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The money-changers and dove-sellers in Herod's Temple were probably nonplussed when Jesus 

started knocking over their tables and whacking them with a whip of cords and calling them a 

den of thieves. 

How were they supposed to know they were disgusting? 

I feel the same way about our state legislators. It is clear that they need to be scourged and 

cleansed and equally clear that they do not know it. 

Consider the problems of departing Speaker of the House Chris Donovan, whose congressional 

campaign has been staggered by accusations that it was willing to accept donations from the Roll 

Your Own (RYO) cigarette lobby in return for killing a bill that would have imposed new taxes. 

Set aside the question of whether Donovan deserves blame. Consider instead everything else that 

was going on. 

The RYO sputtered to its temporary death during the chaotic final hours of the session when the 

legislature behaves like a high school kid scarfing 5-hour Energy shots to finish a paper. Stupid 

and irresponsible things happen during those last-minute orgies. Many could be prevented by 

making the legislature actually work in the early weeks of a session, in which almost nothing 

happens. 

During those final days of psychosis, the RYO bill was not taken up. The stated reason: It had 

been marked by Senate Republicans as "a talker," meaning somebody from their caucus was 

prepared to go on and on about it. Bills like that don't get called when time is precious. Time is 

precious because everything is left to the last minute (see above) and the chambers have no 

ability to shut off debate. So just by threatening to talk a lot, one senator from a tiny corner of the 

state can kill a bill of importance. 

Otherwise, in those nightmarish final hours, leadership (the speaker, Senate president, majority 

leaders and a few others) has pretty much total power. There aren't really 187 lawmakers. There 

are six or seven. The rest are sheep who baa on cue. Sometimes they vote on a 500-page 



document that was made available to them six hours beforehand. So what are the chances they've 

read it? 

Let's say you were an average citizen who cared one way or the other about the RYO bill. First 

of all, you should have attended the public hearing except there wasn't one. (Who knows why?) 

And if you wanted to know what was happening to the bill. No way. That process is not meant to 

be subject to public scrutiny. It is meant to be part of a closed, tribal, fetishistic system in which 

you are not included. You have no idea whether the bill will be "called" (voted on). Or why or 

why not. 

As I'm writing this, I'm getting angry. This is our legislature. But the people in charge run it as a 

private club with a secret language. The faces and names change. The bad practices do not. 

The RYO bill rose from the dead at Tuesday's special session on "budget implementers." The 

implementers are supposed to be technical language, but they're actually a last chance for 

leadership to thumb their noses at public hearings and deliberation. Anything can be dumped into 

the implementers for any reason with no clue offered about where it came from. If voters 

understood how slipshod, arrogant and rotten this practice is, they'd march on Hartford with 

pitchforks. 

On May 31, FBI agents fanned out across the state and questioned legislators about how the Roll 

Your Own bill was handled. They visited state Rep. Pat Widlitz, a Guilford Democrat who 

strikes me as a smart, decent lawmaker but who must have sounded like she was hiding 

something 

"It is difficult to explain to the FBI, who more or less logically go from point A to point B to 

point C, about the legislative process, which goes round and round in circles," she told the 

Branford Eagle. "Sometimes it makes no sense to anybody in the outside world." 

Exactly. The "normal" everyday workings of the Connecticut legislature so closely resemble a 

street hustler's three-card game that an honest, earnest person explaining them would sound 

guilty. 

This is our temple. Where they pass our laws. We should cleanse it. 

 


