
Pummeled by the Strong Arm of the 

Financial Ruin 

By The Mogambo Guru 

10/26/10 Tampa, Florida – Casey’s Gold & Resource Summit reports that “Casey Research’s 

own resident economic genius Bud Conrad” is the “nonpareil whirling dervish of data points,” 

which is an odd descriptor, and I interpret it as meaning a guy who knows how to send you into 

cardiac arrest with “a mind-boggling sequence of charts and graphs covering virtually every 

aspect of the economy.” 

As informative as it is, I actually discourage watching this kind of thing, because when it is all 

over, my boss always wants to “de-brief” me on the thrilling presentation, starting out with her 

usual “We’re freaking doomed!” with me responding with, “That’s what I have been talking 

about for years and years! Hell, you’re the person who threatened to fire me if I didn’t shut up 

about how we are freaking doomed from a gigantic boom-bust cycle and persistent, grinding, 

terrifying inflation caused by the Federal Reserve creating so, so, so much money and the federal 

government spending that selfsame so, so, so much money!” 

I can still recall the first time I saw that look of incredulous befuddlement on her face as she said 

to me, looking me right in the eye, “How could I believe you? You are an idiot!” 

Of course, I protested that I was certainly not an idiot, and she comes back with, “Then how 

come you do such a lousy job at work all the time?” to which there is (I’m sure you will agree) 

no good comeback. 

Indeed, long experience has shown me that there is no adequate response to being told I am an 

incompetent and lazy employee, except to suddenly burst into tears and run crying and/or 

hysterically sobbing from her office so that she will be so embarrassed for me that she will avoid 

me for months. Hahaha! “Arrgghh! There’s method in me madness, matey!” 

Casey’s summation is that Mr. Conrad “succinctly spelled out the overall message for us: we are 

in the eye of the storm. That little bit of blue sky Washington is pumping up is no different from 

the patch of blue at the eye of a hurricane. The next arm of the storm is on the way.” 

And I will note with alarm that “arm of the storm” has a 38-inch bicep and enough punch to stop 

a runaway Mack truck, meaning that it will hit you so, so, so very hard that you will only have 

enough strength left to mumble, through a mouth full of blood and broken teeth before you are 

financially killed by inflation, “Get the license number of that Mack truck that just hit me!” 

Such a gruesome outcome is why you must be buying gold and silver, which are the only things 

that 4,500 years of history says will Save Your Butt (SYB). 

And it’s so easy that you can only say, “SMB? Whee! This investing stuff is easy!” 


