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    Gerald Jr. and His Very Important Stamp

    A Bedtime Story About Visa Bans and Administrative Law
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    Gerald Jr. was a very important rubber stamp.

He lived on a big oak desk in a very tall building.

And every single day, he had one very important job.

Stamp. Stamp. Stamp.

He was very good at it. He was very proud.

His ink was red. Perfectly, officially red.
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    One day, a very tall stack of papers arrived.

It wobbled. It swayed. It touched the ceiling.

"Oh my," said Gerald Jr.

There were forms for seventy-five countries. Seventy-five whole countries!

Gerald Jr. straightened his handle. He rolled up his little sleeves.

"I," he said, "am ready."
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    He stamped the first form. THWUMP.

But then he stopped.

He looked at the mark very closely.

That red was not quite right.

It was too orange. Or maybe too pink. He couldn't be sure.

Official red was a very specific red.

And this... was not it.
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    Gerald Jr. tried the next ink pad. Too dark.

He tried another. Too sparkly.

One smelled like cherries. That was definitely wrong.

He opened drawer after drawer. Crimson. Scarlet. Rose.

"None of these," he whispered, "are correct."

The stack of papers watched him quietly.

It did not help.
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    Gerald Jr. sat down with a very small sigh.

You see, a stamp must use the right color.

Rules have rules. And rules about rules have rules.

A very wise judge lived down the hall.

She heard the sighing.

She walked in, looked at the papers, and said, very gently:

"Gerald. These shouldn't be stamped at all."
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    Gerald Jr. looked up.

"But I have so many forms," he said.

"I know," said the judge. "But someone filled those out too fast. Without asking the right questions first."

She picked up the whole enormous stack.

Just like that.

Gerald Jr. stared at his now-empty desk.

It felt very clean. Very quiet. Very right.
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    Gerald Jr. put away all his ink pads, one by one, and fell fast asleep under a soft square of blotter paper.
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