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Old Cutler Animal Clinic
Providing High Quality Veterinary Care in 

South Dade Since 1974

A Full Service Veterinary Hospital

Our entire staff is dedicated, trained and committed to provide 
the highest level of veterinary care for your pet.

General Medicine
Vaccinations
Surgery
Orthopedics
Dentistry
Radiology
ECG
Ultrasound
Senior Pet Health Care
Pharmacy

Air Conditioned Boarding
Microchips
Allergy Testing
Complete Laboratory Services
Grooming & Bathing
Flea & Tick Control Products
Prescription Diets
Premium Pet Foods
Pet Care Supplies

305-251-6151
20205 Franjo Road

Cutler Bay
William L. Harris, DVM

Mark Steele, DVM, JD, MPH

Get your own golf cart and cruise on down
the street... Take a vacation from your car!

WE HAVE HUNDREDS TO CHOOSE FROM.
Specializing in Western Carts, Ez-Go, Club Car, Yamaha,

Gem, Hummer & Cadillac

Dade Equipment Golf Carts
305-388-6000

WWW.GOLFCARTSMIAMI.COM
12340 SW 129 ct., Miami, FL 33186

Customize your Golf Cart
You Dream It, We Build It!

www.communitynewspapers.com

BBYY  EERRNNIIEE  SSOOCCHHIINN
Councilmember

I am ashamed to admit
that I got very few offers
as a result of my last arti-
cle offering myself for
sale. Actually I received

only one — a local highly respected
businessman who met me in a restau-
rant, opened his wallet and took out a
dollar. The problem was I didn’t have
any change to give him. 

Seriously, I think I may have offered
myself too cheap. I only asked for $2
million a year with a $4 million sever-
ance package. It seems the real players
in the world of big business would look
on this as small potatoes. They are in
the $20 million and $30 million bracket
and some in the nine-figure range.

I began to wonder just how much is
enough. Let’s say someone offered to
pay you or me $1 million a year. Could
we get by? To some like Bernie Maddox,
or any of the CEOs from GM, Ford or
Chrysler, that might be considered
chump change. I guess with a million
bucks a year I could buy whatever car I
wanted and be able to afford gas at
whatever the cost. I could buy a pretty
nice house or two or three. I could send
my wife to Sawgrass Mills every week to
find bargains that save me even more
money (or so she says).

What else could I do? Take some ten-
nis lessons and eventually go on tour;
buy one of those $5,000 bicycles that I
see advertised; spoil the heck out of my
grandchildren with even more toys;
hire someone to solve all my computer
problems so that I don’t end up bang-
ing my head against the wall while try-
ing to make myself understood in New
Delhi.

These are just a few of the things I
could do.

Now what about $20 million or $50
million? You see my point. What do they
actually need this much for? Are they
really that much smarter than we are?

The stock market says nahhh! Do they
work harder or longer hours than we
do? I doubt it.

So what do they do with all that
money? Some say that it will trickle
down to us. So far all that I have seen
trickle down is some gooey stuff all over
my car. I am going to stop feeding those
birds. Maybe I should stop feeding the
“fat cats” as well, but I don’t know how
to do that.

What about those brothers that
owned Pharmed, one of the most suc-
cessful distributors of pharmaceuticals
in the country? They had tons of money,
enough to even give a lot of it away to
charity, but apparently that was not
enough for them. Even after all the bad
news about them, dozens of highrank-
ing people in the community wrote let-
ters of support to the judge in the case. 

I will now promise that if I do receive
these millions that I ask for I will have a
cup full of change in my car to hand out
to those guys with the sparkling white
suits at all our intersections. I don’t
even know what they actually do, but I
will still contribute. I may even toss a
few coins to those guys in crisp military
fatigues on the corner. I don’t really
know what they do either. You see, with
a couple of million, I could afford be a
real nice guy.

I guess I could buy a dozen homes
and eight or nine cars and show the
other millionaires that I have more
than they do but then they might just go
out and buy even more. I think that to
some of those big-wheelers it becomes a
game of who has the most stuff.

I remember once owning Boardwalk
and Park Place with hotels. It was a
great feeling until the game was over.
It looks like the game may actually be
over soon. We’ll see. In the meantime,
I am upping my offer to $5 million per
year and a $20 million severance pack-
age. I have to start small you see and
hopefully work my way up. Cash may
be sent to me c/o this newspaper or
handed to me should you see me at a
local restaurant.

For high-priced CEOs:
How much is enough?


