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CHAPTER 1  
   
 
January 19, 2009 
  
        The small flight of fighter bombers from Norfolk required time to get authorization to enter 
airspace above Washington.   President Rick Cox provided the necessary permission from his 
ranch in Texas.   While the process dragged, the jets continued circling south of the city.   
        The White House was filling with cameras and reporters for the press conference that had 
been scheduled by Senator Sheila Brinton.  Among the press corps were Harper Cole and her 
niece Sandy who’d flown into the city late the previous evening.  They’d had such trouble getting 
hotel reservations that they’d stayed miles away from the White House in a small motel in 
Alexandria, and had come into the city early in the morning via a cab in the rush-hour traffic.  
Harper had a press pass for her niece, and showed it to guards who saw through the deception 
because of the child’s age, but were amused by it.   
       Sandy was exhilarated.   She was with her aunt who was so exciting; she’d had a brief visit to 
the big city, and now she was in the White House.  She would have a fantastic tale for her family 
and friends in Illinois.   
      Sandy saw that her aunt was now talking agitatedly with the camera crew. 
      Sandy waited.   Ten minutes passed.  The noise of the crowd grew louder.  Then one of the 
doors behind the stage opened and immediately a hush came over the room. 
      Lorraine Nylandar, the senator’s chief of staff, entered the room first, followed closely by the 
press secretary, and then by Sheila Brinton.   Lorrie stood at the back of the room with the press 
secretary by her side; Sheila stepped up onto the stage, followed by two blue-suited Secret 
Service agents who appeared, it seemed to Sandy, from nowhere, and now stood closely at the 
Senator’s side.  She stepped up on the platform behind the podium and placing a sheaf of papers 
on the desk before her, looked out over the audience.  The room was entirely silent except for the 
low whirr of television cameras which came from a large semicircle in front of the podium 
      The Senator spoke for five minutes, and then pandemonium broke loose.  Pool reporters from 
the New York Times and the Washington Post ran from the room to file their stories.  Despite the 
fact that Senator Brinton was still at the microphone, in a severe breach of news conference 
etiquette, reporters for several networks jumped in front of their cameras and began to report on 
the Senator’s announcement.  Harper looked about her at what rival networks were doing, 
hesitated a moment, shook her head in frustration and stepped in front of the camera. 
 
   In a statement made just moments ago at a news conference held in the White House, Senator 
Sheila Brinton announced that she will be inaugurated as President of the United States 
tomorrow in a ceremony held on Capitol Hill.   She also announced that she is rejecting appeals 
by President Rick Cox and by Governor John Cox to vacate the White House, into which she 
moved yesterday afternoon.   Acknowledging that Rick Cox is still officially President, she said 
that she had moved into the White House only after he and his wife First Lady Virginia Cox had 
fully moved out of the mansion and offices, and that since she would be officially President 
tomorrow, it made no practical sense for her to vacate the White House at this time.    

We now return to live coverage of the Senator’s response to questions from the media.  
This is Harper Cole reporting from the White House for the American News Network. 
 
    The noise was starting to subside when a distant roar of jet engines was heard.   Initially, all 
ignored it, presuming that it was only the noise of passenger airliners leaving from Reagan airport 



and flying up the nearby Potomac River.   But the engines grew louder, and more frequent, almost 
as if the White House were being buzzed by aircraft.   So disruptive did the engine noise become 
that Sheila cut short her response to questions and prepared to leave the briefing room.  She 
stepped away from the podium and walked to the edge of the platform. 

As soon as the Senator left the platform, Harper warned her niece to be quiet and again 
stepped in front of the camera.  
     As she was recapping the now-concluded press conference, the noise of jet engines grew so 
loud that Harper was almost yelling into the microphone.  Then to her astonishment there were 
loud bangs!   
     For a moment all in the room were puzzled; were there balloons bursting? Was there a dolly 
carrying heavy boxes that had run over a curb?  Was there a nearby truck backfiring?  But quickly 
some reporters recognized the loud burst of near-by explosions and yelled a warning for people to 
get down.  Harper flinched and ducked instinctively, as did everyone in the room, except her 
cameraman, who sensing great shots, set his personal safety aside. 
      In the camera’s eye was Harper bending down and looking up over her shoulder to see what 
was happening.  Behind her, clearly visible to the camera, and the source of an instant adjustment 
of lens focus by the cameraman, was Sheila Brinton, suddenly closely surrounded by secret 
service agents, their faces grim and determined as they rushed her from the stage. As she stepped 
down, hearing a loud explosion with plaster rained from the ceiling, she lifted her right arm with 
her hand clinched in a fist, looked up to the ceiling from which plaster was falling, and shouted 
over the uproar, “Damn you, John!” 
     The cameraman’s face broke into a wide smile; these were great visuals.  There was another 
loud explosion, and Harper felt as if she were rising a bit off the ground.  People screamed and 
pushed each other toward the exits.  Harper watched in terror as her niece disappeared in a cloud 
of debris and smoke.   
 
Sick to her stomach, Harper couldn’t think, for this was madness,  it was impossible! 
 
America’s second civil war had erupted. 
 
        



 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER 2 
 
 
Four months earlier  
Cambridge, Massachusetts 
 
 
  
 The lawns and hedges were perfectly manicured and the trim on the majestic 18th century 
buildings carefully retouched. Harvard University always kept its grounds immaculate, but today 
the beauty of the historic campus struck the professor anew. He slowed to admire the setting 
where he had attended college some twenty years earlier. Even the weather had cooperated for 
this, the first day of classes. The September day was warm in the sun with cool breezes that 
announced the end of the summer. 
 Ted Clarke caught himself daydreaming and started. He was due in class momentarily 
and it was on the other side of campus. Harvard frowned on tardiness. It simply wasn’t done. 
 Clarke wondered for a moment if it had been such a good idea to insist on teaching this 
class. When he’d first thought of the idea, it had seemed like a home run, a no-brainer.  He’d been 
worried for some time about the country, which had been exhibiting some danger signs as the 
electorate became more and more polarized. The election was in November. What if it was 
another tie? 
 Bruce Wolcott, his department chair, had accused him of fear-mongering. “Good grief, 
Clarke, what are you going to accomplish by scaring these kids to death? You’re creating 
problems that don’t exist. And what happens if word gets out that Harvard University thinks this 
country is on the brink of a civil war? Can you imagine the repercussions? The Dean will have 
my head!” 
 Clarke had persisted and finally threatened to quit. That, he knew, was his trump card; 
Harvard did not like other universities poaching its talent and Clarke was highly regarded in 
academic circles, having predicted the 9-11 attacks in an academic paper a decade before. The 
paper, published in a prestigious journal, had been controversial and even widely ridiculed in the 
press. Thank God he’d already gotten tenure by then or he would have been out in the street on 
his backside. At any rate, after the World Trade Center attack in 2001 had proven him right, his 
reputation had soared.  Reporters these days were quite respectful. Eventually, Dean Wolcott had 
capitulated and agreed to his offering the class, as Clarke had expected him to do.  Besides, the 
timing was perfect – the election was in November. That would give students a month to analyze 
the results for their final project. 

Clarke strode into the classroom where a large student audience waited with anticipation 
becoming tinged with annoyance at the professor’s lateness.   He went to the podium at the front 
of the room and began talking as he opened his papers.  “Welcome to ‘Civil Wars: Causes and 
Parallels in 21st Century America’. I’m Ted Clarke and I’ll be your professor.  In this course, 
we’ll try to discover what civil wars all have in common and identify the root causes and warning 
signs along the way.  Then we’ll consider a catalyst: a disputed presidential election. Could such 
an event lead to violence and possibly war in America? It’s a multi-faceted question and I’ll 
expect a thorough analysis from each of you by the end of October. Of course, we will draw 



heavily upon America’s own civil war history. Then we’ll observe the coming election and use 
the short-term results for our final project, which will be 70 percent of your grade. Does anyone 
have any questions?” 
 Hearing none, Clarke began his first lecture about civil war. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



       The final set of billboards featured enormous photographs of the pastor of the church, a 
middle-aged white man who was so well-groomed -- as if he came right out of a Manhattan 
stylist’s studio, thought Harper --that he looked much younger.   
     They stopped at a desk where casually dressed people hunted through a computer file for their 
names and then printed and handed them name tags.    
     “It’s a form of security,” her brother confided to her.  “We called yesterday to say that you’d 
be with us, so you have a badge.” 
    Harper nodded.  “Are there security personnel?” she asked.  
    Frank nodded toward a niche in the wall of the sanctuary a few yards away where in the 
shadow stood a tall man in a dark suit with a radio wire running from his waist to his ear. 
    They entered the sanctuary -- an enormous auditorium, semicircular in form, entered by 
numerous gates from the rear, about midway up the stands so that some people entered and turned 
to walk up steps to their seats and others turned to walk down.  It reminded Harper of a large 
enclosed football stadium.   There was an extensive stage at the front of the auditorium, television 
cameras suspended from the great dome of the ceiling, huge screens hung above and behind the 
stage, facing at angles toward the congregation; two sets of bleachers, one on each side of the 
stage, which held different choirs, one set a bit higher than the other so that the front of the 
auditorium was not exactly symmetrical.  On the stage was a long row of chairs facing the 
audience, and in the middle stood a large podium which served as pulpit, lectern and whatever 
other purpose might be desired.  The cameras were able to focus directly on it and the screens 
displayed the speaker who stood behind it.   An enormous but simple cross hung at an angle 
behind the podium.  There was no crucifix, and no altar.  It was a Christian church, but one that 
was Protestant and evangelical. 
      Her brother whispered to her, “This auditorium holds 15,000 people and is filled twice each 
Sunday morning.  It takes half-an-hour for the auditorium to fill.”   She noticed that people were 
dressed casually.  It was a largely adult crowd, mostly in couples and with their children.  Fifteen 
minutes before the service was scheduled to begin, with the auditorium about one-third full, a 
choir filed in to the lower bleachers on the stage and began to sing hymns softly.   
     Harper felt uncomfortable, despite the fact that she was in the same town where she had grown 
up.  But she was now a New Yorker, at least well on her way to being one, and she was acutely 
aware of how awkward she was in this rustic cultural environment. 
        The pastor mounted a large mahogany pulpit at the side of the stage which was flanked by 
two enormous television screens.  Despite the fact that he was almost invisible to the 
congregation by virtue of his distance from them, he could be seen by all. 
      The sermon began with a discussion about the meaning of Jesus’ life, and then, to Harper’s 
surprise, turned to the nation’s upcoming presidential election.   The pastor denounced abortion 
and those who support it.   He rejected homosexuality and rights for gays.  He declared marriage 
for gays an abomination.  He condemned Islamic terrorism and declared Christianity the sole 
truth.  He welcomed the parishioners to salvation.   But the words that would stick in Harper’s 
mind in the coming months came near the very end of the sermon.   
    “Do not be mislead,” the pastor urged his listeners, “by people who say that it better to have an 
experienced person as president than one who is less experienced.  Do not be misled by those 
who say it is better to have a person who is knowledgeable about economic and foreign issues, 
than one who has less knowledge.   The truth is that it is better,” the pastor pronounced 
vigorously, “to have a Christian believer in the White House than a person with experience or 
knowledge.   As a believer, John Cox will make the right choices for our country.  He will be led 
by God.  He will be an agent of Christ.  To oppose him is the work of the Devil.  It is our 
responsibility to vote and it is our responsibility as Christians to talk to our neighbors, our co-
workers, our family, to get them to vote with us.” 



     Eventually the pastor completed his sermon.   The two choirs rose to their feet, the spotlights 
turned to a large American flag. The congregation rose as if one, and Harper stood with them, and 
led by the choir and the orchestra broke into a fervent chorus of “God Bless America.” 
        Harper was still shocked.   She’d never before seen this close intermingling of religion, 
patriotism and politics before.  This had all developed in the decade since she went away to the 
east to school, and it hasn’t happened in the east.   
     “When did you start singing “God Bless America” at the end of the service?” Harper asked her 
sister-in-law. 
       “We’ve always done that at this church,” her sister-in-law replied smiling. 
        “Well, how long have you gone to this church?” 
        “Since it was built.” 
         “When was that?”  
        “About nine years ago.  It must have been soon after you left.” 
 When the sermon was over, the pastor approached Harper and her family.   “I’ve heard 
about you,” the pastor said to Harper.  “You must be careful where you are, because you live 
among the Godless secularists.   We,” and he indicated her brother and sister-in-law who were 
standing close by, “are praying for you.” 
 
Harper was speechless.    
  



 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER 7 
 
 
New York City, New York 
 
 

The American News Network’s flagship news show was losing ratings.  Harper heard 
rumors that the network’s top executives – who occupied the next floor up above the news studios 
in the building -- were upset and going to do something.    
      Harper was dispatched to Los Angeles to cover a meeting between representatives of the two 
presidential campaigns over the rules for a series of presidential debates.    
         On her second morning in L.A., Sarah, a close friend of Harper’s at the network, phoned her 
from New York. 
        “There’s news,” Sarah said. 
        “What?” Harper asked. 
        “Our news director has been fired.” 
      “Is there a replacement?” Harper asked Sarah. 
      “That’s the interesting part,” Sarah said.  “The new Director is Jamie Sawyer.” 
     “The foreign correspondent!?” Harper asked in surprise. 
      “Yes.  Isn’t that something?!” Sarah was excited that she could startled Harper with the news. 
       “But he’s never been a news director before.” 
       “I know.  That’s what’s so amazing.” 
       “Why would the brass chose him to be news director?” 
       ‘We’re all speculating about that,” Sarah confided.   “Some people just think that the brass 
must be desperate, or that they have someone else in mind, an experienced news director from 
another network or from one of the major market local stations.” 
      “Maybe,” Harper said. 
       “But Mirla Pavao has an interesting idea.” 
       “What does she think?” Harper spat out the word “she”; any mention of her nemesis and 
Harper was instantly on guard. 
       “Mirla thinks that the brass thinks Jamie will be a top news director in the future, and thought 
that it’s already so late in the presidential campaign, and we’re so far behind in ratings, that they 
might just as well give him on the job training now rather than send him to a news director 
position at some local affiliate to get experience before bringing him up.” 
         “Sounds like she may know that ‘s the story,” Harper said.   
        “You think she might have inside information?” Sarah asked. 
        “Sounds like it to me.” 
        “Could be.  Mirla’s a pretty woman, and she gets around.  But she’s also smart.   She could 
have figured this out herself; if it’s correct.” 
          Harper said nothing.   She wasn’t pleased to hear her best friend praising her rival. 
         “But there’s one other thing about Mirla,” Sarah added.   
         “What?” 
        “I think she’s interested in Jamie.” 
        “You mean, girl-boy interested?” Harper was caught off guard. 



        “Yes.  That’s what I mean.” 
        “Are there rumors…?” 
        “Yes.” 
          “That’s interesting,” Harper responded. If Mirla was her rival, and she was having 
something with Sawyer, Harper might get stabbed in the back.   “Sarah may be wanting to let me 
know the danger; that’s why she’s telling me all this in such detail now, before I get back to New 
York.  She’s a good friend.” 
       “Do you know him?” Harper asked 
       “Yes, I  know Jamie,” Sarah responded.  “He’s been in here a few times to discuss stories; 
and we’ve had him in sometimes for briefings on events abroad.” 
       “So, what’s he like?” Harper prodded her friend. 
    “He’s a very interesting character,” Sarah said.  “He’s in his mid-thirties, his family is well-to-
do, but he’s not been interested in the family businesses and he’s wanted to do something with his 
life.  So he traveled abroad a lot in college and just after, he forged a press pass and went not to 
the resorts or even to the usual tourist attractions, but to rough places.  He began to do some 
reporting from war zones and places where there were natural disasters.  The news organizations 
picked him up and gave him a real press pass because he would go to those dangerous places, he 
was perceptive, and he was reliable.  About five years ago our network put him on full-time.  
He’s been great!” 
      “Interesting,” Harper mused.  “What else?” 
      “I don’t know him that well.  I know he’s been married once, to a woman who traveled with 
him abroad.  She caught a tropical disease in the headwaters of the Amazon.   In the US the 
doctors could never exactly identify it or treat it. She got very sick, and was bedridden.  Jamie 
treated her very well; he was planning to stay with her in the US until she recovered and told us 
he was going to resign.  But she told him she was getting better and that he should go back to his 
reporting abroad.  She said that as soon as she was well, she’d join him again and it would be like 
before for them.  The story is that she told him she’d join him in three months.” 
    Sarah paused. 
     “What then?” Harper urged her impatiently. 
     “Then…then,” Sarah seemed to be having difficulty talking. ”Then…” She finally had her 
voice, “Jamie went abroad and on the date they’d set, he waited for her in Cairo.  She didn’t 
come, but he got a call from her father.  She’d died that day.  And she’d told her father to tell him 
that now she’d be with him in spirit.” 
     “I’m sorry,” she said to Harper; “it’s just such a sad story.” 
     “I’ll say,” Harper said, upset herself. 
    “They say that Jamie’s wife knew all along that she was going to die in about three months – 
the doctors had told her that.  But she didn’t want him to stay there and suffer with her.  So she 
got her doctors not to tell him the truth and her family to hide it from him – they all pretended 
that she was recovering.   They did it because it was her final wish.” 
       The two women were silent for a while.   
      “Actually, there’s something I forgot to tell you.,” Sarah said.  “Because Jamie’s had no 
experience in management, the brass are doing something different.  Jamie will be the news 
director – he’ll decide what’s going on the air and who does it and what our frame for the stories 
is, but he’ll not actually manage us.  We’ll report to Jamie’s boss directly, one of the brass on the 
upper floor.  So in a sense, we’ll be peers of Jamie’s, but he’ll the top peer, if you see what I 
mean.  All us pigs will be equal, but he’ll be more equal than the rest of us.” 
       “I see,” Harper said.  
      “One final thing,” Sarah said. 
      “What?” 
       “Mirla is very interested in Jamie.” 
      “What?” 



      “She’s always made a play for him whenever he visited us from abroad.” 
      “Doesn’t she have enough men already?” Harper asked. 
      “Don’t be a cat,” Sarah responded.  “And there’s always room for one more.” 
      “Well…” Harper sighed. 
      “Remember,” Sarah said as she got ready to hang up, “You’re likely to hear from Jamie 
soon.” 



 
       
 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 8 
 
 
Cambridge, Massachusetts 
 
 “What are some of the conditions that have preceded civil wars?”  
 Hands shot up.  
 “Clancy, why don’t you get us started this morning,” Clarke said, acknowledging the 
gangly teen. Clancy Devon had a mind that devoured difficult physics problems in the time it 
took most people to scan the headlines of the morning paper. The straight ‘A’ student had always 
wanted to become an astronaut, but alas -- ! His six-foot-four-inch frame had rendered that an 
impossible dream. 
 “Well, Abdelaziz Testas showed that there is a strong correlation between economic 
decline and civil conflict,” he began. “Specifically, rising inequality, falling productivity and 
rising unemployment contribute to political instability.   

“In Algeria, for example, the government unwisely allowed the economy to become 
dependant on oil. After oil prices collapsed in the early ‘80s, Algeria experienced rapid inflation 
and the doubling of food prices. The government also ran out of money for food assistance, which 
had come from the oil. In 1988 young people rioted, igniting a civil war that lasted for years. Ten 
years later an estimated 80,000 people had been killed in the conflict.” 

“Yes, but that war was about other issues as well,” said a well-modulated voice from the 
back of the room. “It became a war about religion, for one.” 

Students in the front rows twisted to see Emma Collins, a star on the debate team, 
gesturing as she spoke. 

“So, Emma, are you suggesting that economic factors can be a catalyst, but that the 
conflict can morph into something else entirely?” asked Clarke. 

“Of course,” said Emma calmly. “The American civil war was initially about the South 
right – or lack of it – to leave the union, but when Lincoln risked losing support from the North 
for the fight to keep the south in the union, he changed the issue to a moral one about slavery.   
By doing so, he gathered a whole new source of support in the United States and abroad.” 
 Clarke nodded with appreciation for the comment.  Then he led the discussion back to its 
earlier topic.  “A widening gap between the rich and the poor can destabilize the political 
landscape,” he said.  “What other causes are there for civil war?”  
      Clarke paced in front of the blackboard and began writing as students offered suggestions. 
  “Well, Lincoln once said that there has to be something that people value more than war, 
that they are willing to tolerate a war in order to get,” said Will Harris, a well-liked junior. 
 “So what are some of those things?” 
 “Well, a moral cause is one,” replied Will, “like ending slavery.  And religion is certainly 
another one.  That’s what has fueled the civil war in Iraq. The Sunnis and Shiites hate each other 
and have for generations.  That’s how our troops got caught in a civil war there.” 



 “That’s an interesting example,” Clarke said. “What about religion in the United States? 
Could it ever lead to violence?” 
 The class grew very quiet. No one broke the silence for several minutes. 
 “Well, it already has,” said Emma. “Three abortion clinics in the Northeast were bombed 
just this year. In 2005 and 2006 there was that string of church fires across the South. People get 
very emotional about religion.” 
 “That’s because the born-again Christians believe that God won’t bless America while 
we have so many sinners,” said Clancy. “They think they have to convert everyone else for the 
good of the country, and that church and state shouldn’t be separate.” 
 “Well, can you blame us?” asked a redhead in the second row. “It seems to be against the 
law to even mention Christmas in a government setting and there are those who think it should be 
against the law to say the Pledge of Allegiance in school, or to allow school prayer! And 
remember back in 2005 when Catholic priests here were vilified in the press for trying to pressure 
the legislature to ban gay marriage? How can anyone say this is a free country if we aren’t 
allowed to live by our convictions?” 
 “You can live by your convictions,” Clancy was getting red in the face. “But don’t force 
other people to live by your beliefs, and cut the holier-than-thou bit.” 
 “OK, enough,” Clarke said. “Does anyone want to contribute another factor that can lead 
to civil war? 
 Clancy and the redhead glared at each other.  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER 9 
 
    
 
     Before the staff meeting announcing Jamie as the network news director, Jamie took Harper 
aside and said, “I think we ought to talk through some of this.” 
   “Fine,” Harper replied. 
    “Maybe not here,” Jamie suggested. 
   “Oh?” Harper said. 
   “Why don’t we get together for dinner tonight? We have a lot of business to discuss. You 
choose the place,” said Jamie. 
   “Fine,” Harper agreed. 
    When Jamie had left, Harper went to the small cubicle that served her as an office and sat 
thinking. 
     Then she looked for Sarah. “Have you any idea what kind of food Jamie likes?” 
       “I’m not sure,” she told her. “But I’ve heard he has an affinity for fine wines, and knows 
quite a bit about them.” 
      “Oh, so I can just get him drunk!” Harper said.  “That’s not such a bad idea.” 
      Sarah shook her head as if to say, “no” but Harper ignored her, lost in thought. Then she said, 
“I’ve been thinking, and I have another plan.  Can I use your phone?” 
     Sarah nodded affirmatively. 
     Harper picked up the phone and dialed information for the phone number of an up-scale 
restaurant not far from the Network’s offices.   
     To the reservations clerk she asked for a reservation and was turned down.   Three more calls 
were unsuccessful. 
    “It’s hard to get last-minute reservations in Manhattan,” Sarah told her. 
     Harper persisted and finally found a restaurant in which the reservations person said they’d 
had a cancellation and had a table for the evening.  Harper made the reservation, then she asked to 
talk with the maitre-d. 
       To him she introduced herself.  “My name is Harper Cole.  I’m coming for dinner tonight 
with a friend.    What is your best wine?.....Do you have different vintages of the wine?...Good.  
Then would you….”  
      As Sarah listened to Harper’s side of the conversation her eyes widened and a broad smile 
spread across her face.  By the time Harper hung up, Sarah was laughing.  “I’d love to be here to 
see this,” she said.   
     Harper smiled at her in a conspiratorial way.     



 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER 10 
 
 
 
 
 
    That evening Harper and Jamie met at the restaurant for dinner.  They were greeted by the 
maitre’d. 
      “I’m Harper Cole and I have a reservation,” she told him. 
      “Ah, yes, Ms. Cole.  Your table is ready.” The maitre’d gave Harper a knowing smile which 
Jamie missed entirely as he looked around the busy restaurant.     
    The maitre’d handed Harper and Jamie to a young woman who was dressed in a black sheathe 
and who led them to a secluded table.   
     Soon the wine steward brought a wine list. 
    Jamie reached for it, but Harper motioned his hand aside saying politely, “If you don’t mind, 
I’d like to look at it.  You’re my guest tonight, remember?” 
     Jamie was startled and drew back his hand quickly, but the twinkle in Harper’s eyes as she 
looked at him reassured him. 
     He put his hands in his lap and watched attentively as Harper studied the wine list and the 
steward stood motionless by her side. 
       Deliberately, as if thinking carefully, Harper closed the thickly padded jacket in which the 
many pages of wines were listed and placed it on the tale before her.  “Please bring us…,” she 
said, ordering a very expensive wine, and as the steward smiled and said, “Very good choice, 
Madam,” Harper added, “Vintage 1978.” 
       Jamie’s eyes widened as he listened to her.  “That’s a fine wine,” he told her.  “I didn’t know 
you knew so much about wine.” 
      “I don’t,” Harper responded modestly. 
       They began to discuss business. 
      Soon the wine steward arrived with the bottle of wine Harper had ordered.  He uncorked it.  
Jamie lifted his glass to test the wine. 
     But Harper lifted her hand to tell him to pull his glass back.  “I’d like to taste the wine,” she 
told him. 
     Jamie withdrew his hand with a puzzled expression on his face as     Harper raised her own 
empty wine glass toward the wine steward.  

Carefully he poured a small amount of a rich, red liquid into her glass. 
      As carefully, Harper lowered her glass, then gently swished the liquid around in it.  She 
brought the glass under her nose and delicately sniffed the aroma of the wine.  From the corner of 
her eye, she noticed that Jamie was watching her closely.  She let her face wrinkle in just the 
faintest hint of uncertainty.   Then she lowered the glass to her lips and tipped the liquid forward 
to just touch her tongue, rather as the tide touches a sandy beach when it turns.   
       She let the uncertainty in her expression grow a bit, then opened her mouth and took a sip of 
the wine.  She sloshed the wine about in her mouth, tasting it and savoring it aroma.   



      Then she let the uncertainty in her expression deepen markedly.  She put the glass down in 
front of her, almost all the wine remaining, and looked with irritation at the steward, who was 
watching her intently.  So, she noticed again from the corner of her eye, was Jamie. 
   “I’m sure I ordered the 1978 vintage,” Harper said softly but very firmly to the steward.  “This 
is the 1979 vintage.” 
     The steward’s eyes grew large.  “I’m sure that’s not right, Madam,” he said.  “I’m sure…” but 
as he spoke he unwrapped the bottle from its towel.  He studied the label.  Then he looked up at 
her and said, “I’m very sorry, Madam, but you are right.  This is the 1979 vintage.  I must have 
picked the wrong bottle from our racks.  I’ll be back in just a moment with the proper vintage.” 
      As he turned to hurry away Harper nodded her head to show that she was content that he 
should go on his errand. 
       As the steward departed, Harper turned to look at Jamie.  He was staring at her with complete 
astonishment.       “I think he’ll bring us the right bottle this time,” Harper told Jamie with the 
confidence of a person who knew just what she was doing. 
She smiled ingratiatingly at Jamie. 
      “I had no idea you had such a fine palette for wine!” Jamie said to her, his expression full of 
admiration. 
      Harper nodded modestly. 



 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER 11  
 
 
 
      This is Harper Cole with your American News Network update.  It is 3:00 pm in New York 
City and we are just outside a political rally on the Upper East Side. 
 
 
       Harper was outside with a camera team of two, a cameraperson and a lighting person.   
     Suddenly an older man ran out from the brownstone next door, anger on his face.  “You 
can’t park here,” he barked pointing at the news van in front of a store-front political office.  
“Move that truck or I’ll call the police.” 
 About this time Harper saw her cameraman, a thin young gay man, trembling at the 
man’s anger. 
 She went up to the man.  “This,” she told him, “is a political office.  It has rallies.  We are 
press people who’ve come to cover a rally that will begin in an hour or so.” 
 Again the man started his tirade. 
 “If you don’t like crowds,” Harper asked, “why did you buy a house next to a political 
party’s office?” 
 He continued to rant and rave.  His wife came out onto the front steps of the house and 
called to him to quit being an pain and come home. 
 He kept complaining. 
 Harper smiled at him and said, “If you don’t like this tiny parking problem,” and she 
pointed to the network’s van, sitting alone on the street in front of the office, “what are you going 
to do when hundreds of cars arrive for the rally and every inch of street for blocks in each 
direction is filled with cars?” 
 At that the man grumbled and turned and went back to his house. 
 The press party continued unloading.  Then a dog happened by and took a dump on the 
sidewalk in front of the office.  Harper looked at it.  The cameraman looked at it, then at Harper, 
and said, “I know what you’re thinking.” 
 “You’re right,” Harper answered, “take that mess and put it on his door step over 
there.” 

 



 

 

 

 

 
 
 

CHAPTER  12   
 
 
      This is Harper Cole.  It is 7:00 pm in New York, 4:00 pm in Los Angeles, 9:00 pm in London 
and 2:00 am in Baghdad.  This is the American News Network nightly news.  The first of two 
Presidential debates is about to begin. Good evening to you all. 
 
 
     Sheila and John were both nervous and on their guard.  They had never met each other and 
eyed each other warily before the debate began.  Walking onto stage, they shook hands 
perfunctorily and went to their respective podiums.   
    Sheila was short, well-dressed in a black pant suit with a blue blouse, her brownish-
blonde hair in short and bobbed, her complexion smooth and glowing; she looked good.  Her eyes 
were bright and quick; her expression intelligent; her bearing was of a person in charge; she was 
alive; alert.   She had a certain charisma that came from her energy and her status as a celebrity.   
When she entered the stage a group of young people in the audience stood and screamed, rather 
as if she were a rock star.  It was a strange combination of qualities that now constituted the 
public figure of Senator Sheila Brinton, Harper thought:  celebrity, tough-minded defender of 
America, visionary proponent of a better society and a better world.   
    John had no such well-defined public persona.  He stood much taller than Sheila, and in 
comparison to her on the stage he gained height – he looked a larger man than he was.  “The 
country doesn’t know him,” Harper thought, “like it does Sheila, though it knows John’s family, 
so this is very important exposure to him.  He’s handsome and comfortable, a little chubby and 
soft, not at all threatening.”  

 Standing near Sheila, John looked a bit like a teddy bear; perhaps a high school coach, 
friendly and approachable.   He had clever eyes, but none of the alert, intelligent energy of Sheila.  
He looked a middle American, rather like a small businessman –hard-working at making small 
things go well for the average citizen, dedicated to his role as a public official, with no real 
concept of a broader context.   
  To Harper, used to brothers in the military and to CEO’s of big business, neither Sheila 
nor John seemed accustomed to command, nor a natural leader.   They appeared the agents of 
special interests; masters of posturing about the public good rather than of authentic leadership. 
     But they were both pleasing politicians, she admitted to herself, and both looked good this 
evening. 
     The debate passed without event.   Sheila was articulate, well-informed, middle-of-the-road, 
reasonable – no wild-eyed revolutionary as the Republicans claimed. 
 John was cuddly, enough informed, losing point after point in the exchange with Sheila, 
but pressing his big themes about morality and defense.    
      Sheila was unable to plaster him with his brother’s unpopularity; nor was John able to darken 
her with her husband’s scandals.    



       As the debate ended and the cameras turned away, both candidates visibly relaxed.   
      Without premeditation, Sheila emerged from behind her podium and crossed the stage to 
where John stood looking about, uncertain as to what his next move should be.   He saw her 
coming and came out from behind his podium to meet her.   
    They shook hands, and eyed one another.  “You were very effective,” Sheila complimented 
him.   
     He looked at her with surprise; then smiled at the unexpected compliment and replied, “You 
were as effective, Senator,” he said, “as you are now gracious.” 



 
 
 
 

CHAPTER 13 
 
 
 
 
Cambridge, Massachusetts 
 

Professor Ted Clarke looked around the room. Several students had eagerly raised their 
hands and he knew from experience that they would have original and thought provoking answers 
to the question he had just posed. But that wasn’t unusual -- after all, this was Harvard University, 
which accepted only the best and brightest students from around the globe. They stimulated and 
challenged him while he pushed them to think beyond the backgrounds from which they came. 
 His eyes alighted on an African-American woman sitting in the first row who did not 
have her hand up. “Well, Emma, what do you think?” 
 The girl gracefully unfolded herself from the chair. “While I agree with you that there are 
certain similarities between the present time and the American Civil War, I don’t believe they are 
significant enough to bring us to the brink of a military conflict. I acknowledge that America 
seems more divided than it has been for a very long time. The last two elections haven’t served to 
increase the public’s faith in the system, but Americans aren’t willing to resort to violence in the 
pursuit of a partisan victory at the polls.”  
 “I think you have blinders on, Emma,” said a voice from the back. Will Harris leaned 
forward. “The chances are high that the election  will be a tie. Do you really think that the people 
will allow the Supreme Court to hand the presidency to conservatives again, or that they will 
tolerate another voting fiasco like Ohio or Florida?” 
 Emma disagreed. “We’ve had disputed elections before throughout our history. Take the 
election of 1876, when Republican Rutherford Hayes was tied with Democrat Samuel Tilden. 
Congress simply created a special Electoral Commission comprised of seven members of the 
House of Representatives, seven Senators and five sitting Justices of the Supreme Court. They 
found Hayes to be the victor and that was that.” 

“Yes, but that’s because Tilden didn’t fight the decision,” Harris argued. “Suppose that a 
presidential election is disputed and there is no clear means of resolution – neither candidate will 
concede; both claim the presidency.  Supporters of each candidate pour into the streets.  
Demonstrations threaten to turn violent; police are called out. What if there are riots?” 
 “That’s utter nonsense,” added Jen Dirck, a shy senior who sometimes startled her 
classmates with the vehemence of her views. “We’re all civilized people here.” 
 “Really?” Professor Carter asked, looking carefully at Jen. Then he turned to another 
student.  “Why don’t you tell the class what happened following the U.S. presidential election of 
1800?” 
 “Well, Thomas Jefferson and Aaron Burr both ran for president and both received the 
same number of electoral votes,” replied the student. “The decision was handed to Congress, and 
they determined that Jefferson would be president and Burr vice-president. Meanwhile, a political 
operative named Alexander Hamilton who had tried to destroy Burr’s reputation during the 
election, continued to denigrate Burr for years after the election. Burr found out, and after 
finishing his term he challenged Hamilton to a dual, in which he killed Hamilton.”  
 “What do you make of that, Jen?” 



 Jen frowned. “Obviously there are times that crazy people end up in high political 
positions, but that is an exception, hardly the rule, and it was two centuries ago.  As I said, we’re 
now civilized people.” 



 
 

CHAPTER 14 
     
 
 
 Election night, 2008. 
 
     This is Harper Cole welcoming you to the American News Network’s night-long coverage of 
election 2008.   The polls are now closed in a number of the major eastern states, and soon 
returns that have been trickling in will become a flood.  The final polls taken before the election 
show a dead heat between the two candidates.   We will have exit polls for you as soon as we are 
allowed to report them.   We will project the winner state by state as soon as our election analysts 
are able to make a reliable projection.  
         Harper continued to read text presented to her by newsroom writers on her teleprompter 
minute after minute, hour after hour as election night proceeded.  Periodically she was spelled by 
Mirla, and Mirla by her.   
         Exit polls in the northeastern states showed majorities for Sheila Brinton, except in New 
Hampshire.   Polls in the southern and border states showed majorities favoring John Cox, except 
in West Virginia. 
        
 The American News Network is now able to issue a projection for the state of Ohio.  It appears 
that Sheila Brinton will carry Ohio.  This is a significant development.  It is the first time that 
Ohio has voted blue since 1996.   We will now switch to our reporters at Democratic 
headquarters in New York City where pandemonium is breaking out as reports that Ohio has 
gone blue are received. 
 
     Shots of wild celebration were shown from Democratic headquarters, and amid interviews 
with ecstatic Brinton supporters, the Network aired an interview from the floor of the 
headquarters with a calm, deliberate, party spokesperson.   “We believe,” he said, “that our 
success in Ohio means that Sheila Brinton will be our nation’s next President.” 
       The Network cut to Cox headquarters in Tallahassee to shot after shot of glum faces. 
             For the next several hours exit poll results were read from state after state.  Initially, as 
the northeastern states were declared for Sheila, her lead in the electoral college vote over John 
increased rapidly.   But then the southern and border states came in and John narrowed the gap 
significantly.  As the large electronic map of the United States that filled the wall behind the 
anchor’s desk in the American News Network studios was lighted up blue and red, with new 
states entering the color scheme continually, rather like a jigsaw puzzle being filed in; as more of 
the puzzle was completed the pattern became again the familiar one – the northeastern states and 
the states of  the upper Midwest were blue; the southern and border states and Indiana, red.  Ohio 
was the big change – it was now blue and with it rode the Democrats’ confidence of victory. 
            Harper was again on camera when Jamie and Sarah began to realize that something else 
was different from the patterns of previous elections.  The network’s correspondents in Illinois 
were reporting unusual strength in the red vote in the suburban areas of the state.   “It’s not clear,” 
a reporter told Jamie on the phone, “that the Democratic majorities in Chicago are going to be 
large enough to overturn Cox’s lead outstate.” 
         Jamie had been very busy and listening to the voice on the other end of the line only 
intermittently.  Suddenly, he was all ears.  “Do you mean that Illinois might switch sides?” he 
asked. 



        “You mean, go from being a blue state to a red state?” came a question in response. 
     “Oh course that’s what I mean,” Jamie snapped. 
       “Yes,” the answer came back, his correspondent miffed at how Jamie had snapped at him. 
       “You mean Illinois might go for Cox, not Brinton?” 
        “Yes, how often do you want to be told?” 
      Jamie ignored the slight, so important was the news. 
      Immediately he spoke to Harper via her earphones. 
“I’ve just heard that Illinois may switch to the Cox camp,” he told her.  “It if does, we may have 
another very close election.  I’m going to start changing the frame of our stories a bit.” 
       
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER 15 
 
12am election night 
 
This is Mirla Pavao reporting for the American News Network in New York. As votes trickle in, 
we are able to call each state as ‘Red’ or ‘Blue’. The southwestern states so far are going to Cox, 
with the exception of New Mexico, and the mountain states as well, with Nevada still not done 
counting votes. Folks, this is going to be a very close race. 
 
      An hour later, the west coast states began to come in.  California with its huge vote was added 
to the Democrat’s tally; then Oregon and Washington joined California in blue. 
 
3:00am  
        
This is Mirla Pavao reporting for the American News Network in New York. The race remains 
too close to call, and now Illinois has been declared for Sheila Brinton.   The electoral vote count 
is now 268 red and 266 blue, with one peculiarly shaped void in the otherwise completed puzzle – 
Nevada. There is no word thus far why their count is taking so long, but we will continue to keep 
you updated on the situation.  
      

Mirla was trying not to yawn or nod off while on the air.  Harper was sitting off-camera 
in a chair with her head back and her eyes closed.   Jamie was pouring cups of coffee down his 
throat one after another; his eyes were open, but his hands trembled from the excess of caffeine.  
He realized that it might be days before he slept soundly again, so high was he. 
        But drugged or not, he was still performing his duties.  He was searching for correspondents 
with reports he could put on the air to give Mirla a break, while he waited for Harper to recover 
enough to go back on the air.  This was a much longer, harder night that he had anticipated. 
        Even commentators that he threw on the air were wearing down.   Earlier in the evening they 
had excitedly forecast victory for Sheila, then John, the Sheila again; by the early hours of the 
morning, no one had confidence any more that he or she knew the likely outcome. 
      Jamie touched Harper on the shoulder gently and watched her eyes slowly open.  He offered 
her a sip of his coffee cup, which she accepted gratefully.  “You’re up again,” he told her. 
     She nodded like a dutiful trooper; it was her job and she was going to do it. 
     “What time is it?” she asked.  
     “Just after three,” he responded. 



     “In the afternoon or the morning?” she asked. 
     Jamie grinned as best he could.  “In the morning,” he said. 
     ‘That’s what I feared,” she groaned and let her head slide back onto the headrest of the chair. 
      “Not at all,” Jamie said.  “You can’t do that.  Time to go back on camera.” 
      “Uggh!” Harper protested. 
      “Come on,” Jamie urged her, lifting her arm. 
      “Okay, okay,” Harper groaned and began to stand.   
      Jamie slipped his arm around her to give her support as she stood, and for a moment they 
stood leaning against one another, both suddenly aware of the other. 
       Then Jamie pulled away and Harper staggered uncertainly toward the empty chair behind the 
news desk with its bright lighting and the intrusive eye of the camera. 
       She blinked her eyes to clear her vision, ran her hand through her hair, and put on her camera 
smile.  She slid into the anchor’s chair and looked directly at the teleprompter.  The screen 
director signaled her to get ready; she heard him speak into her earphones, “Five seconds – four – 
three – two –one; on the air!” 
      Harper was fully alert.  She smiled again into the camera and began to read… 
      



 
 
 

CHAPTER 16 
 
 
This is Harper Cole reporting.  The election remains too close to call.  The American News 
Network has now projected John Cox the winner in states with 268 electoral votes, and Sheila 
Brinton the winner in states with 266 electoral votes.  The only state whose votes are still 
outstanding is Nevada where exit polls are too close to call. 
     I am now joined by Harvard Professor  Theodore Clarke, an expert on the politics of the 
western states.   Welcome Dr. Clarke.  It’s a late night. 
    It’s nice to be here, Harper. 
   Dr. Clarke, what is happening in Nevada and what does it portend for the outcome of this very, 
very close election?   
    As you know, Harper, the voting in Nevada is now so close that the state cannot be called.   In 
the last few elections Nevada has been securely in the Cox camp – a red state.  But there have 
been big changes in Nevada in the past few years, and tonight they seem to be adding up to a new 
direction in the state’s politics.    

Briefly, Nevada has welcomed hundreds of thousands of new voters who are refugees, if I 
may use that term, from the congestion and high taxes of California.  They are mostly Democrats.  
So Nevada is increasingly a suburb of California, and like California, is now voting more blue 
than ever before.  It’s clearly a balancing act now in Nevada between old Republican and new 
Democrat, and we don’t yet know which way the teeter-totter will lean.   
     But this year Nevada may go blue? 
   Yes, and if it does, it will cause an earthquake in American politics, because it will be Nevada’s 
vote that denies the Presidency to John Cox and awards it to Sheila Brinton. 
    Thank you, Dr. Clarke.  Now we have a report from our correspondent at the Republican 
campaign headquarters in Tallahassee. 



 
 
 

CHAPTER 17 
 
 
 
 Harper relaxed as the feed was switched and she was off the air. 
    The network was now spinning its wheels, waiting for some significant result to report.  It 
broadcast empty comments from Harper and from correspondents at various sites around the 
country.  It tried to keep an audience that was everywhere slipping off into sleep.  Even the 
crowds at the national campaign headquarters of the two parties were disappearing.  The 
candidates hadn’t been seen on television since the early evening before.   
    At 6:30 am as people in the east began to tumble out of bed to go to work, Harper was 
suddenly given a heads up for a major report.  She gathered her attention and began to read: 
     American News Network’s election analysts have now awarded the state of Nevada to Sheila 
Brinton.  Senator Brinton now has 270 electoral votes; Governor John Cox has 268.  The 
American News Network projects that Senator Sheila Brinton has won the 2008 Presidential 
election.   We will now cut to President-elect Brinton’s headquarters in New York City.   
      “Great job, Harper!” she heard Jamie cry into her earphones.  “We were the first; it’s our 
scoop!  We were the first to project Sheila the winner.” 
       Harper looked across the room to Jamie, who was waving madly at her, and smiled broadly.  
She nodded her head up and down to signal her delight at what he’d told her. 
      Harper was allowed to go home to sleep a few hours and wash up before returning to the 
studio at noon.   There she found some consternation. 
      “We’ve a different story,” Sarah told her.  “Jamie’s upset.” 
      “What is it?” Harper asked. 
      ‘Well, we forecast Sheila the winner,” Sarah explained. 
      “Yes?” 
      “But it isn’t so clear.  The vote is so close.   The Republicans are saying there’s fraud in the 
voting and demanding a recount.  The election commission in Nevada has yet to issue a ruling 
about the outcome of the election.  No other network has made the forecast we made; so we’re 
out on a limb.” 
      ‘But we were not wrong, were we?” Harper asked. 
     “No, but we’re just not right,” Sarah concluded. 
    “Well,” said Harper, “Jamie may be upset, but I’m not.” 
     “Good, because you’re going back on camera soon; this election still isn’t over.” 
 



CHAPTER 18 
 
 
 
  This is Harper Cole.   Welcome to the American News Network on a day of remarkable 
developments.  In yesterday’s Presidential election the Democratic candidate Senator Sheila 
Brinton won states with 266 electoral votes and Governor John Cox the Republican candidate 
won states with 268 elector votes. There are 538 electoral votes in total, and  270 electoral votes 
are needed to win.  Official vote tabulations and exit polls conducted by this network and others 
indicate that Senator Sheila Brinton has a small majority in the nation’s popular vote.   

 The outcome of the election seems to turn on a disputed vote in the state of Nevada, a 
state that has in the recent past voted Republican but which yesterday seems to have possibly 
changed its allegiance and voted Democratic.    
      Here is our electoral map of the United States with red representing states won by Governor 
Cox and blue representing states won by Senator Brinton.  Red covers the south and central parts 
of the country; blue covers the northeast, the upper Midwest and the west coast.   

This is very much the pattern of the immediate past two Presidential elections, but there 
are a few striking differences.  Ohio has in the past been red; it is now blue.  Illinois has in the 
past been blue; it is now red.  The switch of Ohio to the Democratic ranks is offset almost exactly 
in electoral votes by the switch of Illinois to the Republican ranks.   

Our election experts tell us that Ohio switched from Republican to Democrat because of 
increasing weakness in the state’s economy due to outsourcing by American companies – a trend 
which the Republicans defend and the Democrats deplore.  Illinois, in contrast appears to have 
switched from Democrat to Republican because of an upsurge of activity by the Religious Right 
in this election.   

 Illinois has become the location of several of the nation’s most influential mega-
churches – single parishes involving tens of thousands of adherents who have been mobilized by 
their religious leadership on behalf of Governor Cox.   Senator Brinton and the Democrats have 
denounced political activity from the pulpit as an inappropriate crossing of the boundary between 
church and state, but the activity of the Religious Right in southern states and in Indiana, and 
most recently and importantly in Illinois, seems to have played an important role in the outcome 
of yesterday’s election. 
        It appears that the winner of the Presidential election will be determined in Nevada.  Early 
this morning the state’s legislature which is controlled by Republicans met in emergency session 
to adopt a resolution that Governor Cox had won the state’s four electoral votes.  If that is the 
case, then Governor Cox has won the Presidential election with 272 electoral votes to Senator 
Brinton’s 266.  Senator Brinton’s campaign issued a statement denouncing the action of the 
Nevada legislature as a transparently self-serving ploy without legal significance. 
      Then, in the early afternoon, the state election commission, nominated by the Democratic 
Governor of the State, ruled that the vote count in the state is now accurate and complete and 
that it shows that Senator Brinton has won the state’s electoral votes.  If that is the case, then 
Senator Brinton has won the national election with 270 electoral votes to Governor Cox’s 268.   
       Immediately upon the announcement by Nevada’s election commission, Senator Brinton’s 
headquarters issued a statement claiming victory. 
     Soon thereafter, Governor Cox’s headquarters issued a statement declaring that the Cox 
campaign has filed an emergency complaint with the Nevada Supreme Court seeking a recount of 
the Nevada voting and overturning the action of the state election commission.   The Cox 
campaign statement claimed victory for the governor based on its assertion of victory in the 
voting in Nevada. 



      At this moment, both candidates are claiming victory in yesterday’s election.  It appears that 
for the third time in a row, the Presidential election has ended in a virtual tie, with the electoral 
votes of a single disputed state likely to determine the outcome. 
     American News Network correspondents have been advised that a ruling by the Nevada 
Supreme  Court on the Cox campaign’s compliant against the action of the state electoral 
commission in awarding the state’s electoral votes to Senator Brinton will be issued late this 
afternoon, Pacific Coast Time. 
    We will of course provide ongoing coverage of the political fallout from yesterday’s election 
and will interrupt any programming in progress to report on a decision of the Nevada Supreme 
Court about the outcome of the election in that state. 
   Now we turn to our own Mirla Pavao for an update on the election for the Senate and the 
House of Representatives.   Thereafter, we’ll report on the governor’s races around the nation.  
Welcome Mirla! 
 
   Harper glanced at a monitor and saw that she was no longer on camera.   In her earphone she 
heard the voice of the assistant news director, “Good job; you’re now off camera until your next 
show late this afternoon.” 
      Harper relaxed.  She turned slowly in her chair and stood up.  She was still exhausted from 
the long night before.   
 Harper walked down the hall to Jamie’s office and heard voices.  Mirla had apparently 
intended to shut the door behind her so that they’d not be overheard, but she was so angry that she 
left it a bit open.   She didn’t notice that Harper was passing by when she went into Jamie’s 
office, and stopped to stand listening a moment.  In Jamie’s office  Mirla went right to the point.  
“You gave Harper the report on the Presidential election and me the reports on the Senate and 
House,” she said.   
    Jamie nodded in agreement. 
   “That was a mistake,” Mirla insisted.  “Harper isn’t that good on camera.  She’s still a business 
reporter.  She’s not experienced enough.” 
     “I thought she did well,” Jamie countered.   He looked with wry amusement at his short, 
attractive anchor.    
     At this point Harper, still standing in the corridor outside Jamie’s door, realized that if she 
remained another moment, she might be detected.  
     “We’re all very tired,” Jamie was saying to Mirla.  “And we’re short-handed.  You’ve done a 
great job, but I couldn’t ask you to be on camera all the time; no one can do that.  There’ll be 
plenty of reporting on the Presidency in the days ahead and you’ll get more than your share.” 
      Mirla smiled.    



 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 19 
 
 
The same day 
 
 
 Ted Clarke strode to the front of the class, having had a mere three hours of sleep the 
night before.  
 “Gosh, Professor, you look almost as if you were up all night,” teased the good natured 
Will Harris. “Nice job on TV, though.” 
 Clarke took a moment and drank from his water glass. Christ, it was tough swear off 
caffeine. Unless this election was resolved quickly Clarke would have to postpone being healthy 
in favor of merely getting through the day. 
 “I thought I’d let all of you teach the class today,” he said. “Tell me what you think 
happened last night and what the implications are for American citizens.” With that, he sat down 
in an empty seat. 
 “Well, it appears that we’re all just waiting to hear from the Nevada Supreme Court,” 
said Jen Dirck. 
 “Stand up, Jen!” called a voice from the back of the class. 
 “Yes, Jen, you’re teaching today,” echoed Clarke, smiling. 
  Jen shuffled to the front and stood awkwardly behind the podium. “I said, we’re just 
waiting for a decision from Nevada’s Supreme Court!” 
 “What if they rule in favor of Brinton? You know the Republicans will appeal,” said 
Clancy. “It would probably go to the Supreme Court in Washington again. Then what? They’ll 
give to Cox. Brinton is screwed no matter what the Nevada court decides.” 
 “That’s very cynical, Clancy,” said Jen. 
 “Can you blame him?” Emma spoke up directly behind Will. “The high court lost all 
credibility when it decided not to allow Florida to recount it’s votes in 2000. No one believes they 
are impartial anymore.” 
 “It sounds like you’re saying that neither the President nor the Congress has created a 
new and universally acceptable alternative or a set of procedures to deal with another election 
controversy,” said Jen, warming to her new role. “What does everyone else think?” 
 There were nods and yeses all around.  
 “So let’s play this out,” said Professor Carter. “There is no clear winner in the election 
and Nevada rules in favor of Brinton. Suppose the Republicans sue and it again goes to the 
Supreme Court, which rules that the election was fair and Richard Cox is the winner. What 
happens next?” 
  

 



 

  
 



 

 

CHAPTER 20 
 
 
 
  The staff was gathering outside the door to Jamie’s office; he walked to the door and opened it 
and they filed in. 
     “We won’t take long,” Jamie began.  “I know we’re all tired and need to rest.   There’s going 
to be news later today, probably, out of Nevada.  Which ever candidate wins in Nevada, there’s 
likely to be an appeal over the head of the state court into the federal courts, probably directly to 
the United States Supreme Court.” 
     “That could take a long time,” Sarah added.  “I looked at the records;  in the election of 2000 it 
took six weeks or so.” 
     “What took so long?” Jamie asked. 
     “First, the Florida Secretary of State examined the election results; then she declared Rick the 
winner of Florida’s electoral votes. 
Then the Democrats appealed her declaration to the Florida Supreme Court.  It was dominated by 
Democrats, and it ordered a recount of the votes.  Then the Republicans appealed to the United 
States Supreme Court.  It was dominated by Republicans, and it reversed the state supreme court 
and awarded Florida’s delegates to Cox.  So he won.  All this took about six weeks.” 
       “Okay,” said Jamie.  “What’s likely to happen this time?” 
      “Much the same thing,” Sarah said.  “Since the Nevada election commission says the 
Democrats have won, the Republicans are appealing to the Nevada Supreme Court.  If the 
Democrats win in the Nevada Supreme Court, the Republicans will appeal to the federal Supreme 
Court.” 
     “So?” Mirla said.  “The Supreme Court will decide who won and then both candidates will 
accept it.” 
    “Perhaps,” Harper said, “but it may not be so easy. It’s different this time because the 
Democrats know that the Republicans are likely to win in the Supreme Court.   So they have time 
to plan what to do.   I think the Democrats are not willing to give up the White House to the 
Coxes for another four years, so they won’t give in.  And I think the Republicans are afraid to not 
have control of the Presidency – too much will come out about the last eight years.” 
     “So what?” answered Mirla.  “The election has been held.  Now we’ll find out who won and 
that’s the end of it.” 
      Every eye in the room was riveted on the two women as they sparred. 
     “It may not be so easy this time,” Harper said again. 
      Mirla was showing irritation.   She didn’t like having to argue with this new rival; she didn’t 
like being contradicted; and she was uncomfortable with what appeared to her to be Harper’s 
fuzzy thinking about the topic.    
      “Would we frame our stories about uncertainty?” Jamie asked. 
      “I think we should,” Harper responded. 
       The attention of the room was now on Mirla. 
      “This makes no sense,” Mirla blurted out.  “News can’t ever be so fuzzy, or people won’t 
understand what we’re saying and they’ll tune out.   There’s been an election; someone got more 
votes than someone else.  The one with more votes wins.  All that has to be done now is to find 
out who won.   Then that person becomes President.  What else is there?”  



All eyes turned back to Harper.   
      “I think that it may be very difficult to decide who actually got the most votes this time,” 
Harper said, “and we should let our readers know that.  I think Nevada’s state authorities may say 
one thing and the national Supreme Court may say something else.” 
          Jamie suddenly interjected, “It’s what Stalin said:  ‘What matters isn’t who got the most 
votes; what matters is who counts the votes.” 
      “I think many Americans now agree with Stalin – what matters is not how people voted, but 
who is counting the ballots,”  Harper said.  She paused.  “But unlike the citizens of a dictatorship, 
Americans aren’t willing to let the election be stolen by the last people to count the votes.  I think 
Americans on both sides aren’t prepared to let who counts the votes determine the outcome of 
this election.” 
     She paused again.   Everyone was listening to her intently.    

“When the situation is so uncertain,” Harper continued, “maybe neither side will accept 
that the other side wins.” 

 “That line of thinking goes nowhere,” Mirla retorted, “and it leads us into confused 
reporting.” 

  Harper rolled her eyes.  She’d had her say and wasn’t looking for an argument.   
Sarah pulled Harper aside.  “What were you doing in the staff meeting?” she demanded.  

“Why do you want to tangle with Mirla?  She’s no dope, and she knows her way around.” 



 
 

CHAPTER  21 
 
 
 While the news staff of the American News Network was streaming home to rest, in the 
sitting room of a hotel suite not far from the American News Network’s offices, Sheila Brinton 
sat alone with her husband.   
         “Did you get any sleep?” Will asked her. 
         “Some.” 
         “Are you able to think?” 
         “Yes.  These last few weeks were amazing.  I was programmed for almost twenty-four 
hours a day.  I never had a moment to myself.” 
         “Been there; done that,” Will said grinning. 
         “I know,” Sheila conceded.  “But I felt like there were things I should be thinking about, 
and I couldn’t get to them.” 
         “I don’t think I ever had time to think when I was President,” Will responded. 
        “You had time for other things,” Sheila said, a bite coming into her tone. 
       “Don’t start that,” Will said, suddenly sitting up and frowning.  “I’ve paid you back for all 
that.  I raised the money for your campaign; I helped you get nominated; I campaigned almost as 
much as you did for you.  What else do you want?” 
        Sheila’s face softened immediately.  “You’re right.  I apologize.  You’ve been great.” 
        Sheila looked closely at the aging man before her as they sat silently eying one another 
carefully.  She saw in him an old lion with his shaggy mane, and in herself she imagined the 
smooth-skinned lioness, her jaws and speed making her as deadly as her mate.   
        “If they remade ‘The Lion in Winter’ not about King Henry II and his queen, but about the 
Brintons,” a political commentator had once observed, “they’d have to rename the film ‘The 
Lions in Winter.’” 
         Sheila had thought the comment a great compliment and had it put on a plaque that now 
hung in her home office. 
        “What’s going to happen now?” she asked Will. 
        “They’ll do recounts in Nevada.  It’s going to come down to only one state.  Winner in that 
state takes all.” 
        “Like in 2000 and 2004,” Sheila said. 
       “Yes.” 
        “We control the electoral machinery in Nevada,” Sheila said.  “We’ll win.” 
       “Yes, you’ve won that state.” 
        “The Republicans will appeal, and the decision will go to the Supreme Court.” 
        Will nodded. 
       “The court will rule against us,” Sheila said. 
       “Yes.” 
       “No mealy mouthed lawyer stuff from you, right Will?” 
      “Do you want me to say, ‘Oh, it depends on what our attorney’s argue and what the law is?’” 
      “No.  That’s bullshit.” 
      “Yes, that’s bullshit.  We’ll lose because there’s a Republican majority on the court and 
because the Chief Justice got his job by promising to do this for the Coxes.  Today the Chairman 
of the Fed gets his job by promising to run the economy fast at election time to help the President 
get reelected, or a candidate from his party get elected; and the Chief Justice of the Supreme 



Court gets his job by promising to decide that the President or his party’s candidate has won the 
election.” 
       Sheila nodded.  “All that stuff about abortion and school prayer and other social issues is just 
show for the public.” 
      “Of course.” 
     “So you think John wins in the Supreme Court no matter what?” 
    “Don’t you?” 
    “Yes.” 
    “Then what are you going to do when the Supreme Court says you lost?” Will asked, watching 
his wife closely. 
      “I’m not going to be push-over like Al Gore and John Kerry,” Sheila said with sudden 
vehemence to her husband. 
       Will grinned.  “I know you won’t.” 
       Sheila said, softly, as if thinking aloud, “I don’t know why I should.” 
        “You shouldn’t,” her husband agreed. 
       “I will need your help.  I’ll come under tremendous pressure to concede.” 
       “Yes, you will.” 
       Sheila was surprised at the tone of concern and care in his voice.  Will Brinton was a master 
of the empathetic gesture on the political circuit, but it was rare for him in his personal life.  He 
really didn’t care about others, like most egocentric politicians; like Sheila herself, she 
recognized.  It was about upbringing; not really a character flaw as much as a consequence of 
being part of a too-much loved generation.  Parents had done it to many people in Will’s and her 
time. 
       “There’s something I don’t think you knew about both the 2000 and 2004 elections,” Will 
said. 
       Sheila looked at him with surprise.  “What?” 
      “When the Supreme Court ruled against Al Gore in 2000, I was in Europe.  I heard about it 
and I called Al.  He didn’t want to talk to me, of course, but I made his aides put him on the line.  
I told him, ‘Don’t give up.  You won the election.   They’re trying to steal it from you.   Claim the 
presidency.  I’ll back you all the way.  He said thanks, but he was noncommittal.  When he hung 
up, I realized that he was not strong on this.  So I went to the media.  I told a press conference, 
‘Let the Supreme Court enforce its own decisions.’” 
         Sheila’s eyes narrowed and her attention fixed itself on her husband.  The discussion had 
become deadly serious. 
        There was a knock on the suite’s door from an adjoining suite.  Sheila tried to ignore it but it 
was repeated.  
      Will nodded to her to go to the door. 
      Sheila crossed the room to the door and opened it; listened briefly to a staffer standing there, 
and then replied, “No matter how important they tell you it is, I am not to be disturbed until I 
come to you.  Is that clear?” 
      She closed the door and returned to her seat opposite Will.  “Go on,” she told him. 
       “I told the media, and they reported it correctly, ‘Let the Supreme Court enforce its own 
decision.’   

“This is a phrase very important in American history, though when I used it in 2000 no 
one seems to have recognized the reference.  When the Supreme Court struck down Franklin 
Roosevelt’s New Deal in the mid 1930s, that what he said.   

“When the unions struck the steel industry in the middle of the Korean War and Harry 
Truman seized the steel mills to put the workers back and to get war production resumed, and the  
Supreme Court said he had exceeded his powers, then Truman said the same thing.   



“The point is, the Supreme Court has no power of enforcement.  The executive power is 
in the hands of the President.  If I didn’t enforce the Court’s order against Al, who could?  So I 
told Al privately and publicly that I wouldn’t deny him the office.” 
       Will Brinton paused.  “I mean, I was President.  I was in charge of the Secret Service, the 
FBI, the military – me, not the damn Supreme Court.  I said to Al, ‘You take the Presidency – I’ll 
hand it over to you.  Sure it’ll be a Constitutional crisis, but so what.  We’ll win.  You won the 
election; say so and take the Presidency.   Don’t let those guys steal it from you.’” 
      “I had no idea of this,” Sheila said. 
      “I thought you didn’t,” Will acknowledged.   
      Sheila sat back and eyed her husband carefully.  She thought,   “I’ve never seen Will so 
intent, so serious.”  The slight twinkle with which he confronted every situation, even his public 
apologies for this or that misconduct, was entirely missing.  The deep man was here. 
        Will had paused in his story, but now continued.  “Al lacked the guts.  He conferred with his 
attorneys and they told him, ‘Oh, no; a Supreme Court decision is binding.  You have to give in.’  

“Al preferred to give a dramatic concession speech rather than to fight for the office. So 
he conceded, and we handed the White House over to Rick  I hated that,” Will said, “but what 
could I do?  Our guy was a lump of mush; but Rick Cox wanted the office enough to steal it.” 
        Sheila continued to listen intently. 
       “Then came the 2004 election,” Will resumed.  “This time the Republicans used a false count 
on voting machines in Ohio to claim they’d won the election.  There was no reason for John 
Kerry to go to the Supreme Court -– they’d have ruled against him no matter what the facts.  So 
he didn’t bother.   

“And this time I – I mean we – weren’t in the White House, so we couldn’t support him 
with the power of the Presidency; but I phoned him and I said, ‘John, you’re being cheated out of 
the presidency by these same guys who stole it from Al.   You say so; say so publicly.  Claim the 
Presidency.  Don’t concede. I’ll back you all the way.” 
           Will paused to collect his thoughts, then continued, “Well, it was a much longer stretch to 
get the Presidency in 2004.   Cox had the White House and all the power of the Presidency, so 
how was John actually to get to the White House?  He was afraid he’d look like a poor loser.  
‘But so what?’ I thought.  The prize was worth the fight.  But John was no more a man than Al.  
He had no stomach for a fight.  He didn’t care that much about the Presidency.  Instead, he let 
that idiot lawyer for the Party Seth say that the results in Ohio were legitimate and couldn’t be 
challenged legally, even before John, the candidate of the Party, not just some lawyer for it, had 
commented on them.  So Seth put John in a very difficult position to challenge the results – but 
still, had John had the fire in his belly for the Presidency, he could have disowned Seth and gone 
forward.  But he didn’t.  There was no fire. 

“Did you see him on TV the morning after the election, when they’d stolen the election 
from him?” 
         Sheila shook her head and said, “No.” 
        “It was sickening, to me,” Will said.  “John told some reporters something like, ‘It was such 
an incredible thing to see you own name on the ballot for President of the United States.  That 
made the whole campaign worth while for me even if I lost.’ 
        “Can you believe it?  The whole campaign was nothing more than an ego-trip for him.  It 
was a rush to see his name on the ballot.  He didn’t really care if he won or lost.  Oh, it would 
have been fun to play at being President; more of an ego trip.  But only that.  So John – like Al -- 
preferred to give a dramatic concession speech and let the media persons say how gracious he 
was; and let the Republicans steal another election.” 
          Sheila sat silent deep in thought. 
        “I’m not like that,” she finally said to her husband. 
       “I know you’re not.” 
       “I want the Presidency.” 



       “I know you do.” 
       “And I’ve won it.” 
       ‘Yes, you have.” 
        “They’re trying to steal it from me.” 
       ‘They’ve stolen it from the two Democratic candidates before you.” 
      “I won’t concede like Al and John did,” Sheila said. 
       Will nodded. 
      “I won’t concede no matter what.” 
     “Good,” Will said.   
       “What will you do if I refuse to concede, no matter what happens?” she asked him. 
       “I’ll back you all the way.” 
     “We are in complete accord on this?” she asked Will. 
     “Yes.” 
     “It’s going to be difficult for us,” Sheila said, “The other guys have the White House and the 
Supreme Court.” 
      “Yes, you understand the situation perfectly.” 
      “So we have to figure out a way to get more leverage.” 
      “Yes.” 
      “Thanks, Will.” 
       “You’re welcome, Ms. President,.” Will said with a broad grin.   



 
 
 

CHAPTER 22 
 
This is Harper Cole reporting for the American News Network in Washington D.C. As we speak, 
Senator John Cox is in his motorcade on the way to the White House to meet with his brother. He 
flew up this morning from Tallahassee to most likely discuss this current curious state of affairs… 
 
     President Cox met his brother at the door of the Oval Office with outstretched hand.  In 
the glare of television lights he greeted his brother as “Mr. President-elect.” 
     To shouted questions from the White House press corps, Rick Cox responded that his 
brother had won the election in Nevada and was going to show that the state election commission 
was simply an agent of the Democrats in trying to falsify the results.   

“When it is determined that John won in Nevada,” the President said, “then he’ll be 
formally declared the winner.  He has run a strong, honest campaign and America can look 
forward to having a great leader for the next four years.” 

The President gave a final smile to the cameras, turned around and throwing his arm over 
his brother’s shoulder let him into the Oval Office while camera crews streamed in behind them.  
The two Coxes stood together at the side of the President’s desk, the American flag behind them.    
 Soon after, the photo opportunity ended.  The camera crews were gently hustled from the 
Oval Office and John and his brother sat alone facing one another.    
     “Welcome to your new office, Mr. President,” Rick said, still grinning.  “And to your new 
home. 
    John laughed gratefully.  “Thanks, for this, and for all you did for me in the campaign.” 
    “My pleasure,” the President replied, “especially since you won.” 
      John nodded. 
      Both men’s expressions became more serious. 
    “What about the recount in Nevada?” the President asked. 
   “We’re filing our challenge tomorrow with the Supreme Court,” John responded. 
    “Good.  How long do you think they’ll take before they rule?” 
     “About like they did for you in 2000; several weeks.    It takes a while because they have to 
hear arguments. I’m told early December to mid-December.” 
    “What will you do until then?”  Rick asked. 
   “What you did eight years ago; get my Cabinet together.” 
    “Do it better than I did,” the President advised his brother. “I was so focused on winning the 
election in your state and in the Supreme Court that I let Dick put together his staff first and take 
control of the agencies.  It took me five years to get the government back from him.” 
       “So that’s how the Vice President came to have so much power,” John laughed.  “I’ll be 
much more careful.  Besides, you didn’t really know you’d get the Presidency.  It was touch and 
go for a while, so you had to concentrate on it.  But it’s no problem for me.  The Court will give it 
to me.” 
     ‘Yes, that’s a big difference,” Rick agreed. 



 

CHAPTER 23 
 
 
     This is a news bulletin from the American News Network in New York.  We have just received 
notice that the Supreme Court of the United States has issued a decision in the case of Cox versus 
the Election Commission of the State of Nevada.   

The Supreme Court has overturned the action of Nevada’s Election Commission and 
found that a correct counting of ballots by the state which includes absentee ballots and excludes 
some challenged ballots gives the majority of votes in the state to Republican candidate John Cox 
and therefore requires that the state’s electoral ballots go to Governor Cox.  

With the removal of Nevada’s four electoral votes from the Democrat column and their 
inclusion in the Republican total, Governor John Cox of Florida now has a majority in the 
electoral college.  Governor John Cox has won the Presidency of the United States as a result of 
a decision of the Supreme Court issued just minutes ago.   

 We repeat, this is a news bulletin, a just-issued decision of the Supreme Court of the 
United States has resulted in the election of Governor John Cox of Florida as President of the 
United States.  We will have more details and reactions as they come in. 
 

As Harper finished reading the teleprompter, the news feed was closed by the network 
and regular programming resumed.   Harper’s bulletin would be rebroadcast every fifteen minutes 
throughout the day until the evening news. 

  Jamie called the staff together for a brief meeting.   Glancing out his window Harper 
watched a light sprinkling of snow drifting down the high-rise canyons of Manhattan.  It was a 
mid-December day. 

“What do you think?” Jamie asked the assembled group. 
 “This is it,” Mirla said.  “I’ll report the Supreme Court decision in greater length on the 

evening news, then we can fill the show with comments and reactions, and go to Sheila’s 
concession speech when she gives it, and then tomorrow we’ll have to look for other news.” 

   “When do we think Sheila will make her concession?” Jamie asked.  “I’ve already sent 
a camera crew over to Democratic headquarters.  Mirla, do you, or you, Harper, want to go over 
to be there for the speech and the questions after?  Or can we just let Roberto cover it as an 
ordinary press conference?” 

  Roberto was one of the network’s most experienced television reporters. 
  “Roberto is fine,” Mirla said.  “It’s a anti-climax anyway.  She’s lost and all she does 

now is admit it.” 
   “At what time do we anticipate Sheila’s concession speech?” Jamie asked.  “Sarah, 

have you called her campaign’s news office?  What guidance as to timing are they giving?” 
   “I did call, as soon as the news came in,” Sarah said. “But they weren’t saying 

anything.  They are simply running a recording that says that the Senator and her campaign aides 
are studying the Court decision.” 

“So, no guidance,” said Jamie, “so we have to make a guess.  When is it likely to be?” 
 “Not long,” Mirla suggested.  “The longer she waits, the smaller the audience.  And now 

her purpose has to be to set up her campaign in 2012 by a gracious concession today.” 
  Everyone in the room nodded in agreement, except Harper. 
  Jamie was about to end the meeting, when he realized that Harper had said nothing.  He 

turned toward her and asked, “Harper, before we split up, when do you think she’ll concede?” 
  Harper hesitated. “I think there may not be a concession speech,” Harper said. 
  “What?” burst out Mirla; eyes widened all around the room.  Jamie stared at her startled. 



  “I think Senator Brinton may not concede,” Harper repeated, “and we should prepare 
our listeners for that.” 

   “Are you crazy?” Mirla persisted.  “She has to concede.  What else can she do?” 
  “She can say nothing,” Harper said, “or she can say she doesn’t accept the Court 

decision.” 
   “She would never do that,” Mirla insisted. 
   A clerk came into the office waving a sheet of paper. 
   “What is that?” Jamie asked. 
 “It’s a statement from the Cox campaign,” came the answer, “that we just printed off the 

Internet.” 
   “Here, I’ll read it,” said Sarah and accepting the document from the clerk read, “A 

spokesman for Republican Presidential candidate John Cox this afternoon called on all Americans 
to accept with good will the decision of the Supreme Court that ends the election process that has 
been conducted this fall.   We are a nation of laws, not men, the spokesman said, and it is time for 
all to accept the decision of the highest court in our land.” 

    “See,” Mirla said triumphantly.   “This is the kind of pressure Sheila will be under.  
She has to accept the decision of the court and concede.” 

  “I think Sheila Brinton is a very tough person,” Harper responded, “who doesn’t want to 
lose this election, and I think she feels she has won it, and she may not concede.” 

   Mirla shook her head in wonder, rolled her eyes, and looked away. 
  Jamie looked puzzled. “I don’t see what else she can really do than concede,” he said 

finally.  “But if you think there may be a big story here,” he said to Harper, “for example if she 
were not to concede, then do you want to go over to her headquarters and see what you can dig 
up?” 

  “Of course,” Harper responded. 
    The meeting broke up and when Sarah passed Harper on her way out, Sarah hissed 

under her breath, “You’ve really got yourself out on a limb here.” 
 “Mirla is no reporter – she’s just an actress whose part is a television anchor and whose 

script is the teleprompter,” Harper whispered furiously back. “She has no nose at all for a story!” 
  Harper’s reporter instincts were screaming that there might be something big here.  

Jamie had the instincts of a reporter also, and he had sensed that she felt something, and so he 
was sending her to go after the story.  

As she picked up her coat to go out, she looked back to Jamie’s office and saw him 
huddled with Mirla in close conversation.   



 
 
 

CHAPTER 24 
 

 
     This is Harper Cole at the Manhattan headquarters of Senator Sheila Brinton.   The Senator 
has scheduled a press conference an hour from now to give her response to the Supreme Court 
decision several hours  ago that John Cox has been elected President of the United States.  Since 
that decision Senator Brinton has been under increasing pressure to concede defeat to Governor 
Cox.  But as yet the Senator has made no response of any nature to the Supreme Court decision.   
The expectation is that the Senator will concede defeat at her news conference this afternoon.  We 
at the American News Network will bring you Senator Brinton’s press conference live.  Please 
stay tuned. 
 
 
     The minutes passed. The room grew ever more crowded.  Camera crews were jostling for the 
best positions from which to cover Senator Brinton at the podium which had been placed at the 
front of the ballroom on a raised dais constructed for the purpose of making the Senator visible to 
the mass of people in the room 
      Everyone was expecting a delay in the opening of the press conference, since delays were so 
common is similar situations, but none was announced.  With only a few minutes left until the 
scheduled beginning of the conference, network newscasters were suddenly finishing their 
primping and hurrying to get in front of similarly racing cameramen.   
      This is Harper Cole at the Manhattan headquarters of Senator Sheila Brinton.  We are 
expecting the Senator to enter this room momentarily to announce her reaction to the Supreme 
Court’s decision that Governor John Cox has been elected President of the United States.  
Senator Brinton is widely expected to concede defeat….Wait a minute, I believe Senator Brinton 
is now entering the ballroom – yes, that’s her; she’s right on schedule.  And who’s that with her?  
We can see him now – it’s her husband, former President Will Brinton.  He’s just behind her, 
almost at her side.  I see no one else with her.  She’s approaching the podium, and former 
President Brinton is now standing immediately behind her to her left.   We’ve never seen this 
arrangement before and we don’t know what it means… 
       The Senator is touching the microphone to see that it is live.  Yes, it is live.  Now we are 
going to hear from Senator Brinton. 
        “Ladies and Gentlemen,” Senator Brinton began.  “I am going to make a statement, and then 
former President Brinton, who is standing here beside me, will take your questions.” 
        Harper, who was now off camera, shook her head in surprise.  She glanced at her 
cameraman who returned her look, indicating his surprise as well.  Into her microphone, now 
serving as a phone connected directly to Jamie who was sitting in his office facing a bank of 
television monitors, she said, “What is this about?  Why isn’t Sheila going to take questions?” 
     “Shhh,” Jamie said urgently.  “She’s talking.” 
     “In the Presidential election of the year 2000, the Republicans miscounted votes in Florida and 
on that basis claimed victory in the election.  We Democrats conceded the election to them. 
       “In the Presidential election of 2004, Republicans used voting machines in the state of Ohio 
to miscount votes, and on that basis claimed victory in the Presidential election.  Again we 
Democrats conceded the election to them. 



       “This year, the Republicans are even bolder in their efforts to gain the victory.  Yet despite 
their best efforts to miscount votes and claim victory, the Republicans lost the election straight 
out.  The majority of votes and the majority in the electoral college were won by the Democrats.   

“Faced with this unpleasant fact, the Republicans turned to political hacks they have 
placed in recent years on the Supreme Court, and those hacks have now declared that the 
Republican has won the Presidency.  They have ruled that the votes of the American people don’t 
count; and that the Court will tell us who is to be our President.  This is an outrageous violation of 
the separation of powers provided by the Constitution of the United States.” 
        Harper was spellbound.  There was utter silence in the ballroom.  She heard Jamie saying 
into the phone receiver, “What in the world is she doing?”  Harper knew that similar expressions 
of astonishment must be being exchanged by reporters and their news director in all the networks.   
“What is she doing?” Harper asked herself. 
        “This time, the third time in three Presidential elections that the Republicans have sought to 
steal the Presidency, we Democrats have two great considerations to examine.  First, we have a 
duty to American democracy to preserve it from the corrupt farce the Republicans are making out 
of it.  We’ve been complicit in the past because we have accepted their efforts to gain the 
Presidency unfairly. 
       “Second, we must consider not just the ambitions of we politicians and potential government 
officials, but more importantly the interests of the millions of Americans, the majority of 
Americans, who voted for a Democratic President – we must consider their jobs, pensions, health 
care, human rights…. All of which have been at the mercy of the Republicans for the past eight 
years and will be again for at least four more years if we again concede.” 
     “My God,” Harper heard Jamie exclaim through her ear phone, “she’s going to fight it!” 
      Around the room Harper saw every head leaning forward --- hanging on each word from 
Senator Brinton’s lips.  She cast a quick glance at the Senator’s husband who stool proudly by her 
side, more erect than Harper had ever seen him before, exhibiting greater presence that he had 
ever as President himself.  “He’s completely with her,” Harper thought, “completely!” 
     “Look at Will,” she whispered into her microphone to Jamie and the group in the network’s 
office.  “Have you ever seen him look so forceful and determined?” 
      “So there will be no mealy-mouthed concession speech from the Democratic candidate for 
President today,” Senator Brinton said, her voice clear and strong, her words pronounced slowly 
so that they could be heard distinctly, “we Democrats will not concede.  I have been elected 
President of the United States and I intend to serve.” 
    At that the room exploded into an uproar.   



 
 
 

CHAPTER 25 
 
       In an astonishing development today Senator Sheila Brinton, the Democratic candidate for 
President, has rejected a decision by the United States Supreme Court that Governor John Cox of 
Florida has won the Presidential election.  Senator Brinton has declared that she has won the 
Presidency by the votes of the majority of the American people and that she intends to serve.   
This is an unprecedented development. 
 
      Harper was suddenly aware of Jamie shouting in her earphone, “Say that we’ll rebroadcast the 
Senator’s statement now, while I get commentary to fill in.” 
 
     …and this network will now rebroadcast the full text of the Senator’s news conference which 
was held just a few minutes ago in the ballroom of a Manhattan hotel. 
 
    Harper relaxed when she saw the camera turn away.  She heard Jamie again, “Harper, great 
job!  Now look at the podium.  I’ve got our camera on Will.  What’s he saying?” 
     Harper listened for just a moment and then yelled into her microphone, “Jamie, go live to Will 
at the podium, or give me back the air.  This is unbelievable!” 
     “You take it, Harper,” Jamie said. 
     Now Harper looked at the camera while standing kitty-corner to the podium; she listened out 
of one ear and spoke to the camera simultaneously.   
 
   Former President Will Brinton, who has followed his wife Senator Sheila Brinton at the podium 
during a press conference held by the Democratic Presidential Candidate, Ms. Brinton, is now 
calling on the Republican candidate, Governor John Cox of Florida, to accept the will of the 
American people and concede the Presidency to Senator Sheila Brinton. 
 
   “We have a tape of Will,” Jamie was telling her.  “We’ll run it now, and pick up Will live as 
soon as possible.  You’re doing a great job!  This whole thing is unbelievable!” 
     Harper noticed that the room was quieting; everyone seemed to be focused on what Will 
Brinton was now saying.  She listened carefully. 
    “It’s time,” Will called out vigorously, “for the Republican candidate to quit hiding behind the 
robes of judges and accept the will of the people.  I say to the Coxes-- all of them – father and 
both brothers – you’ve had the White House for twenty of the past twenty-eight years.    Quit 
being greedy.   Get out.  Give the White House to the choice of the American people – Sheila 
Brinton!” 
       “My God,” Harper heard Jamie saying for the umpteenth time during the afternoon.  “This is 
incredible!  And we’ve got it all.  Harper, stay there to see if any other bombshells burst, then 
hurry back here.  We’re going to be on all night!  I’ve already heard from the top floor – it’s a go 
for us!” 
   “Will do,” Harper said quickly, then made her way through the thinning crowd toward the front 
of the ballroom where Will Brinton was now responding to questions.   
    “How?” Harper heard a reporter calling out to Will Brinton.  “How are you going to get the 
Presidency for your wife?” 
     “I’m not,” he replied.  “The American people have given it to her.” 
     “But how are you going to get the Coxes to give up the White House?” 



     “Perhaps when they see that they can’t bluff the Democrats out of the Presidency, they’ll do 
the right thing,” Will answered. 
      “But if they don’t….?” 
      Mr. Brinton offered a broad smile and responded, “We’ll see.” 
  
Harper raced out the door of the ballroom and started back to the network.   
 
 



 
 
CHAPTER 26   
    
 
 
    In the early evening Jamie convened a staff meeting.   
   “We’re going to be on for hours this evening,” he said.  “We’ve got crews chasing John and the 
President, and anyone else from whom we can get a reaction.  And we can run the Senator’s news 
conference again and again.  And we’re getting pundits it to talk about this.   
So we’re covered for the moment.  I think we’re doing as well as any of our competitors.  So, 
what’s next?” 
      “I think this is just grandstanding,” Mirla said quickly.  “I mean, Sheila is still going to have 
to concede.  She can’t stand against the Supreme Court and the White House too.” 
         Jamie looked at Harper directly and asked, “Harper, what do you think?” 
     Harper noticed from the corner of one eye Sarah signaling her to keep it down. 
      “I think,” responded Harper, “that Sheila is stubborn and tough.”       
      “The longer she holds out,” Mirla interjected, “the less support she’ll have.  She’ll destroy 
herself for another run.  She has to concede and fast.” 
     “I agree with Mirla,” said another of the staff.   “Sheila is just trying to get a bit more publicity 
out of this whole thing.  She’s showing that she doesn’t give up easily.  She’s claiming John stole 
the election so she can get another shot at him four years from now.  She’s saying ‘I’m for the 
little guy.’  Then in a few days she’ll make some concession speech saying she hates to do it and 
it’s unfair but she has to do it because the Court says so.   And that’s the end of that.” 
     Jamie listened and nodded.  “Makes sense.  Should we frame our stories saying this?” 
     “Other networks are doing that,” an assistant news manager said. 
     Harper was silent.   
     Jamie addressed her again.  “Is that the story?” 
    “I don’t think so,” Harper replied. 
    “You still think there’s a real contest here?” Jamie asked incredulously. 
    “Of course.” 
    Mirla rolled her eyes ostentatiously so that everyone would notice her contempt for Harper’s 
views.   
    “Why?” 
    “I just think that Sheila meant what she said and she’s not going to concede.” 
      Mirla turned to Jamie, “If we let Harper influence us, and we suggest in our news that Sheila 
may not concede, we’re going to look like fools when she does.  Every other network is just 
waiting for her concession and carrying more and more commentary about how she had better do 
it fast.” 
    Jamie gave Harper a long look.  Then he turned to the others and said,   “I think we gain 
something if we try to project the future just a tiny bit.   It seems pretty clear now.  John has won; 
and Sheila is going to have to concede.  That’s what we’ll report as it develops.” 
Mirla continued to insist that there would be an ordinary transfer of power from Rick to his 
brother; that Sheila had no real alternative but to concede, and that she would do it sooner rather 
than later.   
     The meeting ended.  Harper was angry, and she was disappointed that Jamie could be so 
stupid.  
       When Harper came out of Jamie’s office, Mirla was mouthing off.   “Hey,” she called to 
Harper, “are you still insisting everything is going to blow up?” 
          Startled, and still preoccupied with her meeting with Jamie, Harper looked at her blankly 
and said nothing. 



        Mirla pressed her advantage, “Sheila’s going to have to concede soon, don’t you agree?”  
Mirla was baiting Harper. 
        Harper remained silent.   
 



 
 

CHAPTER 27 
 
  
        “She has to concede,” John Cox said to his brother on the phone. He was sitting in the 
library of the Governor’s mansion in Tallahassee with his political director.  A television was on 
the background, tuned to the news programming of the American News Network.  
        “I know Sheila Brinton better than you do,” his brother objected, “from working with her 
here in Washington.   She can be very stubborn.” 
         “She could be a hell of a challenge,” John’s political director interjected, “especially if Will 
helps her.” 
         “It looks as if he will,” John said, “from what he said at the press conference.” 
        “She hasn’t a leg to stand on, now that the Supreme Court has issued its decision,” Rick said.  
“She’ll have to concede, but we’ll have to push her.”   
      “We have to increase the pressure on her,” the political director said. 
      “So, do it,” said John.  
 



CHAPTER 28 
       
  
 
        One day while half the nation and most of its elite were waiting for Sheila’s concession,  
Harper received a phone call from her brother Frank. 
      “We saw you on the air reporting about the election,” he said, with excitement in his voice. 

“How am I doing?” Harper asked. 
“We think you’re great!!” 
“Sometimes I’m nervous.” 
“We’re all watching all the time now,” her brother said, “at least, whenever we can.  Even 

Jenny called to say that she heard you were on TV and she watched you and now she’s watching 
the news too.” 

Harper laughed, “That’s great!” 
“So what do you really think of the election?” Frank asked her. 
Harper did a double take.  Her brother had never before asked her opinion. He lived in his 

own world of military, church and family and thought she was a sort of exile to the flesh-pots of 
the east.    
   “I think it may be a real stalemate,” Harper said. 
    “So do I,” said her brother. 
   They both paused. 
   “When you were out here in September,” Frank began, “you mentioned that you might have 
Sandy come visit you.   Cindy and I thought maybe you were just being nice, and we didn’t want 
to bother you about it, but Sandy, she’s only eleven, and she thought you meant it.  So she’s 
asking her mother about it daily.” 
    “Oh, my gosh,” Harper said;  “Oh, I’m so sorry!   I forgot completely about it.  I’ve been so 
busy…” 
    “Harper,” her brother said sharply, “I didn’t call to criticize you in any way.” 
     Still, Harper felt awful about forgetting about her niece. 
    “I’m very embarrassed,” she told him.  “I do want Sandy to come here to visit with me.  When 
can she come?” 
     “Well, it’s November, and the holidays are coming.   That’s not a good time for her to travel.  
Maybe in mid- to late-January, when her school has a winter vacation?” 
      “That would be fine,” Harper responded; she was glad that the date would be a few months 
away.  She had no time for a visitor now. 
      She had an exciting idea.  “Late January is when the new president will be inaugurated.  I 
could take Sandy with me to Washington, since I’ll probably get to cover the inauguration.” 
      “That would be wonderful,” Frank told her.  “Sandy would love it; she’ll be so excited if 
you’ll ask her.  And Cindy will be very grateful.” 
      “We’ll do it then,” Harper said.  “Do you want me to phone Sandy to ask if she can come visit 
me then?” 
      “That would be great!” her brother responded. 
       “Then I’ll call her this afternoon when she gets home from school, alright?” 
       “Yes, that’s fine.  And Harper, thank you very much.  I owe you big for this.” 
       “No,” she responded.  “You don’t owe me anything for this.  I’m ashamed that I forgot.” 



 

CHAPTER 29 
 
        
  In her conversations with her family in Illinois, which were more frequent as she made 
plans for Sandy to come visit her, Harper  found that attitudes were hardening against Sheila for 
not conceding; but in her conversations with her neighbors in New York, she found that attitudes 
are hardening toward the Coxes for claiming the Presidency yet again when the popular vote went 
against them. 

A small chorus of demands for John to concede was growing.  The political divide was 
becoming more acrimonious.       
      On the evening news Harper read:  Today the White House announced that President Cox is 
calling up Senator Sheila Brinton to accept the Supreme Court’s decision and concede the 
presidential election to his brother, Governor John Cox of Florida. 
   In the day’s staff meeting Mirla insisted, “The Democrats will accept the Supreme Court 
decision; John will be inaugurated and Sheila will accept that.” 
    Harper started to disagree, but as she glanced around the room she saw no support for her 
concerns.   She decided to say nothing.  The meeting continued without her input.    
 
    At their home in the suburbs of New York City, Sheila Brinton stared defiantly at her husband.  
He was infuriating, as often.  He was not indifferent, but distant, cool, as he was usually to her.  
Theirs was a marriage of political convenience, and it had been only a few times inconvenient – 
but those were big times, she grinned ruefully to herself.  She was furious at him during those 
times; not at his marital infidelity but at the stupidity with which he risked their political fortunes.   
She was angry tonight because she feared he was about to do it again. 
       “We have to cool it a bit,” Will told her.   “The pressure’s too intense.” 
       “I don’t feel any pressure from my political base,” Sheila said.  “On the contrary, I think 
people who voted for me are more determined that ever that I shouldn’t give in.” 
       “There are lots of calls from prominent Democrats that you should concede,” Will objected. 
       “Yes, from the people who have their bets hedged on both sides; who don’t really care if 
John is President or I am, since they’ll do well either way.” 
         Will shrugged as if to say, “What else is new?”   Then he added,    “I think you should make 
a statement that you respect the legal system and will obey by the laws.” 
      “But where does that leave me?” Sheila demanded.    
      “Well, we can see what the reaction is,” Will responded. 
      “I think that if I show any weakness, any hesitation about my course, any indication that I 
might decide to concede, everything will slip right out from under me.  The pressure to concede 
will become irresistible  I’ll have to give in.” 
      “You may be right,” Will agreed. 
     “I want to keep fighting,” Sheila said.  “I want the Presidency with every fiber of my being – I 
want it for the Party, for our people who’ve been beaten down, I want it for you, Will, and for me.  
I’m afraid that if I concede now, and I run again next time, they’ll steal the election again.   If 
they steal election after election, we have no choice but to not accept it.   I’ll not back down; I’ll 
not concede like those soft men who were candidates before me conceded.” 
      Will nodded, impressed. 
     “I thought you were going to back me completely in not accepting this piece of election 
thievery,” Sheila protested. 
      Will nodded his head.  “Yes, I said that, and if you want to persist, I’ll back you.” 



     “You can’t do it half-hearted,” Sheila said.  “If you give any indication of lack of all-out 
support, it’s over for us.  If they think you’re one of these round-healed Democrats who don’t 
really care who’s President because he makes out well either way, then I’m ruined.” 
      “I will stand up,” Will promised. 
       
       



 

CHAPTER 30 
 
This is Harper Cole reporting for the American News Network in New York. In a press 
conference this afternoon at her Manhattan campaign headquarters, Democratic Presidential 
candidate Sheila Brinton said that while she continues to dispute the Supreme Court decision that 
declared John Cox winner of this fall’s Presidential election, she calls on all Americans to 
respect the law.  Senator Brinton added that she is reviewing her legal options. 
    Soon after the Senator’s press conference, the White House issued a statement from President 
Rick Cox calling on Senator Brinton to accept the will of the American people and concede the 
election to the Republican candidate, Governor John Cox of Florida. 
    There has been no response from Senator Brinton to the President’s request. 
   
     ‘What the hell is Sheila talking about?” Jamie asked at staff meeting the following morning.  
“What legal options?  She has no legal options left.   What can she mean?” 
        There was silence in the room. 
       ‘Mirla,” Jamie asked, “you’ve always had an opinion about what was going to happen.  
What’s Sheila going to do now?” 
       “She has to concede; that’s all.” 
       “Harper?” Jamie asked. 
     “I think Sheila is going to go to ground,” Harper said. 
     “What does that mean?” Jamie demanded. 
     “I think she’s going to say nothing,” Harper said.  “She’s going to just let things develop.” 
      “But she’s got to do something,” Mirla insisted.  “She can’t just hide in a room.” 
      “Why not?” Harper asked. 
      Harper looked around the room.  Every face expressed dissatisfaction at what she’d said.   
 



       
 

CHAPTER 31 
 
 
This is Harper Cole reporting for the American News Network in New York. Today former 
President Will Brinton again called on Republican Presidential candidate John Cox to concede 
the Presidential election to Senator Sheila Brinton, whom the former President described as the 
clear choice of a majority of the American people.   “John Cox should quit hiding behind a 
disputed electoral vote total and accept the will of the people as expressed in the popular vote.” 
      A spokesman for the Cox campaign responded that former President Brinton was trying to 
change the electoral system of America by calling for direct election of the President and 
abandonment of the electoral college system – something governor’s Cox’s spokesperson said 
had been repeatedly rejected by the Congress. 
     Later still in the day the White House issued a statement calling on Senator Brinton to 
repudiate the comments of her husband, former President Will Brinton. 
    The war of words continues between Republicans and Democrats; the election controversy 
seems no closer to resolution as we approach Christmas and the other holidays of this season.   
 

CHAPTER 32  
 
 
    The Presidential election stalemate continues. 
 
    With these words Harper and Mirla began each newscast day after day. 
     With pressure to reports results that weren’t forthcoming, the networks had recourse to 
seemingly endless interviews with pundits.    
     One afternoon before a show, Harper was chatting with Harvard Professor Ted Clarke, who 
was to be a guest on the air later that day.    
     “I don’t suppose,” he said carefully, “that violence is out of the question.” 
      Harper’s ears suddenly perked up.  “Violence?” she asked, “what do you mean?” 
      “I’m telling you that we had a civil war after a contested election once; it’s not impossible we 
could have another.” 
      “Isn’t that out of the question?” Harper demanded.  “I mean, there’s a big standing military 
now, and communications are so much faster.   How could there actually be a war? Wouldn’t the 
military just put down any fighting immediately?” 
 “Maybe,” Clarke replied. “But I wouldn’t count on it.” 



 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER 33 

 
      

Over the next few days, Harper raised the question of possible violence in the political 
situation whenever she could outside of the news office.     Sarah gave her such a startled look 
that Harper abandoned the topic instantly and pretended she’d never raised it.   
     But her concern wouldn’t pass.  One day she phoned her brother. 
      “Frank,” she said, “what’s the military brass’s take on this election stalemate?” 
     “I don’t think they’re paying much attention,” he told her. 
     “But what if there were to be violence?” she asked. 
     “What do you mean?” he responded. 
     “I interviewed a Harvard professor a few days ago who said that there could be a second civil 
war.” 
     Frank was silent for a while.  “I think that’s far-fetched,” he replied. 
      “So do I,” Harper agreed.   “But I’m a reporter and I’m fishing.” 
      Frank laughed. 
     “So can I fish with you a while?” Harper asked. “Not for something I’d use on the air.  
Something that would help me understand what’s happening,” she explained. 
      “Yes,” he said.   
     “ I’ll start at the beginning,” she said.  “What do you actually do in the Army?” 
      Frank laughed again.   His sister had never seemed to care before what he did.   
     “I’m a captain in Air Mobility command,” he said.  “I’m a pilot most of the time, but right 
now I’m assigned to an administrative job.” 
      “So, to whom do you report?  I’m trying to figure out who I might want to talk to in the 
military.  Maybe someone on the Joint Chiefs of Staff?” 
      “That’s far too high for me to help you get to anyone of them,” Frank said with amusement in 
his voice. 
       “Well, to whom do you report?” 
       “To a major.” 
       “And he reports to?” 
       “A general.” 
       “Oh, and he reports to?” 
      “Another general.” 
       “And he reports to?” 
      “Another general.” 
       “How long does this go on?” 
       She could imagine her brother smiling on the phone.  “It stops at this general – the one I just 
mentioned.” 
      “So where are we?” 
      “We’re at the Commanding General, Transport Command.” 
     “What’s that?” 



      “It’s the command that provides transportation services of equipment, material, ammunition, 
supplies and troops for all of our combat commands all over the world.” 
      “Is it important?” 
      “I think it’s very important.” 
      “Does anyone else think so?” 
      “The government must, because it’s one of nine commands that compose the entire American 
military.” 
       “Nine commands?” Harper responded.  “What do you mean?” 
       “There are nine commands into which the fighting military of the United States is 
organized,” her brother explained.    
      “Fighting military?  Isn’t all the military for fighting?” 
       Again her brother laughed.  “I suppose so,” he said, “in a sense.   But much of it is supply 
and research and testing and all kinds of things that are not immediately available for fighting.” 
     “Oh,” Harper replied. 
     “Of the nine commands, five of them include all the services.  That is, they can wage war with 
an enemy on land, sea and air.   Each one of them is a full array of Army, Navy, Marine and Air 
Force units.” 
          “Go on,” Harper encouraged him.  This might become valuable background if she were to 
do more reporting on fighting abroad. 
       “The five commands are arranged geographically,” her brother continued.  “There’s Pacific 
Command, Europe Command, Northern, Southern and Central Commands.  Pacific command has 
lots of troops; it’s headquartered in Hawaii, and covers a huge area of Asia.  Northern Command 
is a baby;  it’s Homeland Defense, from Colorado, and has the state guards.  It does have strategic 
air forces, though.    
     “Then there are four other commands:  one is Joint Forces Command that ships forces 
worldwide when needed.  There’s Special Operations Command – it’s the special forces, you 
know what that is; and there’s Strategic Command with the long-range missiles.” 
          “So, if I wanted a top military reaction to something,” Harper asked, “then any general who 
heads one of these commands would be good for me to interview.” 
         “I’d say so, yes,” her brother replied with a bit of apprehension. 
          “So how do I get to interview one of these commanders of the commands?” 
            As she listened to herself, Harper suddenly got impatient with the confusing terminology.  
“This is ridiculous,” she protested to her brother without letting him reply to her previous 
question,  “We’re saying ‘the commanders of the commands,’ when there are commanders at all 
levels in the military and thousands of commands that they command.” 
    “But we mean only the nine major commands,” her brother argued. 
    “But how would anyone know that?” she retorted.  “I’m a reporter.  I have to go on TV and tell 
people what’s going on.  How would they ever make any sense of this command, commanders 
confusion.” 
      Her brother shrugged and said, “Who cares?” 
      She got angry.  “What do you call them in the military?  There has to be some way to discuss 
these things without going nuts.” 
     “Their formal label,” her brother said slowly, as if begrudging her an answer, “is combatant 
commands.” 
      “My God,” Harper said.  “Combatant commands – a tongue twister.    It’s almost as if the 
military came up with these labels to keep reporters from talking about them.” 
       Her brother gave a snort as if to say, “Yes, it is.” 
       “Well,” Harper said, “we’ll not let that happen.  Combatant commands it is.  There are nine 
of them, and nine top generals who command them...” 
       “That’s right.” 
        “And you work for one of them?” 



        “I do.” 
         “I want to meet him.” 
        “You what?” 
        “I want to meet him.” 
        “What for?” 
        “I want to ask him some questions.” 
        “About what?” 
         “I want to ask him what is going to be the attitude of the American military if there is a 
disputed Presidential election.” 
        “That’s silly.” 
         “No it’s not, and it’s my job.” 
        “You’ll want to quote him?” 
        “Yes.” 
        “He won’t do that.” 
        “Why not?  I’m sure his command has a press office; and if it doesn’t, the Pentagon does.  
Generals talk to the press; not as much as politicians, but still they do.  So why wouldn’t he talk 
to me?” 
         Her brother thought a moment.  “You might be right,” he conceded.   
        “So get me an appointment,” Harper said triumphantly. 
 



 

 

CHAPTER 34 
 
 
 
Scott Air Force Base, Illinois 
         
        

A week later Harper and her brother walked across the campus of Scott Air Force base in 
Illinois.  Harper was grilling her brother about his boss, whom Harper was soon to meet. 
       “He’s a four-star general,” her brother said.  “He was a young lieutenant in Viet Nam; 
wounded twice and decorated for bravery; then he had a lot of assignments, I’ve forgotten them 
all.” 
         “They’re in his biography,” Harper said.  “I’ve read it.  But the man – tell me about the 
man.  Is he a swashbuckling general?  Does he carry a pearl-handled pistol?  Is there a lot of color 
for me?  Should I have brought a photographer?” 
         Her brother laughed.  “You’re really something,” he told her.  “No, he’s not swashbuckling.  
We don’t have much of that any more.  He’s tall and slender, with brownish hair, and he’s quiet 
and even studious.  He’s very smart; he knows all about the Army and its ordnance and 
equipment.  This is Transport Command, you know.   We support the fighters; we don’t do the 
fighting itself.” 
    “So,” said Harper, “what does he do for excitement?” 
      “I don’t know him well as a person,” her brother said.  “He’s twenty years older than I am, at 
least.  To me, he’s the ‘old man.’” 
      “So he’s about fifty,” Harper concluded.   “That’s not real old.  Is he married?” 
      “No.  I think he may have been once, but I’m not sure.  He isn’t now.” 
       “They say that the old man is very straight; that’s he’s polite, but not easy to get close to.  
The women say is that he’s very good-looking but he doesn’t have a girl-friend around here,” said 
Frank. 
         Harper stopped in her tracks and stood looking after her brother who kept walking, a self-
satisfied smile on his face.   After a long pause, Harper ran to catch up with him.  She put her 
hand on his arm and slowed him up. Turning him to look her directly in the face, she said, “This 
doesn’t add up.  You must be kidding me.  A handsome general who has no girl-friend, and who 
isn’t dead!?  Quit joking and tell me the truth.  You just said he’s handsome; he’s really a porker, 
isn’t he?” 
        Her brother smiled indulgently.  “No, I just told you the truth.  You’ll have to make sense of 
it all yourself.” 
        They resumed their walking pace.  “I like puzzles,” Harper said; “especially puzzles that 
come dressed as people.  Now I’m looking forward to meeting this guy.” 



 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER 35 
 
 
 
 
        “The general is expecting you,” his assistant, a bright-faced young Navy ensign who seemed 
very pleased to see a pretty woman, told her.   He got up from his seat behind a large desk to 
escort her to the door to the general’s office, and her brother followed.   
          Apparently the young officer had pressed a button alerting the general to their approach, 
because suddenly the door to his office opened and a tall, slender man strode forward, out of his 
office, to meet them.  He had regular features, short blonde hair, opalene eyes of a deep blue-
green with sparks of fire, a straight nose, finely drawn lips, a strong chin, and a kind smile, 
something Harper had not anticipated at all in a soldier.  She’d expected a hard stare with 
expressionless eyes; she found something very different, and it confused her.  She couldn’t help 
being attracted to the man from the moment she saw him.   

He stopped in front of Harper and quickly, inconspicuously appraised her.  She was used 
to be appraised by men, but she felt that his glance wasn’t physical in its purpose; instead, he was 
looking for something else, as if he were quickly inferring her personality from what he could see 
of her dress and bearing.  “Do military people do this?” she asked herself as he extended his hand, 
saying, “I’m Tom Demaris.”  She had no chance to respond before she was whisked into the 
general’s office, the general lagging behind her. 
        She expected her brother to accompany her, but he stopped with the general in the doorway 
where they exchanged a few words.  Then her brother stepped back into the reception room, 
snapped to attention, saluted the general, turned and walked out of the room.  The general turned 
back into his office, shutting the door behind him.  Harper was alone with him. 
         He politely motioned for her to take a chair beside a round table in a corner of the room.  An 
American flag hung from a pole behind her.  “Nice of you not to wrap yourself in it,” Harper 
started to say, but bit her tongue.  No time to be a smart New Yorker, she reminded herself. 
        The general slid smoothly into another chair by the table.  Harper was surprised that he 
didn’t put his desk between them, but was pleased at the indication of openness and accessibility 
he gave by sitting next to her. 
        Quickly she looked him over.  Her brother had been accurate in his description.  In civilian 
clothes he’d look like a corporate CEO – she knew, because she’d interviewed so many of them.  
There was a certain bearing that came with authority – CEO’s had it, and so did this general.   
Like most CEOs he looked more analytic, as if he had some accountant’s genes in him, than 
outdoorsy.  She could imagine him standing in front of a conference of stock analysts, but not in 
front of troops on a battlefield.  She was a bit disappointed. 
        But he was very handsome; of that there was no doubt.  In fact, speaking physically only, he 
was one of the most attractive men she’d ever met.  His smile was engaging; his features regular; 
his hair nicely styled (his was no army barber, she told herself); his teeth white (he’s never 
smoked, she noticed); his uniform with its row of brightly colored ribbons on his left breast, gave 
him dignity and stature.    



         The general was so good-looking, and his bearing so imposing, and he was so close to her, 
that Harper was momentarily non-pulsed. She suddenly realized that he had started a conversation 
before she was even aware of anything other than her own emotions.   
         She woke herself and participated with him in a  few minutes of introductory conversation.  
She noticed that he was serious, cautious in what he said, and that his self-confident, commanding 
air continued without being at all oppressive or unpleasant.  She liked him so much that she had 
to warn herself that she was a reporter and had to be watchful for people who would take her 
confidence and give her nothing or mislead her.  
        She went quickly to her point.   “You know that the Presidential election has just ended in 
another tie?” she began. 
       “Of course I know that,” he answered softly. 
       “Of course,” she echoed.  “What will the American military do if there is no clear winner in 
the election?” 
        She saw that the question was unexpected and that it startled him.  “Good,” she thought.  
“He’ll get after his press officers.  When they briefed him in preparation for my visit, they didn’t 
mention the possibility of this question.” 
          But though she was pleased by his surprise, she was quickly disappointed by his reaction to 
the question itself.  He seemed not interested in it.   
         “I think that’s an unlikely scenario,” he said to her.  “The process will produce a President.  
It isn’t the role of the military to be involved, other than as voters.” 
          “But, hypothetically, for just a moment,” Harper persisted, “if there were a deadlock and 
neither candidate conceded…” 
          “But someone always concedes,” the general responded.   He was patronizing her, and it 
angered her as it condescension always did.   
            “Sheila might not,” she snapped back.  She was pleased with her retort to him; it was as if 
she were saying, “Sheila is a woman and might not give in so easily as those men who’ve been 
candidates before her.” 
               The general seemed taken aback.  His eyes withdrew a bit into their sockets as if he 
were turning his attention to his own thoughts.  A moment later she noticed that he was looking at 
her with a new respect. 
           “I can’t believe that likely,” he replied, “though you’re right that it is ordinarily the 
Democrats who concede.  If she were not to concede, and Governor Cox didn’t either, then there 
could be a problem.” 
           “Yes, that’s it,” Harper said, leaning forward expectantly. 
          “But, I’m afraid it is still a very remote possibility,” the general said suddenly, leaving her 
with nothing.    
           Harper realized that she should not persist.  He understood exactly what she was asking, 
and didn’t intend to answer.  So that was that.  She realized also that no other General of his rank 
would do anything different.  “This question is a dog,” she thought, “that won’t hunt.”   
          But suddenly the general was speaking again, as if he wanted to give her something; maybe 
even wanted to have her in his office a bit longer. 
         “We in the military are prohibited,” he was saying, “by regulations from letting political 
opinions influence our military activities.  We are professional military people; we try to be the 
most professional officer-corps in the world.  We are proud of what we are today.  I think as a 
group, perhaps present-company excepted..” he paused… 
     Harper grinned as required by his sally.  She thought, “Oh, sure, present-company excepted – 
you’re the most professional executive I’ve ever seen, in business or in the military.” 
     But the general was continuing, “—we are the best trained, most technically knowledgeable, 
and hard-working officer corps, and the most open to innovation, that the world has ever seen.   If 
we are not better than Napoleon as individual officers, we are certainly better as a corps than 
Napoleon’s army. 



      “We are very proud of ourselves as professionals, and we are happy to be excluded from 
politics.  So even if there is a ongoing contest for the Presidency among the politicians, we will 
stay out of it.  To answer your question directly, the American military will take no position at all 
in a contest for the Presidency.  We are prohibited from doing that, and we don’t want to do it.” 
       The interview was ending.  It had not been lengthy, nor useful to her.   
         To Harper’s surprise the general walked her to the door of his office placing his hand lightly 
on her arm as he did so.  She felt a tingle of electricity.   She turned her face back toward him and 
saw an unexpected gentleness in his eyes.  “Wow!” she thought. 
     But how was she to see him again?  She couldn’t ask her brother to arrange another meeting.  
So she reverted to a reporter’s tactic she frequently used.  “If I have any other questions, can I call 
you?” she asked the general. 
      He smiled graciously and said, “Of course.” 
      “Can I have a number?” she said.  
       She saw him hesitate momentarily, and smiling, he reached into the inside pocket of the coat 
of his uniform and pulled out a leather-cased personal electronic assistant.   
     “Do you have one of these?” he asked. 
      She nodded yes.   
      He then pressed a key on his device and she knew that he had sent his contact information to 
her device without her having to do anything.   “That includes my cell phone number,” he told 
her.  “I love technology.” 
       And with that Harper was escorted out of the office into the waiting hands of the General’s 
aide.   She turned to say goodbye once again, but he was gone, and the door to his office was 
shut.    



 
 

 

CHAPTER 36 
 
      
 

For days afterwards, Harper couldn’t get the general out of her mind.   
      “You’re infatuated with him,” Sarah said to her. 
      “No, I’m not,” Harper objected. 
     “Of course you are,” Sarah insisted.  “He’s older, highly respected, very handsome.  No 
wonder you’re taken with him.” 
      Harper frowned. 
      ‘So,” Sarah said, her tone altering, “you are interested in him.  Well, I don’t know that it’s a 
good idea.” 
      Harper was taken aback.  “What do you mean?” she demanded.   
    “I’m not involved with him,” Harper said; “I just met him.” 
     “I know, but you’ll find a way to see him again,” Sarah said. 
 “I’d say you’ve got a case of love at first sight.” 
       “Ridiculous!” Harper said. 
      “Not at all,” Sarah insisted, “but ill-advised.” 
      “What do you mean?” 
      “I mean that you wouldn’t want a military life,” Sarah told her. 
    “Don’t be silly,” Harper retorted.    
 



 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 37 
 
 
       
 

Harper’s strong opinions about the direction of American politics were being discussed in 
the media community.  Whenever a news story on the American News Network implied that 
there were dangers ahead, critics now pointed to it as evidence of Harper’s influence in the 
network.   

Talk show hosts on other networks began to make fun of her; timidly at first, then more 
aggressively.  The Daily Show excerpted from her past newscasts and assembled a montage in 
which she seemed a Cassandra predicting the imminent demise of the country.   It was unfair, but 
funny.   
      Jamie, however, didn’t find it amusing.  The fixation on Harper was obscuring, he 
thought, the progress that American News Network was making in the news field under his 
leadership.  He began to see Harper as a problem for his reputation.  When he encountered his 
peers from other networks, they’d often tease him about Harper and suggest that he was letting 
her do what she wanted because of a relationship he was accused of having with her.  His denials 
had no impact; probably, he realized, because she was such a pretty woman. 
 
       Jamie called his secretary and asked his assistant to come in.  The assistant started talking 
about a topic he considered urgent, but Jamie’s mind was thinking about Harper.  He waved off 
the new topic and said to his assistant, “I’ve been thinking about Harper Cole.” 
   “Oh?” 
    “Do you know her?” 
    ‘Everyone knows her.” 
     Jamie registered surprise.  “Why do you say that?” 
    “She’s the one who’s paranoid.  She thinks the world is going to blow up.” 
    “Well, not that exactly.” 
     “I’m exaggerating.  She thinks that the United States is going to plunged into open warfare – 
here in the US.” 
      “Is she right?” 
      His assistant looked at him with a puzzled expression.  “You don’t mean that?” 
      Jamie stared at him seriously. 
       His assistant hesitated, then responded, “Of course, she’s not right.” 
     “I guess not,” responded  Jamie, turning away.  “I’m wondering how far I should support 
her?” 
     “You mean, how far you should let her go with this panic stuff?” 
     ‘Yes.” 
     “Not very much further, I’d say.” 



      Jamie paused, then turned saying, “You may be right.”  Then he added, “Now what did you 
want me for?” 
 



 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 38 
 
 
      This is Harper Cole reporting.  Tonight we have more demonstrations to report in American 
cities.  We will have reports from the scene in New York, Atlanta, Miami, Chicago, Los Angeles, 
Dallas and Houston.    

Patterns seem to be appearing.   There are roughly as many demonstrations for the 
Democratic candidate as for the Republican, as if every time one side has a demonstration, the 
other responds – not in the same city, but in another of similar size.  Both campaigns insist that 
the demonstrations are spontaneous, but there are indications that there may be organized 
elements.    

Further, Democratic mayors and governors seem to permit demonstrations in favor of 
Senator Brinton and try to deny or hinder those in favor of Governor Cox; and Republican 
mayors and governors seem to permit demonstrations in favor of Governor Cox and try to 
prevent of harass those in favor of Senator Brinton.   

Since there are more Democratic mayors than Republican, the cities seem full of pro-
Brinton demonstrations; and since there are more Republican governors than Democratic, pro-
Cox demonstrations tend to take place outside the big cities.  Finally, in general, pro-Brinton 
demonstrations are much more numerous in the blue states than in the red; and pro-Cox 
demonstrations are much more numerous in the red states than in the blue.   
 
 
 
      Hours later… 
 

Today in Atlanta state police and National Guard units were called out to compel city 
police to disperse pro-Brinton marchers.  Unconfirmed reports are that numerous Atlanta police 
officers were detained by National Guard units and that the mayor of the city is now in house 
arrest.  Hundreds of demonstrators are alleged to have been arrested and are being held in 
impromptu guardhouses.   
      In Miami pro-Brinton demonstrators clashed with metropolitan and state police.  Dozens are 
said to be injured.   
      In San Diego a large pro-Brinton demonstration was attacked by pro-Cox partisans; clashes 
were broken up by police.  Many are reported injured. 
      President Cox has called for calm.   Simultaneously the White House called for Senator 
Brinton to announce her intention to comply with the Supreme Court decision by conceding the 
Presidential contest to Governor John Cox.  A statement from Senator Brinton’s office calls the 
White House request “old news.” 
 



 

CHAPTER 39   
 
 
 
 
 “This is the first press release,” Harper said in the staff meeting on the first Monday 
morning after Christmas, “that I’ve ever seen from the Supreme Court about something other than 
the announcement of some case decision.” 
      “I’ve never seen one either,” Jamie responded.  “I thought all they did was release decisions.” 
      “And in the period between Christmas and New Year’s,” someone added with amazement in 
his voice.  “The Court isn’t in session now.” 
       “I think they got a majority of the court by phoning everyone from the Chief Justice’s 
office,” Mirla added. 
      “This is really something,” said Jamie.  “They’re calling on the President to enforce their 
decision in favor of his brother.” 
       “I’ll bet the White House engineered this,” Jamie said in a voice heavy with suspicion. 
        “How are we going to report it?” Mirla asked. 
 
 
         “So now John has put me on the spot,” President Rick Cox told a gathering of his top 
political advisors in the White House at the same moment that the American News Network’s 
news staff was meeting.  “He’s had the Chief Justice ask me to enforce his order that made John 
President.” 
       Around the room, heads nodded. 
      “And I’ve vowed publicly before to enforce the decision,” he said.  “So what can I do now?”  
       There was silence in the room.  The President looked from one face to another. 
      Finally his chief political advisor, Roger Minton, spoke up.  “What can you do?” he asked.  
“The Democrats have done nothing but say they won’t accept it.  We can’t jail them for that.” 
       Frustration bloomed red on the President’s face.   
     “We have to issue another statement calling on the Democrats to concede,” the top political 
advisor insisted. 
      The President nodded in agreement.  “I’m getting tired of issuing statements and doing 
nothing,” he grumbled. 



 

CHAPTER 40 
 
 

 This is Mirla Pavao reporting for the American News Network in New York. Today President 
Rick Cox responded to an unprecedented request from the Supreme Court to enforce the Court’s 
decision that his brother, John Cox, had been elected President in last month’s election.  The 
President at a hastily called press conference formally requested Senator Brinton to concede the 
election to his brother, saying that such a concession was necessary to bring about public 
acceptance of the law.   
     When asked by reporters if the White House had anything to do with the Supreme Court 
request, or if his brother had sought the Court request, the President denied any involvement in 
the actions of the Court by himself or his brother. 
     
 

Deep concern streaked Sheila’s face as she and Lorraine Nylandar met with  Will at her 
office in Washington.  The three had been watching Mirla’s report on the American News 
Networks evening news.   

 “So the Chief Justice has publicly asked the President to enforce his order,” she said. 
          “It’s outrageous!” Lorrie said. 
           “John put him up to it,” Will suggested. 
          “Or the President,” Lorrie added. 
         “But they already have told the media that they have nothing to do with it,” Sheila smiled 
sardonically. 
          “Yeah, sure,” Will said. 
          “And the President has called on me to concede,” Sheila continued. 
            “I can’t believe the Chief Justice of the Supreme Court would do this!” Will said. 
            “Why not?” Lorrie asked. 
           “He’s not your kind of lawyer, is he?” Sheila asked Will. 
           “No,” Will answered.     

“I agree,” she said.  “Not mine either.  That’s why I opposed his appointment.  He’s a 
lawyer’s lawyer.  That should have been enough to disqualify him, but all those characters were 
saying that that made him qualified.” 
         “He’s not like us,” Will observed.  “We’re people’s lawyers.”   
         Sheila nodded, “Yeah, we’re practical.  Guys like him -- lawyers’ lawyers -- care more 
about the rules than the game. They care more about the technicalities than winning.” 
           “We had two of them running for President in the past two elections,” Will said.  “That’s 
why they conceded so easily.” 
          “I can’t stand those kind of people,” Sheila said bitterly.   ”Law shouldn’t be an end in 
itself.  Those guys preferred to make fancy concession speeches than to be president.” 
        Will nodded.  “But you didn’t,” he smiled at her proudly. 
 “And I won’t.” 
        Lorrie had been watching the dialogue between husband and wife with fascination.  Now she 
asked, “But how will we deal with it?” 
       Sheila and Will looked at each other as if they’d both been rudely yanked back to reality. 
       “The pressure on you is going to be intense,” Will observed. 
      “The lawyer’s lawyers in our own party are going to demand that I concede – to abide by the 
Court’s decision,” she said thoughtfully. 
       “We can say the Court’s in John’s pocket,” Will suggested.  “That it’s not a fair decision.” 



       “That’s rough,” Lorrie said.  “It’s a stretch to attack the Supreme Court.  FDR did it, and it 
didn’t go over well.” 
      Sheila and Will both nodded in agreement. 
   We’re in a box,” Lorrie said.  “’If we attack the Court’s legitimacy, then they’ll say, “How 
come you’re trying to tear down our Constitution?’  But if we accept that the Court is legitimate, 
they’ll ask, ‘Then how come you don’t obey its decision?’” 
       Will nodded, but Sheila sat lost in thought. 
       “Can we ignore the Court’s request of the President?” Sheila asked. 
      “We’ll certainly be asked to comment on it,” Lorrie pointed out. 
       “We can say that we think it’s an overreach of the Court’s authority,” Sheila said. 
        “It would have been easier to ignore the Court’s request when I was President,” Will said.   
        “But would it have been?” Sheila asked.  “After all, the request is to the President.  So what 
will he do?  What can he do?  Can he put me in jail?  I mean, what am I doing?  I have free 
speech.  I’m simply refusing to concede the election.   I’m not doing anything else.” 
        Lorrie’s eyes lit up.  “You’re right,” she said.  “There’s no illegality in our refusing to 
concede the election, or say that the Court’s decision is right.  So they’ve made a mistake.  
They’ve overreached.   The court has no right to demand that the President enforce its order; 
especially when there’s no way to enforce it.” 
     The room was silent briefly. 
     “So we just say that the Court has exceeded its authority, and we do nothing else, right?” 
Lorrie asked. 
      Will nodded as if to say, “It’s okay with me.” 
      Sheila smiled. 
      “I’ll go draft a statement for the press,” Lorrie said.   “Short and to the point.”   



 
 
 

CHAPTER 41 
 
 
 
 This is Harper Cole reporting for the American News Network in New York. Today Senator 
Sheila Brinton’s office issued a statement deploring the Supreme Court’s exceeding its authority 
when it requested President Rick Cox to enforce its order finding that his brother John Cox had 
won the Presidential election in November.   There has been no response yet from the Supreme 
Court or the White House. 
        
       “That didn’t work very well, did it?” John Cox asked Art Havener.  They were sitting in the 
Governor’s library at his mansion in Tallahassee, and had been listening to Senator Brinton’s 
statement being read on the evening news programs.   
         John was sitting in an overstuffed armchair beside his desk facing his Art who was sitting a 
the conference table with a notepad in front of him.  The governor was trim, though his face was 
babyish in a way that always made him seem a bit too heavy.   
        “I guess we didn’t think through what would happen if she didn’t concede,” Art 
acknowledged. 
       “When we got all those Democrat lawyers to sign a petition asking her to concede,” John 
said, “I thought we had her.” 
        “So did I,” Art agreed.  
        “She’s tougher than I thought,” John said thoughtfully. 
       “Or more reckless.” 
      “Yes,” John agreed, “or more reckless.” 
       “But what can we do now?” asked Art.  “We’ve put the President on the spot.  His political 
people have been calling since Brinton issued her statement.  What do we want the President to 
do?  The Court has called on him to do something – what is it?” 
        “He can’t make her concede,” John said.  “He can’t arrest her.” 
       “Oh, he can,” his advisor contradicted the governor.  “The President has the authority.  But 
there are so little grounds that a lawyer would quickly have her out.   And to arrest her might 
cause riots.” 
      “I think we should get off this train,” John said suddenly.  “Tell the White House to say 
nothing more.  If the press asks, have the press secretary tell them that the White House is 
studying the situation.” 
       “They won’t like it,” said Art.  “It gives the President a sort of black eye.  Makes him look 
ineffective.  He was asked by the Court to do something; so he turned to Sheila and asked her to 
do it, and she said no.  It’s an embarrassment.” 
       “They’ll have to accept it,” said John.  “He’s embarrassed me enough in the past.  Anyway, 
he’s almost out of office.  No one will remember or care about this in just a few days.” 
        “Okay, but how do we get Sheila to concede?” 
        “I don’t know.  But maybe we don’t have to.” 
        ‘What do you mean?” Art asked. 
        “Maybe we should just wait three weeks until I’m inaugurated as President, and then deal 
with the situation?  Maybe it will dissolve.  I’ll be President and she’ll be in the Senate, and that’s 
it.” 



         Art twisted his head from side to side as if weighing what he ‘d heard.   After a few 
moments he said, “Maybe so.  Maybe that will work.  You become President and the whole issue 
just fades away?” 
        “Yes,”   
         “Well, that may be all we can do; but I guess we have to score one for Sheila.” 
        “I guess,” John agreed. 
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