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Well, it’s over. No more last-minute 
election ads, no more crabby letters to the 
editor. 

But I have to say that I’m a little let down 
after all the excitement. Frankly, both the 
candidates lacked a certain quality that I’d 
like to see in a president. A certain warmth. 
Fuzziness. A cuddle-worthy purr. 

That’s why I’m voting for Otto Leitz in 
the 2012 election, and not just because I’m 
related to him.  

Otto’s story is an archetypical American 
saga. Orphaned at birth by a single mother, 
he was raised by a family who recklessly 
syringed reconstituted kitten formula down 
his gullet until he gave up and grew ears 
and teeth. 

He learned to speak their language, al-
though there were many misunderstandings 
at first. He wasn’t afraid to summon assis-
tance (loudly) for things like climbing stairs 
and opening doors. 

He ignored comments like “freak of 
nature” and “weirdo” and (worst of all) 
“Manx” when people…even his own fam-
ily….thoughtlessly made bigoted remarks 
about his tail-challenged status. 

Otto exhibited a kind of supernatural 
calm under pressure even at a young age. His 
buddies were rough adolescents who ate tes-
tosterone strudel for breakfast and sometimes 
accidentally crushed him when they flopped 
down on the couch. He endured hours of 
raucous Xbox games with the patience of a 
Buddha. When the teenagers started pound-
ing on each other, Otto would simply move 
a few feet away and radiate an aura of such 
peace, tolerance and warmth that the teenag-
ers found it impossible to keep fighting and 
would start to rub his tummy.  

And so the teenagers grew to love Otto so 
much they took to pounding each other over 
who got to hold him. They fussed over him, 
held him on his back like a baby, and made 
up nicknames for him, like Ottoman and The 
Turk. They even started wearing him around 
their necks like a surfer bum’s mink stole and 
saying, Duuuuuude.

As he grew older, Otto developed a 
statesmanlike ruff, a bib of such immaculate 
whiteness that one couldn’t help but hearken 
back to the glory days of American politics, 
back before TV ads, an era when cravats, 
fancy mustachios, and mahogany paneling 
made the man. 

As he advanced in politics, Otto made 
an effort to adopt slightly more dignified 
reclining positions during formal occa-
sions, although he still insisted on a strange 
legs-splayed pose that showed off his fully-
developed jodhpurs. Although his family was 
horrified by the behavior, the pose quickly 
became a classic icon of American mellow-
ness. Here was a candidate who refused to 
adopt the uptight mannerisms, the stiff draw-
ing-room, pince-nez behavior of the political 
fat cat. (Ahem.) Here was, at long last, a truly 
accessible candidate, one not afraid to prove 
he was still one of the hoi polloi.

On a steady diet of countertop butterfat, 
stolen at night only because his uneducated 
blue-collar family refused to feed him the 
delicacies that suited his finely attenuated 
sensibilities, Otto soon found he faced dis-
crimination not only about his lack of a tail 
but about his weight. Still, he endured all the 
comments (“Is that cat pregnant?”) with an 
aplomb and sense of humor that rivals—dare 
we say it?—Oprah Winfrey’s. 

Otto’s still brushing up on world affairs, 
and although he admits it’s been really, really 
hard to understand the Bush Doctrine, he 
wants an immediate end to the labyrinthine 

citizenship requirements for Siamese and 
Chihuahuas. “They’re my people too,” he 
said.   

We ask YOU, America…who better to 
handle the liberal media than a cat who was 
raised in the newsroom of a small-town 
community newspaper? Otto’s been cutting 
his teeth on newsprint (“Will someone get 
that damn cat out of here?”) since he was a 
baby. He knows how to headbutt editors with 
such charm that they give up trying to move 
him off their keyboards, even when they’re 
on deadline. Now that’s exactly what kind 
of candidate we need to handle the tough 
questions of the Charlie Gibsons and Katie 
Courics of the world. 

Yes—Otto for President T-shirts will be 
available soon—and remember Otto’s slogan 
(or “Otto’s Motto,” if you will), which we 
believe is destined to become one of the most 
profound and meaningful campaign slogans 
of all time:

Peace. Love. Butter.
Otto’s press secretary can be reached at lisa@

southcountysun.com


