect, all-encompassing term that 
will work for anyone who hates 
snakes as much as I do.

Whether my fear of snakes is 
reasonable is of little consequence, 
it is not unfounded. I have good 
reason to dislike snakes. They 
have not treated me kindly. 

People who say that poisonous 
snakes are more afraid of us than 
we are of them have not had the 
misfortune to inadvertently an-
noy a copperhead, rattlesnake or 
water moccasin. I assure you, if 
you are on the wrong side of their 
testy dispositions, they will make 
you pay.

I know this because I have 

been bitten by all three poison-
ous species. That’s right — three 
different snakes on three differ-
ent occasions have viciously at-
tacked me for about a thousandth 
of a second each. That’s how fast 
they are. It’s over in a fl ash, and it 
hurts. At fi rst, it feels as if some-
one punched you. But an hour 
later, trust me, if you are bitten, 
you’ll hate snakes too.

The oddity here is that most 
people don’t even know a person 
who has been bitten by a poison-
ous snake. Think about it. Ask 
your friends; you’ll fi nd this to be 
true. Nonetheless, I have been bit-
ten three times. I am beginning to 
feel as if the snake community is 
singling me out. The odds against 
being bitten by a poisonous snake 
are enormous.

The fi rst two experiences I will 
forgive because I was in their terri-
tory. The last snakebite was signif-
icant because he was on my front 
porch at my house in Fort Lauder-
dale, Florida. Can you believe it? 
A water moccasin was stretched 
out in front of the door enjoying 
the shade on a hot summer day. I 
walked out the door carrying an 
armful of packages, didn’t see 
him, and stepped right on him, ap-
parently in mid-nap. He was not 

happy.
I was wearing a pair of shorts 

and fl ip-fl ops, as many Floridians 
do in the middle of summer, so 
my legs were exposed. He bit me 
right on the calf. Had I not jumped 
away, he would have bitten me 
again, because he instantly coiled, 
ready to pounce.

When a snake bites you, the 
fi rst reaction is to run. Having 
been bitten before, I knew not to 
do this, because the consequences 
of speeding up your heart, which 
has already sped up as a result of 
the shock, are severe.

As calmly as I possibly could, 
I walked to my car and drove to 
the nearest hospital, which was 
about a mile away. I walked into 
the emergency room, went to the 
window and said “snakebite.” The 
nurse immediately took me inside. 
A doctor was there in an instant. 
I cannot deny that the service was 
superb.

Any stories you have ever heard 
about what they do to you in case 
of snakebite are probably not true. 
Snake venom is powerful stuff, so 
think about how strong the antive-
nom they inject into your unsus-
pecting veins with needles the di-
ameter of the average exhaust pipe 
has to be to neutralize it.

According to the medical pro-
fession, “antivenom serum is the 
only effective treatment for en-
venomation after snakebite.” How 
comforting. Unfortunately, it is so 
strong that “acute adverse reac-
tions to the serum are common and 
may include anaphylactic shock.” 
That’s medical talk for you could 

Things that scare me start twitching and fl opping around 
wildly on the fl oor after they stab 
you a few hundred times with the 
needles containing the antidote.

After the treatment, the doc-
tor asked a few questions, one of 
which was, “Do you know the 
species of the snake?” I told him 
it was a water moccasin. He then 
asked me how I knew. I said, “I 
read his identifi cation tag.” The 
doctor gave me one of those, “Oh, 
we have a wise guy here,” doctor 
looks and then asked if I brought 
the snake with me.

“Of course,” I replied. “He’s 

waiting in the car. He was kind 
enough to drive me over.” The 
doctor was not amused. I have 
no idea why he needed this infor-
mation, but he appeared to be in-
tensely interested in my answers.

Anyway, I have written my 
allotted number of words for 
the week. You know why I hate 
snakes, and I know you care. So I 
will close with: People who keep 
poisonous reptiles as pets are not 
exactly sick, but they are defi nite-
ly not well. They are just part of 
that system we can’t understand. 


