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CHAPTER 42 
 
 
      Jaime felt dreadful. He had been at a New Year’s Eve party without a date the evening before, 
had drunk too much, and now had a headache; on top of that, he was regretting that he hadn’t 
seen Harper for the celebration.   Without her, he’d been discontent.   

In fact, he hadn’t seen her socially for several weeks.  With so much going on at the 
office it seemed awkward to date her; especially since Mirla was so conscious of any attention he 
paid to Harper, and since Harper had put herself into such a corner in the staff meetings that he 
might actually have to ask his superiors to let her go.    

These were good reasons, he told himself, for not seeing her except at the network, but he 
missed her.  He wondered what she had done the previous evening and felt himself growing 
jealous of any man who might have been with her. 
       Thus, he was in a foul mood when his phone rang.  He ignored it and his answering machine 
shut off the ringing.  But in a minute, his phone was ringing again.  He ignored it again; and the 
same sequence of message recorder, then insistent ringing repeated itself. 
     Irritated at being disturbed on a holiday morning, Jamie answered his phone with a grumble.  
To his astonishment, it was the President of the American News Network, his boss two layers up.    
     “Is your television on?” the executive demanded abruptly. 
     “No,” Jamie said. 
     “Turn it on,” his boss’s, boss’s boss told him. 
      As Jamie reached for the remote control of his TV, the man told him, “Not our network, any 
of the other ones.” 
     “Uh oh!” Jamie told himself.    
      In a few seconds the screen of his set was glowing in color and Jamie was leaning forward in 
his chair, his attention riveted to scenes of chaos and confusion interspaced between shots of 
plays of a football game.  He saw people being hurled down steep rows of seats in the bleachers; 
others being tossed over barriers onto the field; he saw fist fights, piles of bodies writing in 
combat; he heard shots; saw flares rising above the stadiums. 
      “What in the world?” he asked. 
      “The whole damn country is coming apart,” the executive exclaimed loudly, “and we’re not 
even covering it!” 
  



 
 

CHAPTER 43 

  
        This is Harper Cole reporting for the American News Network in New York. On this New 
Year’s Day bloody violence has broken out at the football bowl games. It appears that people are 
trying to settle this jinxed election through fist fights and armed assaults.   
       Without anticipation by security forces, hundreds of people made their way into the football 
bowl games with placards and streamers favoring John Cox or Sheila Brinton. When fans in the 
stands began to cheer for opposing candidates, fights broke out. Unfortunately, some fans snuck 
weapons in under their clothes so the fights have escalated into knifings and multiple shootings.   

As a result, every bowl game today has been canceled while authorities evacuate the 
stadiums and police struggle to get the fighting under control. Thousands of Brinton supporters 
have fled the stadiums with angry mobs of Cox adherents in pursuit, often overtaking laggards 
and beating them. Armed bands, being turned away from the stadiums, have ambushed red 
partisans in parking lots and on the streets which provided access to the stadiums.  Police 
authorities are admitting to television reporters that they can’t control the situations.  
  As cameras showed outnumbered blue voters being chased from the stadiums in danger 
of their lives, a fury rose among blue voters in California and the islands, and armed bands of 
Brinton supporters are showing up at the stadiums where bowl games would be played.   
     Authorities in the west quickly imposed rigid security screening on fans as they tried to enter 
the stadiums.    Outside the stadiums, unseen by cameras or police, violence grew more angry.   
Soon thousands of cars were turning round and carrying their occupants fleeing from where the 
games were being held.   

At the Rose Bowl in Pasadena, California, the champion teams of the Big Ten, from a red 
state, and of the Pacific coast conference, from a blue state, played before an almost empty 
stadium but a massive national television audience.  The network broadcasting the game quickly 
saw its opportunity.  Sportscasters were joined by reporters, and the football game itself quickly 
became a contest of political significance, with the Big 10 champion representing John and the 
Pacific champion representing Sheila.  When the Pacific champion won the game, mobs streamed 
into the streets of western and east coast cities to celebrate not a sports but a political victory.  In 
the Midwest and south a few hardy blue supporters raised their voices in celebration in bars or 
went into the streets to shout their excitement, but most were attacked by mobs of red supporters 
within minutes, many were injured and the others fled for their homes. 

We are going to show you film coming in from our local affiliates, which we have 
ourselves not yet seen.  We are told that some of what you are about to see includes graphic 
violence, so that viewer discretion is advised. 

 
 
        Harper watched a nearby monitor as the film was shown, while she was trying to get a pre-
read of what was being fed to her on the teleprompter.  The images she saw stunned her.  Here 
was open political violence on a massive scale in the United States.  No one in authority seemed 
to have anticipated it, nor taken effective steps to prevent or control it.  She was ready to read a 
news feed, but more film kept coming in. 
         In her earphone she heard Jamie instructing his assistant directors to call the Cox and 
Brinton campaigns to get reactions to the violence; and to call the White House as well.   Then to 
contact the police chiefs in the cities in which bowl games were taking place. 
           



 
 

CHAPTER 44 
 
  

In Florida John Cox met with his political advisors to discuss the spreading violence.   
The media was invited in to listen to the discussion.   All in the Governor’s entourage deplored 
the violence and after the meeting, the Governor issued a statement condemning the violence, 
again. 
       In New York City, Sheila Brinton met with her political advisors to discuss the spreading 
violence.  The media was invited in to listen to the discussion.  All in the Senator’s entourage 
deplored the violence and after the meeting, the Senator issued a statement condemning the 
violence, again.   
 
     Scattered violence continued.   
 
     “I can tell you how this is going to end,” Mirla said.  
     Every face in the staff meeting looked at her in surprise. 
     “You’ve been talking to someone?” Jamie asked.   
     Mirla didn’t notice the snickers among the others in the room; she was oblivious to Jamie’s 
condescending implication that her new idea could not have been hers alone.   But Jamie’s 
comment was not hostile, but merely teasing, and Mirla was oblivious to it.  Had she detected a 
note of derision or contempt, she’d have immediately responded. 
        “The Electoral College is going to meet in the first week of January,” Mirla explained, “and 
with the Nevada delegation being Republican, Governor Cox will be chosen President and it will 
be all over.” 
       Heads nodded in agreement.   
      “You may be right,” Jamie said.   
      “Sheila will have to concede then,” Mirla said. 
      “And if she doesn’t,” Sarah added, “what difference will it make?” 
     “None,” Mirla said, triumphantly.   
     Jamie looked toward Harper who sat silent.   
    Jamie looked away.   “We’ll prepare our viewers for that outcome,” he said. 
     The room began to empty.   Jamie motioned to Harper to remain after the others had left. 
     “You still think we’re framing these stories wrong?” Jamie asks her. 
     “Maybe we are,” she says.  “I’m not certain.” 
     ‘Tell me why again,” he says. 
     “I just think we may be in a situation from which there’s not an exit.  I think the story is bigger 
than who’s the next President going to be – it’s whether our democracy will survive this.” 
     Jamie folded his lips inward on each other in an expression he had when he was thinking 
deeply.   They sat in silence as he considered her words.  Then he said, “Everyone else around 
here thinks you’re crazy.” 
     Harper said nothing. 
      “I don’t agree with you either,” Jamie said.  “But I think you have guts to hang on to your 
point of view.” 
       Harper kept her face expressionless and still said nothing.   
     “Can you go along with the frame we’re using?” Jamie asked her. 
     “What do you mean?” she asked. 



    “I mean, our story frame is that the Electoral College will chose Cox and the election will be 
settled. Can you report that?” 
    “Of course not,” Harper said. “What if you’re wrong?” 
     “Harper, nobody thinks this stalemate will last. The president of the network sees you planting 
fearful ideas in our viewers and he’s asked me to see that it’s stopped.” 
     “Of course, this has nothing to do with his personal friendship with Rick Cox,” Harper said 
sarcastically. 
     “Damn it, Harper, listen to me!” Jamie was yelling now. “I am trying to save your job but you 
are blocking me at every turn. I’m telling you, if you continue this line of reporting the next 
newscast could be your last.” He turned and stomped out of the room, slamming the door behind 
him. 
 
   “How did it go with Jamie?” Sarah asked her as soon as she left the news director’s office. 
    “I’m still on the payroll,” Harper said. 
     “Thank goodness for that.” 
    “But he thinks I’m wrong.” 
    “He told you that?” Sarah asked. 
     “Effectively, yes.” 
     “So you’re skating on very thin ice?” 
     “I’m afraid so.” 
     “What about your romance with him?” Sarah asked. 
     “I don’t know,” Harper said with a deep scowl. “I don’t work for him directly, but I guess he 
can get me fired; and I don’t date him; he’s too busy for me, or he prefers Mirla.  What romance 
is there?” 



CHAPTER 47 
 
    Later that day… 
 

The Secretary of Defense sat in his office phoning several of the commanders of the 
combatant commands.  In each instance he was conveying an order of the President of the United 
States, which was arriving simultaneously in written form to send troops to certain locations, 
generally in blue states, to maintain public order.   
   Each commander in turn listened, asked nothing, said, “Yes, Sir,” and hung up. 
    General Don Phillips of Southern Command in Miami hung up, turned to his aide and said, 
“That’s the damndest thing.  That’s SOD to say I have to send troops to local police authorities in 
the northeast to control civilian demonstrations.” 
       His aide looked at him curiously, then suddenly said, as if responding to a light going off in 
his mind, “He wants to you to make Rick Cox’s brother President.” 
       Don Phillips looked out the window of his office, meditating on what he’d heard, then 
slapped his hand on the window sill, “Damned if I will!” he said.   
 
    General Yousaff Karas, Commander of Central Command, headquartered at MacDill Air Force 
Base in Tampa, Florida, was in Baghdad when the Secretary of Defense called him.  He 
immediately agreed to order troops dispatched from bases in the southeastern United States to 
control demonstrations and suppress rioting in Miami and West Palm Beach.    
        Hearing about Chip Karas’s orders to his units, Don Phillips at Southern Command phoned 
General Robert Swanson at Special Operations Command, which was located with Central 
Command at MacDill in Tampa.  “Buzz,” Don Phillips began, “have you heard what Chip is 
doing?” 
     “You mean about sending units to the cities?” Buzz responded. 
      “Yes.” 
      “I have.” 
      “What do you think of it?” 
      “A bad idea.” 
      “You know I’ve backed you in the controversies you’ve had with Chip?” 
      “Yes, I know that and I appreciate it.” 
      “Shouldn’t we put a bit of a brake on him now?” Don asked. 
      “I think it would be a good idea.   I don’t want him getting too close to our new President.” 
       “Nor do I.  What can you do?” 
      “I can put things into a bit of chaos around here so that his guys have to do a lot of 
straightening out before they get their units successfully to their mission sites.” 
        “If I were you, I’d do that.” 
         “I understand.” 
         “What can I do to help?” 
         “I don’t know right now,” Buzz answered.  “I’ll call you when I do.” 
         “Don’t forget,” Don pressed, “I want to get involved.” 
         “I won’t forget,” Buzz assured him. 



 
 

CHAPTER 48 
 
 
 
        “Can I see you a moment, General?” Tom Demaris’s aide asked him on the interoffice phone 
line. 
        “Come in,” the general responded. 
        A few moments later the aide stood in front of the general’s desk.  When Tom looked up 
expectantly, the aide began, “We have something unusual at MacDill.” 
         “Yes?” responded the general. 
         “We had requisitions for aircraft to transport some infantry and military police units from 
the base to Miami and West Palm Beach,” the aide continued, “which is strange itself, since both 
are right next to Southern Command – why would Central Command be sending forces like these 
to those cities?” 
          The general’s expression was alert with interest.   
“Yes?” he said again. 
          “And now we’ve had emergency requests of the same sort from Special Operations 
Command at MacDill, almost as if the requests from SOC were intended to interfere with the 
requests from CENCOM.   I mean, we have to work out landing sequences for the planes, and the 
two commands are arguing over which planes come in when, and SOC doesn’t seem to want to 
work it out.” 
         General Tom Demaris had heard enough.   He looked away from the earnest face of his 
aide, and after a moment’s thought, stood and made his way to a window of his office to look out 
over the snow-covered expanse of the parade ground.  “So Buzz and Chip are at their feud again,” 
Tom said to no one in particular.  “And I suspect Don in Miami isn’t far out of it.   They’re all 
playing politics, I’m sure; both inside the military and now with the civilians.  What a mess!” 



 
 

CHAPTER 49 
 
 
 
          Alerted by news reports to the President’s orders to military commanders, Sheila Brinton 
sat in the office of her campaign committee phoning the commanders of the combatant 
commands.   Only a few would talk to her.  For all she left the message that the order from the 
President was inappropriate because it dealt with a purely political matter.  “The military 
shouldn’t get involved in this,” she said.  Two commanders took her call and were friendly.   One 
took her call and was non-committal.  The others were not available when she called and left her 
message.  None offered direct support to her. 
 
       At Offutt Air Force base in Nebraska, General Anthony Pandalfo had just taken a call from 
the Secretary of Defense when his aide buzzed him on the interoffice line.  The general bit his lip 
in irritation.  He couldn’t ask SOD to hold, but his aide wouldn’t buzz without major reason.  So 
he put his hand over the mouthpiece of his phone, so that SOD couldn’t hear anything from the 
General’s side of the phone, and he pushed the speaker button on his phone consol, immediately 
pushing the volume down, and listened to his aide.  “General, I’m sorry to interrupt…” 
     “Go on,” the general whispered urgently, “hurry.” 
      “I’ve another call for you, it’s from Senator Sheila Brinton.  She’s on the line herself, not her 
aide, and she says it’s urgent.” 
      General Pandalfo’s eyes grew wide.   He had no idea what to do.   Years went by without his 
ever receiving a call from SOD; and he’d never had one from a Presidential candidate.    
     But he hesitated very briefly before whispering to his aide, “Tell the Senator that I’ll call her 
back immediately.”  And to SOD he said, “Yes, Sir,  I understand, Sir.” 
 
      Admiral Barry Steward was in his office in Honolulu when a call came from SOD.  He was 
he would immediately receive orders to dispatch military units to the west coast of the United 
States to keep order.    
    “Should I call Brad?” he asked his aide.  Brad was Bradley Keanley, Chairman of the Joint 
Chiefs in Washington, DC. 
     “This isn’t really a military matter, is it?” his aide asked. 
      Barry looked at him quizzically. 
      “Isn’t it a political matter, Sir?” asked his aide. 
      Barry kept looking at him. 
      “And the Joint Chiefs aren’t in the chain of command anyway?”  
      Barry remained silent. 
     “So the Joint Chiefs aren’t in the chain of command, and it’s a political matter,” the aide 
summarized.   
      “God knows what it is,” Barry said.  “I think I want to talk to Brad about this.  Please get him 
on the line for me if you can.” 
       “The General isn’t available,” his aide responded a few minutes later.   
       “Then execute the orders when they come in,” Barry told him, “and keep trying to find Brad.  
I want to talk with him as soon as possible.” 
 
 
      



 
 

CHAPTER 50 
 
 
Sarah made her way slowly into Jamie’s office with a puzzled look on her face.    
     Jamie looked up at her.  “What is it?” he asked. 
     “We’ve just received a report from AP in Stuttgart, Germany,” she began, “that giant cargo 
jets are departing loaded with troops headed not for Iraq, but for New York – at least that’s the 
rumor at the base.” 
     “What the hell is that about?” Jamie asked. 
    “ I don’t know,” Sarah confessed, and she wandered out of the news director’s office as 
puzzled as she had entered. 
 
      An hour later she was back with the same look on her face. 
     “What now?” Jamie asked her. 
    “A report from UPI in Honolulu,” she said.  “Large troop-carrying military aircraft are leaving 
the islands full of soldiers and heading for the big west coast cities.” 
      Jamie looked at Sarah wide-eyed; and she stared back. 
      They both began to speak at once.  “Do you think…?”  
Sarah ceased talking, preferring to listen to Jamie.  “…that the President is trying to bring soldiers 
to America to crush the Democrats?” Jamie finished.   His voice was full of incredulity. 
       “It couldn’t be,” Sarah said. 
      “But what then?” Jamie asked. 
      

This is Harper Cole reporting for the American News Network in New York. Today there 
are unconfirmed reports that President Rick Cox is ordering military commanders to prepare to 
suppress demonstrations in American cities and town.  Such an order would be unprecedented 
since General Douglas MacArthur was ordered to disperse veterans who gathered in Washington 
during the Depression to demand a bonus from the Federal Government.   

Critics are also calling to mind the employment of the Ohio National Guard at Kent State 
during anti-Viet Nam War demonstrations in the 1970s.   Both the Army during the Depression 
and the National Guard during the Viet Nam War demonstrations shot and killed numerous 
demonstrators.   

Not since the American Civil War has our military been asked to control elections and 
determine results.  Yet reports are coming in from usually reliable sources that military units are 
being dispatched from Germany to the northeastern cities of the United States, and from Hawaii 
to the major west coast cities.  There are also reports that troops from bass in the south are being 
sent to cities in Florida  where there have been demonstrations in favor of Senator Sheila 
Brinton, the Democratic candidate for President.   

There is speculation that the purpose of the troop movements is to suppress any 
demonstrations on behalf of Senator Brinton in the days running up to the inauguration next week 
of Governor John Cox as President.    

The White House refuses to confirm or deny the reports of orders to troops to move into 
the big cities, but a White House spokesperson told the American News Network that such events 
might not be surprising if necessary to repress political rioting of the sort that has been 
happening in many cities.  We will have further reports on the worsening situation in the cities, 
including estimates of killed and injured, later in our broadcast.   
      



    The next morning the news staff of the American News Network were gathered in the news 
room in the half-hour before airtime reviewing video from both coasts of the United States 
showing fighting between demonstrators and police loyal to the President.   Some military units 
were photographed taking up positions in riot-torn areas.   Jamie, Harper, Mirla and Sarah were 
watching with deep attention.  No one spoke; the silent images of violence were too loud for any 
of the news staff to say a thing. 
 
  

Reports are that Senator Sheila Brinton has been phoning the top generals in the US 
military and asking them to ignore Presidential orders that she says are political in nature.   
Senator Brinton has also issued an appeal to her supporters to avoid any violence which could 
provoke a military intervention in the nation’s on-going political crisis. 
     The White House is refusing to comment on reports that the President has been ordering 
military units to intervene against people demonstrating against the election of his brother to the 
Presidency.   The White House says that it never comments on orders issued by the President 
within the military chain of command. 
 
      Harper dialed the private phone number General Tom Demaris had given her.  “General 
Demaris, please…yes, this is Harper Cole from the American News Network…Hello, I’m so glad 
I got you on the phone. I’m wondering if I could meet with you tomorrow.” 



 

CHAPTER 51 
 
 
 
   General Demaris  hesitated only a moment before agreeing, but saying that he would not 
speak for her on camera.   Harper agreed.    
        Harper entered the base at which Demaris worked with excitement.   She had wanted badly 
to see him again, and this was her chance.  He kept her waiting not at all, and when he appeared 
at the doorway of his office to greet her, she found him as handsome and charming as before.   
      “We’ve reported,” Harper told him, “that the President has been phoning the commanders of 
the combatant commands and so has Sheila – the President to try to get them involved in the 
current political crisis; Sheila to try to keep them out.  Is that right?” 
       “If you’ve reported it,” the general responded, “how could I deny it?” 
        Harper grinned.  “So it’s true?” 
      “Yes,” he nodded. 
      “Have you been called?”  
       “This is off the record?” the general asked. 
       “Yes,” Harper said, hating that she meant it. 
       “Yes.” 
       “By both the President and Sheila?” 
       “Yes.” 
       “I won’t ask you about the conversations,” Harper said. 
      ‘That’s best,” the general responded. 
       “When I was here before,” Harper said, “I asked you what the military would do if there were 
an unresolved dispute over the presidency.  You said that that was very unlikely.” 
        “Yes, I remember.” 
         “Do you still think that it is very unlikely?” 
        “No.” 
        “That’s because of the new chain of command, the one that puts a civilian instead of the 
Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff at the top of the chain?” 
        “Yes, to a large degree,” the General agreed. 
        “I want to try to understand,” Harper said to him, “Why does it matter whether a civilian or a 
military person is at the top of the chain of command? Why would a general feel he had the right 
to decide whether to follow a civilian order as opposed to a military order?” 
         Demaris paused before answering.  “It’s very clear to me,” he responded, “but I can imagine 
that it’s very subtle and unclear for a civilian like you.   If it didn’t matter whether a civilian for a 
general was at the top of the chain of command, then the whole purpose of the Goldwater-Nichols 
act, which was to strengthen civilian control over the military, would have been pointless.  So that 
suggests it does matter.  But why does it matter?  The point is that there are now competing 
civilian authorities, Cox and Brinton, but there is only one military authority – so that what really 
matters is not civilian versus military, but that there are two competing civilian authorities.   

Under the old system, the single military authority – the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs – 
would have decided whom to obey among the competing civilian presidents, and the military 
would have had to follow his choice.  Under the new system, the chairman of the joint chiefs is 
officially out of the way, and every command commander has to decide which civilian authority 
of the two competing ones to follow. In effect, every general or admiral who heads a combatant 
command has to decide for himself who is the legitimate President.   This is the mess we’re 
getting into now. 



          “But aren’t most of the generals Republicans, or conservatives?” 
            “Yes, they are.  But a few are Democrats, and some of the Republicans don’t like Rick 
Cox at all.   So people could choose different sides.” 
          “But isn’t making a choice about who’s President violating a soldier’s oath to stay out of 
politics?” Harper objected. 
          “That’s a good point,” Demaris acknowledged.  “It’s bothering some of us a lot.  But I 
don’t see how we can avoid making a choice about who’s President – we have conflicting orders 
and it isn’t clear whom to obey.  We’re trying not to get into politics, but we have to know what 
orders to accept.” 
         “I’m concerned about open conflict,” Harper told him.  “If some generals go Red and some 
go Blue, and it gets rough, then I’m afraid that members of my family could end up on opposite 
sides in the fighting.  Am I wrong to be concerned?” 
         The general shook his head from side to side, “Maybe you were wrong earlier, but not 
now,” he said.   
         That was all.  The general dismissed her warmly, but made no attempt to see her any 
further, and Harper flew back to New York, her emotions in a tumult.   Seeing him had excited 
her; and having him confirm her fears for the future had frightened her more than anything else in 
her whole life.   



 
         

CHAPTER 52 
 
 
 
    In Washington preparations for inauguration day were well advanced.   Bleachers were being 
erected along the parade route down Pennsylvania Avenue.  The stage upon which the President-
elect would take the oath of office in front of the Capitol was being built.   
     At the White House Rick and Virginia Cox were beginning to pack.  Virginia was well-
organized; she and her husband had targeted the weekend before the inauguration to vacate the 
White House.  “That will give John and Miti a little bit more time to move in.  I’ve invited her to 
come up and look over the place with me for a day after we’ve moved our stuff out.   She’ll want 
to redecorate, of course, as I did.” 
      The President agreed.   
      The President and First Lady left the White House late in the week prior to the inauguration 
for their ranch at Crawfordsville, Texas.   Virginia planned to return to Washington on Sunday to 
meet Miti Cox, John’s wife, to tour the White House and discuss its decoration.   John would be 
coming in on Monday to prepare for Tuesday’s inauguration, and Rick would be arriving that day 
as well.   
      Early Sunday afternoon,  the last of the moving vans full of the personal property of Rick and 
Virginia Cox left the White House.  
 
        Three hours later a long, black limo pulled up to the gate at the west wing of the White 
House.   Will Brinton emerged from the back seat where a woman remained sitting in the 
shadows.  He walked to the guard house and asked to see the director of the Secret Service.   
       The guard in charge recognized the former President immediately. 
       “I’m sorry, Sir,” he responded, “but he isn’t here.” 
       “I was to meet him here,” Will Brinton said. 
       “I’m sorry, Sir, but he isn’t here.” 
       “Have you any message from him about my arrival today?” Will asked. 
       “No, Sir.” 
       “I wish to enter the White House with my wife, the President-elect,” Will told him.  “I 
understand that the President and his wife and staff have departed.” 
       “That is correct, Sir,” the officer in charge replied, growing very nervous and beginning to 
stutter.   “But under what authority can I allow you to enter?” 
       “What authority to you need?” Will Brinton asked. 
      “That of my superior.” 
      “That of the Director?”  
       “Yes, Sir.” 
       “I anticipate that he will arrive at any moment.” 
       “Then we will have to wait.” 
       At that moment several District of Columbia police cruisers arrived and stopped behind the 
limo.  From them emerged uniformed District Police, heavily armed, and led by the Chief of the 
District Police.  The Chief joined the former President at the guard house.  The doors of the limo 
remained closed.   
       Will Brinton greeted the police chief warmly.   The two men stood talking just outside the 
guard house.  Seeing the District police in full regalia, the officer in charge of the guard grew 



more nervous.  He was now sweating profusely despite the cool air rushing into the guard house 
through the open door.   
       The officer in charge reached for a telephone, trying to appear innocuous, but noticing that 
both the former President and the Chief of the District Police were watching him intently from the 
corner of their eyes.  He tried first to reach the Director of the Secret Service, but there was no 
answer.  He then called a private line to President Rick Cox, but again there was no answer.  He 
was almost quaking, when he looked out the back of the guard house toward the wedding-cake 
structure now known as the Old Executive Office Building  and saw the Director striding 
vigorously toward the guard house.   
     The Director was accompanied by a group of ten Secret Service officers, each wearing an 
earphone and carrying side arms hidden by their jackets.  The Director spoke briefly to the officer 
in charge, who nodded and stepped aside with relief on his face.  The Director motioned to two of 
his agents, who then opened the gate to the parking lot beside the White House. 
      Meanwhile the Director greeted Will Brinton warmly and the two men stepped out of earshot 
of others and spoke together. 
      “The Senator will be inaugurated as President on Tuesday?” the Director asked. 
       “Yes, and soon thereafter you’ll receive the office we discussed.” 
       “I have always admired you and your wife, Mr. President,” the Director added. 
      “And we have appreciated your support.” 
      “I’ll assign officers who were loyal to you and your wife when you were President to the units 
that will guard you now.” 
       “Thank you very much.  The President and I will be grateful.” 
      The Director looked puzzled for a moment, then smiled and said, “Of course, you and the 
President.” 
      “Yes,” Will Brinton responded.  “Vans with our personal effects and office files will be 
arriving in an hour or so.  Also, the President’s staff will be arriving.  Is that okay?” 
      “Certainly, Mr. President.  We’ll provide identification and credentials for each person and 
provide security for them.” 
     “The faster these processes can be done,” Will said, “the better.  We are in a big hurry these 
days.” 
      ‘Yes, Mr. President.” 
      “Will to you, now.  I’ll not be President.” 
      “Yes, Mr. President.”  
     Will Brinton embraced the Director briefly, then turned to see his wife entering the White 
House.  He hurried to join her.   
      There was only a skeleton group of employees in the White House.   The Security people 
were quickly replaced by the Secret Service men who had accompanied the Director.  The 
remnants of the Cox’s staff were hurried into an office where they were denied phones, and told 
that they would be allowed to gather their personal possessions and leave the building shortly.      



 
 

 

 

CHAPTER 53 
 
 
      Will followed Sheila as she stepped confidently into the west wing, looking carefully at the 
offices as she made her way toward the Oval Office of the President.  On her face was a broad 
smile; and on Will’s as well.   They looked into the Oval Office, then moved on into the 
residence.  Sheila was shocked at the changes in organization and decoration. 
     “Virginia Cox had no taste at all,” she complained to her husband. 
     “Sheila,” Will said, stopping her in her tracks.  “You’re not coming here this time as First 
Lady,” he admonished her, a smile playing around his lips, “but as President.  You’d better leave 
to me complaining about the decoration of the place.” 
      Sheila frowned at him in puzzlement, then a wide grin broke out on her face and she began to 
chuckle.  “You’re right,” she said, almost choking with laughter, “you can be First Lady this 
time.” 
     “No,” Will objected, grinning more broadly.  “I’ve been thinking about this.  I want to be First 
Spouse.” 
     “First Spouse,” Sheila teased him, “that sounds awful.” 
      “It sounds better to me,” Will retorted, “than first lady or first man.” 
      At that moment an aide to Sheila burst into the room in which wife and husband were talking, 
and with a serious message broke up both their levity and their tour of the mansion.     The brief 
moment of achievement at having obtained entrance to the White House was deeply satisfying to 
each of them, but reality returned.   They had to keep control of the Mansion and to arrange 
Sheila’s inauguration.   
      “The staff is arriving,” the messenger told Sheila.  She and her husband left the residence and 
hurried back to the West Wing, where all was now in chaos.   Aides were rushing everywhere; 
desks were being occupied; phones were busy, and soon phones started ringing. 
 
          An excited call came to the news room from American News Network’s White House 
correspondent.  “You won’t believe this,” he told Mirla, who had answered via her computer. 
     “What,” she asked matter-of-factly, listening to a speaker attached to her computer. 
     Harper picked up her ears. 
     “The Brintons are moving into the White House,” the correspondent said excitedly.  
    Mirla was suddenly all attention, and Harper leaned towards her equally agitated.  “What do 
you mean?” she demanded.  “That can’t be!  Where are the Coxes?” 
     “I was at home,” the correspondent said.  “I got a call from one of the White House guards I 
know well – we give him a little for tips about goings on there from time to time…” 
     “Yes, get on with it,” Mirla urged him, now motioning Jamie who was watching her from the 
window of his office, to come near.  Jamie hurried across the office to the side of the desk at 
which Mirla was sitting. 
      “He told me that a few minutes earlier Will Brinton had arrived in a long black limo and then 
the Chief of Police of the District had arrived with cars full of police, and then the Director of the 
Secret Service had come in and let the former President into the White House parking lot.   The 
limo had pulled in and he thinks he saw Sheila get out of the back seat and hurry into the White 



House.  He said that a new group of Secret Service agents had replaced him at the White House 
gate – he was phoning me from a coffee shop on Pennsylvania Avenue – and District Police were 
now all around the perimeter of the White House, as if trouble were expected.” 
         “My God,” Mirla said.  “Is there more?” 
         “Not that I have,” the reporter told her. 
        “We really appreciate this,” Mirla told him.  “We’ll be back in touch in a minute.” 
         She closed the voice function on her computer and stared in astonishment at Jamie and 
Harper, who were both speechless also. 
        But speechlessness was not an ordinary state for newscasters, and in a moment they were all 
chattering together. 
      “The Brintons have seized the White House?” Jamie asked.   
      Mirla shook her head, “Yes,” 
      Harper said, “That’s what the guy said.” 
      “We’ve got to get confirmation,” Jamie said.  He motioned a staffer over.  “Call the reporter 
back and send him to the White House.   See if you can get a camera crew from our local affiliate 
in DC.” 
      “I’ll go down myself,” Mirla offered. 
      “No, Harper, you go,” Jamie said.  Noticing Mirla’s angry reaction, Jamie quieted her, “I need 
you here for the broadcast,” he said.   
      Mirla softened immediately.  Harper didn’t care; she was already booking a flight to 
Washington.   
 
 



 
 

CHAPTER 54 
 
 
         We interrupt this program with the following news bulletin.  American News Network has 
learned that Senator Sheila Brinton and former President Will Brinton have moved into the White 
House in Washington DC.  President Rick Cox and First Lady Virginia Cox vacated the mansion 
yesterday.  Security is tight at the White House this afternoon, but we anticipate a statement from 
Senator Brinton’s campaign office momentarily. 
 
 
       Mirla’s news bulletin that Sunday afternoon was the highlight thus far of Jamie’s term as 
news director of the American News Network.  Mirla’s story shocked an unsuspecting world, and 
set in motion great events.  It was all of which a news organization could dream. 
 
    Governor John Cox was meeting with his top political aide finishing the composition of his 
Cabinet when an aide rushed into the room and with barely a nod to the Governor switched on the 
television, chose the local affiliate of the American News Network, turned up the volume and 
stepped aside.  The network was repeating Mirla’s bulletin again and again – regular 
programming had been suspended. 
      The Governor and his aides watched with mouths open in astonishment.  When Mirla had 
completed her bulletin and the station was beginning to run it again, John Cox stared at his top 
political aide, who stared back at him.  Then John suddenly stood up, raised his right fist and 
looking toward the ceiling all but yelled, “Damn you, Sheila!!” 
 
       Harper had made flight reservations on the shuttle to Washington for two, and now was 
racing home to pick up Sandy, her niece who had arrived for a long-planned visit only the day 
before.  She’d promised to show her niece New York, and then take her to the inauguration in 
Washington.  New York was now out of the picture, but Washington was going to be more 
exciting than anyone could have anticipated. 
     
       John Cox was past anger.  He sat in his office with his top political advisor.  He was cool and 
calm, and determined.   The doors were securely shut.  No one could overhear, and this 
conversation would never be revealed. 
       “Did you reach my brother?” he asked his aide coldly. 
        “Yes; I reached Harry, and your brother was there with him.   He’d heard the news report 
just as we had.” 
        “He’d left the White House yesterday without being sure it was secure?”  
        “He said to tell you how sorry he is.  He said that he and Virginia had moved out yesterday 
at her suggestion so that she and Miti could go into an empty house this afternoon and begin 
redecorating it for you.” 
        “Oh, good,” John said.   He thought a moment, then asked, “By the way, where is Miti?” 
        “Uhh,” his aide hesitated, “she’s in Washington with Virginia.” 
       “What?” 
        “I think she mentioned to you that she was going up a day or two early to look at the 
residence.” 
         “Maybe she did. I forgot.    So she’s there now?”    
        “I think so.  We’re trying to reach her.” 



         “What if she doesn’t know the Brintons are in the White House and she and Virginia go 
and…?”   John was agitated as his imagination took wing. 
        “This could be a disaster,” John concluded.  “You’d better get on this immediately.  I’ll stay 
here and think a few minutes.” 
       His aide crept out of the room quietly, but John could hear him barking orders as the door 
closed behind him. 
 
      At that moment Virginia and Miti Cox were pulling up in a limo to the rear gate of the White 
House, at which the Brinton’s had arrived two hours earlier.  Virginia looked out the window in 
surprise.  “What are all those District police cars doing here?” she asked no one in particular.  
Certainly Miti, new to the District and the White House, though she’d visited frequently, because 
she’d never lived in Washington, had no way of knowing.  Virginia looked further and saw long 
lines of District police surrounding the White House. 
     “I wonder,” she asked aloud, “if they’re expecting a demonstration this afternoon?” 
       She waited a moment then said, “Oh, well, even if there is a demonstration, we’ll be well 
protected.  Look at all those police.” 
       At the guard house, the driver introduced himself and said that Mrs. Cox, the President’s 
wife, was coming to visit the residence. 
       A long wait ensued, and there was apparent confusion in the guard house.  
       Virginia grew impatient.  “What’s going on?” she asked the driver and the Secret Service 
agent who was sitting beside him in the front seat. 
     “We don’t know, Ma’am,” replied the driver.  “There seems to be some sort of confusion.’ 
      A few moments later the Director of the Secret Service appeared at the driver’s window.  The 
agent in the front seat recognized him immediately and sat straight up in his seat. 
      “Mrs. Cox?” the Director asked, peering in through the driver’s open window.   
       “Yes,” Virginia responded, leaning forward. 
      “I regret that the White House cannot now receive visitors.” 
       Virginia was startled.   “What?  I’m not a visitor.  I’m the President’s wife.” 
       “Yes, of course,” said the Director, “but changes are underway and we cannot permit anyone 
to enter at this point.” 
       Virginia looked at Miti, very embarrassed.  “What sort of changes?” she asked. 
     “Security changes,” the Director responded. 
     “Oh,” Virginia said.  Security was the one thing over which she had no control at the White 
House residence. 
      “Can we return later?” she asked politely. 
     “If you wish,” the Director responded.   
     Virginia caught a surprising tone in his voice, as if he thought she might not want to return. 
     “At what time can we return?” she asked. 
     “Please allow us to phone you,” asked the Director. 
     “Yes, okay,” Virginia said.  “Just phone my office.” 
     “We will,” said the Director.  “Thank you for your patience.” 
      At that the Director stepped back from the car; the driver backed the car away from the guard 
house and then turned it around, and drove away. 
       “What was that about?” Miti asked Virginia. 
      “I’m not sure I know,” Virginia replied.  “We’ll call Rick and find out.” 
       A few moments later Virginia was speaking to her husband.  “Virginia,” he said in a very 
excited voice, “where are you?” 
       “I’m with Miti in a car outside the White House,” she replied. 
       “Get out of there,” the President told her with urgency in his voice. 
       “We’re leaving now,” she said quickly.  “Rick, what’s going on?  They wouldn’t let us into 
the White House.” 



       “The Brintons have moved into the White House,” the President told her.    
       “What?” asked Virginia, her astonishment startling her companion. 
       “What’s going on?” Miti asked, leaning toward her. 
        “The Brintons have moved into the White House,” Virginia whispered to her. 
      “Virginia,” the President said in a commanding tone,” get to the airport and get out of 
Washington immediately.” 
      “Why, Rick?  What about Miti?” 
      “Bring her with you – to Texas or to Florida.  I’ll try to reach Air Force Two to get you to one 
of those places.  Don’t even pick up your luggage.  Just race to the airport and get out of town.” 
      “Rick, what are you afraid of?” 
      “That you’ll be kidnapped!” he said.   



 
 

CHAPTER 55 
 
 
 
       “You did what?” Sheila Brinton yelled at the Director. 
       “I sent them away,” he replied. 
       “You had Virginia Cox and Miti Cox sitting in a car in front of the White House gates, and 
you sent them away?” she demanded. 
       “Yes.” 
      “Are you crazy?!”   Sheila shouted again. 
       “But, you didn’t want them in,” the Director protested. 
      “No, I didn’t want them in,” Sheila said, noticing staff people listening and deciding that she 
had better get  control of herself.   

To herself she said, “Damn, those two women would have been very useful guests – hostages 
even.”  She was beginning to feel that she might need the protection of some hostages. 
       “Can we find them now?” she asked more calmly.  She added quickly by way of explanation, 
“I would like to be hospitable to them.” 
      “I don’t think we dare follow and detain the President’s wife,” the Director said. 
       Sheila shook her head in acquiescence.   To herself she vowed, “I’ll get rid of this guy fast.” 
 
          President Rick Cox was in deep discussion with his chief of staff.  
        “My brother must be furious,” the President said.  “I would be.” 
        Harry sat silent. 
        “How did the Brinton’s get in?” the President asked. 
       “I think that the Director of the Secret Service let them in.” 
        “I’m still President.   Can’t I get the White House back?” 
        “I’ve been trying.  But people are aware that you’re no longer President after one more day, 
and they aren’t responding.” 
       “We have to get Sheila out of the White House,” the President said. 
       “I agree.  If she stays there, she has the credibility of the Presidency.   Possession is nine-
tenths of the law.” 
        Rick nodded.  “John can’t get inaugurated and then not go to the White House,” he said. 
      “That’s right,” Harry agreed. 
       “So how do we get them out?” 
       “I don’t think asking them is going to work,” Harry said, smiling as if he’d made a joke.   
       The President frowned. 
      “Nor do we have time for any legal proceeding,” Harry continued, “nor if we had a court 
order, from any court, would the Brintons obey it,” he concluded. 
      “I agree,” came the response. 
      “So, we have to drive them out.” 
       “Yes, but how?” 
       “I’m told that the White House is surrounded by hundreds of District police,” Harry said. 
       “They’re all Democrats,” noted the President. 
       “I think we’ll have to use military,” Harry said. 
       “Who can get there fast enough?” the President asked.  “It has to be tonight.” 
       “And if the District police resist, it could be quite a fight,” the aide agreed. 
      “So?” the President demanded. 



      “I think we need an air strike,” Harry suggested. 
     “What?” the President asked. 
      “To scare them out,” Harry explained.  “We just have the White House buzzed; they’ll leave 
for a safer place.” 
      “No, you don’t know these people,” the President said.  “They’re more stubborn than that.  
We’ll have to scare them out.” 
       “Then we do a surgical strike. We hit the White House lawn, and the parking lot, with small 
bombs, and maybe strafe the area, and so it’s too dangerous for the Brintons to stay.” 
       “And what do we tell the press?” the President demanded, a sarcastic tone in his voice. 
      “We tell them that the President ordered the attack because there was a concern that terrorists 
had occupied the White House with the Brintons in their grasp, and we’re trying to clear them out 
where the Brintons can be saved and the government’s records protected.” 
      “Is that the best we can do?” Rick asked. 
      “I think so, at this time,” Harry replied. 
      “Then issue the order for an attack, as quickly as possible.  Ideally before the Brintons get on 
the media and say they are in charge in the White House.” 
       ‘Yes, immediately,” Harry said and hurried out of the room. 
 
       In Texas, President Rick Cox was reassembling his team.  The Secretary of Defense was 
flying in; the Attorney General was there; as were many of his staff.  Harry was in charge, and 
had responsibility for communication with the President’s brother. 
        The team met in the President’s office in his ranch.  Harry reported that the President wanted 
the White House cleared by an air strike, but with little damage done and no one hurt, if possible.   
“Just a show of force would be effective,” Harry said, adding, “It should be done immediately.” 
 
   President Rick Cox phoned his brother to tell him that he was ordering an air attack on the 
White House, and was also ordering troops to move on Washington, to take the city by force if 
necessary.    
     But John Cox didn’t like the idea. 
  “We’ll be sending Americans to attack Americans,” John said to his brother.  “Will they fight?   
We’ll be sending American troops to attack Americans.  There is no animosity between them.  
It’s not as if our troops are all Republicans.  Democrats and Republicans are sprinkled throughout 
every unit.   They have nothing against each other; on the contrary, they’ve been associates until 
now.  Our people don’t want war and aren’t sure why one should start now.” 
     “Don’t worry, they’ll fight,” Rick insisted.  “All we have to do is get it started.  When the 
soldiers clash and people get killed, and our soldiers see their buddies being maimed, then they’ll 
grow quickly to hate the other side.  War will grow out of itself.” 
     “I don’t think we should do this,” John protested. 
     “It’s okay if you don’t,” the President replied.  “I’m still President and it’s my responsibility to 
get those people out of the White House.   I’ll take all the responsibility.” 
      The phone conversation ended.  John turned to his political director who was sitting next to 
him.   “Did you hear?” John asked.  “My brother wants to order the military to drive the Brintons 
out of the White House and Washington.” 
       “I heard,” came the reply. 
       “I don’t think it’s a good idea.   Rick says he’ll take the responsibility, but I’ll be President on 
Tuesday and everyone will lay the accountability on me.” 
        “I agree,” said his aide. 
        “I think I should try to stop Rick, don’t you?” John asked. 
         “Yes.” 
        “Get my father on the line,” John instructed his aide. 



 
 
 

CHAPTER 56 
 
 
 The Governor and his father, the former president, spoke at length.  John described what 
had happened at the White House and what Rick wanted to do about it.   
        “I think Rick is going to go ahead, no matter what I say,” John said.  “What if I disown his 
act?” 
        “That would be disastrous,” his father said with sudden emotion.  “We have to show a united 
face to the country at this time.  Any indication of a split in our ranks would be disastrous.” 
         John thought for only a moment before responding, “Yes, you’re right.   We have to be 
united, so I have to let him do something.  So he can line up the military for action.  But he can’t 
launch anything without checking with me first.   Is that okay, Dad?   Do you understand, he can 
set it up but he mustn’t launch anything without my approval.   I don’t want American blood on 
my hands…”  John paused long, then added quietly, “…not yet.” 
        “I’ll call your brother,” the old man answered. 
 
         Two hours later John received a phone call from his brother the President.   
      “You have to try to get the Brintons out peacefully,” John insisted, “before you attack the 
city.  Otherwise, the public reaction is likely to be overwhelmingly against us.” 
 
 



CHAPTER 57 
 
 
 
 
 
        President Rick Cox reached Senator Sheila Brinton via phone at the White House late on the 
day the Brintons moved in.   
      “You are not President,” the President said gently admonished her.  “You don’t belong in the 
White House.  I’m still President and it’s my residence and office.” 
      “Yes, but you’re not here,” Sheila responded. 
       “But I’m going to return,” the President said. 
       “Only to try to get me out.  You’ve vacated the White House.” 
      “But you aren’t President,” President Cox insisted.  “You can’t be there.” 
      “I’ll be President on Tuesday,” Sheila responded.  “Then I’ve every right to be here.” 
       There was a long silence from President Cox.  Then he said, “If you’re President on Tuesday, 
then you’ll have a right to move back in.” 
      This time there was a long, thoughtful silence on Sheila’s end of the phone.  “I think that if I 
leave, you’ll try to keep me out for good.  I think I’ll stay here.” 
     There was another long silence from the President’s end of the phone.  Finally he asked, “Can 
I talk to Will?” 
      Sheila was instantly angry.  She bit her tongue to keep from saying, “I’m making these 
decisions, not Will!” But she controlled her temper.  The stakes were very high in this 
conversation – probably no less than the Presidency itself because her claim to the office was 
much strengthened by her occupancy of the White House, not legally, of course, but practically.   
She knew that the President and his brother recognized this.  That’s why Rick Cox was on the 
phone talking to her. 
        “Will isn’t here right now,” Sheila said. 
       “Can you find him?” the President asked.  In his official role as President Rick Cox was used 
to being obeyed. 
       “This is a big building,” Sheila said, “it may take a while.” 
      There was a long pause from the President. 
       Then he said, “Be frank with me Senator, are you going to let me talk to your husband?” 
       “I’ve been frank,” Sheila replied.  “I will let you talk to Will, but I want to talk to him first – 
as you will understand.  I have to find him and speak with him.  I’ll have him call you within an 
hour.” 
      “Thank you,” the President responded. 
       “Good bye.” 
       “Good bye.” 
       Within the hour Will Brinton phoned the President.  Their salutations were very formal.  
       “Mr. President,” said President Cox. 
       “Mr. President,” responded former President Brinton. 
       “I spoke to your wife earlier…” President Cox began. 
       “You mean, Senator Brinton, the President-elect?” Will Brinton interjected. 
       There was a long pause on Rick Cox’s end of the phone.  “I mean Senator Brinton,” he 
replied. 
      “Yes,” said Will Brinton, “so I heard.” 
      “I urged her to leave the White House,” Rick explained.  “She has no right now to occupy it, 
as I’m sure you understand.” 



      “I’m afraid Senator Brinton makes her own decision about this,” Will replied. 
      “But you were President, as I am now,” Rick argued.   “We can’t have people taking over the 
White House; you know that.” 
     “It is an unusual situation,” Will responded with a sudden inflection of humor in his voice. 
      Again a long pause, then Rick softened his voice and said, “Yes, unusual.” 
     “If the Senator were to vacate the White House,” Will Brinton asked, “would she be allowed 
back in after her inauguration on Tuesday?” 
     Another long pause.  “So you intend that she be inaugurated on Tuesday?” Rick Cox asked. 
    “Yes, we do,” Will Brinton replied. 
     “Will, this isn’t good,” Rick said. 
     “I know,” Will Brinton replied. 
     “Would it help if I asked John to call Sheila?” 
     “First,” Will responded, “were Sheila to leave the White House, would you let her back in 
after her inauguration?” 
    “I can’t promise that,” Rick said. 
     “Then I don’t think she’ll leave,” Will replied. 
      “I thought not,” Rick said.  “Now, would it help if John called Sheila?” 
     “If it’s only to ask her to leave the White House,” Will responded, “I see no point to it.” 
     “Nor do I,” agreed Rick  Then he added, “Thanks, Will.” 
     “Thank you, Mr. President.”   
     Both men hung up. 
    Will Brinton turned to face his wife who was sitting next to him.   
    “Alright?” he asked. 
    “Fine,” she said. 
   “What do you think they’ll do next?” he asked. 
    “What can they do?” she asked.   “They’ll complain to the media.  What else?  But I’m having 
our guard strengthened as fast as I can and having our security belt extended throughout the city.” 
     Will nodded and said, “Good.”   Then he added, “We have to be careful.  Rick is still 
President.” 
     “Not for long,” Sheila responded defiantly. 
      



 
 
 

CHAPTER 58 
 
 
 
  Immediately following his conversation with Will Brinton the President called his brother.  He 
reported on his conversations with the Brintons. 
    “So Will is behind her?” John asked. 
    “Yes, completely,” Rick replied. 
   “Then all we have left to do is to issue public appeals for the Brintons to leave,” John said. 
    “For the moment, yes,” his brother agreed.  “But they are not going to leave.” 
    “So I see,” said John. 
    “I forgot to tell you,” the President said suddenly, “that they told me Sheila is going to be 
inaugurated Tuesday.” 
     There was a long pause on John’s side.  Finally he responded, “I’d been afraid of that.   Who 
will administer the oath?  The Chief Justice won’t.” 
    “I don’t think so,” his brother agreed. “But they’ll find some Democrat.” 
     “I have to decide what I’m going to do myself,” John said. 
     ‘Yes.” 
     “Well, you issue a statement as President asking the Brinton’s to leave, and I’ll issue one as 
President-elect, and we’ll see what happens.” 
    “I’ll do more,” Rick responded.  “I’ll have a press conference and demand they leave my 
house.” 
    “That’s very good,” John said, smiling.   “Maybe that much pressure will work.” 
    “And I’ll go to work on moving our unwanted guests out more forcefully.” 
    “Only after they’ve had time to respond to our appeals,” John insisted. 
    “Yes, only then.  But do I have your permission to go ahead if they don’t leave?” 
     John hesitated.   He wanted to tell his brother to call him back before any action was taken, but 
he couldn’t put the President on such a short leash.  Rick was still President, after all, and he 
didn’t have to be talking to John at all, if he chose not to. 
    “You have my permission to use your judgment,” John said.  “Thank you, Rick.” 
    “Thank you, John, and good luck.” 



 
 
 

CHAPTER 59 
 
 
 
    “What in the world is going on?” Jamie asked his assembled staff after giving them a brief 
break to investigate the situation. 
    “John Cox has just issued a statement in Florida asking Sheila Brinton to vacate the White 
House,” Sarah replied.   “And the President has called a news conference in Texas in half an 
hour.” 
      “Half an hour!?” Jamie exclaimed.  “That’s not enough time for us to fly someone down.” 
      “We’ll have to use the camera crew that’s stationed at the Texas White House,” Sarah said. 
       “What’s the President going to say at the news conference?” Jamie asked. 
       “I suppose that he wants Sheila to get out of the White House,” a staffer replied. 
     “Why such short notice for a news conference?” Jamie asked.  He had a habit of thinking out 
loud; of asking questions to others that he asked himself and to which he often already had an 
answer in his mind.    
      “There’s not much time, I guess,” said the staffer. 
      “Why not?  Sheila only got into the White House today.  She can get out tomorrow.  Why 
does the President have to push her so quickly?” 
       “Sheila has scheduled a news conference for mid-morning tomorrow,” Sarah said. 
          Jamie repeated, “So why does President Cox have to schedule one for right now?” 
          No one answered. 
         “If we can get feed from Texas, we’ll cover it live.  Either way, we’ll have a bulletin right 
after it ends.   Mirla, will you do the bulletin and the evening news?  Harper, you’d better get on 
your way to Washington.” 
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       This is Mirla Pavao reporting.   At a hastily arranged news conference at the Texas White 
House which ended a few minutes ago, President Rick Cox insisted that Senator Sheila Brinton 
has no right to have moved into the White House in Washington and called upon her to 
immediately leave the executive mansion.   “The White House is the office and residence of the 
President of the United States,” the President said, “and since I’m President, it is my office and 
residence.  It is improper for a political candidate to have seized an office that belongs to the 
American people and to the serving President of the United States.” 
       Senator Brinton has scheduled a press conference for tomorrow morning and aides say that 
she will have no response to the President’s appeal until then.  
      
     In Florida Governor John Cox met with his top political aides. 
     “Sheila is clearly planning to be inaugurated in Washington on Tuesday,” his top aide 
reported.  Our people say that Democrats are flooding into the city, filling the hotels.  The parade 
leadership is accepting only marching units and floats which the Democrat’s inauguration 
committee approves.  Our people are no longer flying in.   The Monday night gala is on hold.” 
     “Can she carry it off?” asked another aide, with astonishment in his voice. 
     “I think so,” replied the governor’s top aide. “I didn’t think so until yesterday, but now that 
she has the White House and the District Police behind her, I think she has the City.” 
       “Perhaps the appeal the President just made and our appeal will get her to leave the White 
House, and then the inauguration would be in doubt,” the aide said. 
      “Do you think Sheila Brinton is going to be swayed from her purpose by an appeal?” the top 
aide asked contemptuously. 
       “What about force?” another aide asked. 
       All eyes turned to John, who sat silent.   Finally he replied, “I can’t and won’t condone the 
use of force.” 
       There was a long pause.  “Then what are we going to do?” asked a young aide. 
       “We’d better schedule an inauguration here,” the top aide said.  “Do it immediately.   Notify 
everyone, but don’t make it official via a press release yet.  Let it leak.   When our supporters call 
in to verify the rumors, verify them.  We have to do it simultaneously with Sheila.  We can’t let 
her even for a moment be the sole official, or semi-official, or claiming to be official, President of 
the United States.  If we inaugurate the governor simultaneously, then he is the true, legitimate 
President, not her.   She becomes a usurper.” 
     The top aide paused, then continued.  “We won’t be in Washington with the Capitol at our 
backs.   So what will give us legitimacy?”  Quickly he answered his own question, “We’ll have 
John sworn in by Chief Justice John Richards.”  He turned to a younger staffer and said, “Call the 
Chief Justice; ask him…” Suddenly he paused, then added, “No, I have to call him, and maybe 
you, Governor, will need to speak to him.   We really need him to do your swearing in.  If he does 
it, you’ll have more legitimacy than Sheila, even though she’s sworn in at the Capitol.” 
       John nodded in agreement. 



     “One other thing,” Art said, turning to a young aide.  “Start calling the national networks and 
the print media and tell them to send their top reporters down here immediately, for the 
Governor’s inauguration as President and for major news to follow.  Tell them that sending the 
top reporters to Sheila’s show and not to ours will be viewed with great unhappiness here and will 
throw a long shadow across the future relations between their stations and the new President.” 
       Finishing, Art looked to John for approval and received it. 



 
 
 

CHAPTER 61 
 
  
       This is Mirla Pavao reporting from the American News Network in New York. We have just 
learned that the nation’s capital is filling up with Democrats arriving in town for the expected 
inauguration of Senator Sheila Brinton as President of the United States on Tuesday.   

Although Senator Brinton’s office has yet to confirm that she will be inaugurated in 
Washington on Tuesday, it is widely expected that she will make that announcement at her news 
conference scheduled for tomorrow morning.  

Also, we have learned that Governor John Cox’s office in Tallahassee is advising 
supporters that the Governor will be sworn in as President of the United States in a ceremony to 
be held in Florida on Tuesday, although no confirmation of this is being given to the press. 
     It appears that the United States will have the unprecedented spectacle of two different 
Presidential inaugurations on this coming Tuesday.   Stay tuned to this channel for updates on 
these remarkable developments.   
 
   Jamie motioned Mirla to come to his office. 
     “We’ve just had a call from Governor John Cox,” he told her.  “An aide to the Governor told 
us that there would be big doings in Tallahassee on Tuesday and that they wanted our top anchor 
there.” 
      Mirla looked at Jamie suspiciously. 
     “You’re that,” he told her, bringing a broad smile to her pretty face.  “So you have to go. I’ll 
have you in Florida and Harper in Washington.   There’d better be a lot going on that day!” 
          
      No sooner had President Rick Cox ceased talking on the phone to his brother, than he had 
gone into a meeting with his top aides.   A lengthy discussion in Texas had finally identified 
General Jack Thompson, commander of Joint Forces Command at Norfolk, Virginia, as the best 
bet for carrying out an assignment to drive the Brintons from the White House. 
       “He owes his position to you,” the Secretary of Defense reminded the President.  “If you call 
him, he’ll do it.  You’re still President and he is grateful to you.” 
        “Get him on the line for me,” the President instructed Harry. 
 
        Meanwhile, Sheila Brinton was on the phone to General Don Phillips of Southern Command 
in Miami.   
      “Don,” she said, assuming a familiarity with the general that she didn’t really have, “You 
have forces in the Washington area.  We need protection.   As you know I’m now in the White 
House; and on Tuesday I’ll be inaugurated as President.  Can you provide security for the Capital 
during the next few days?” 
      Don Phillips hesitated only a moment before agreeing to the request, and as soon as Sheila 
hung up, he issued orders to set in motion army and Marine units to defend Washington.   
 
       President Rick Cox reached General Jack Thompson by phone in Norfolk.  The line was 
secure. 
       “Jack?” the President asked. 
     “Yes, Mr. President,” the general responded. 



     “It’s good to hear your voice.  We’ve not talked for a while.  I think the last time was when 
you went to Church with Virginia and I across LaFayette Park.” 
      “That’s right, Mr. President.  They’re sure been trying to keep us military types from being 
Christians lately.” 
      “Silly, isn’t it Jack?” 
    “Outrageous, and destructive,” the general replied.  “Without God to reign in the sinful 
tendencies of men, especially soldiers, how would we control our people?” 
      “You know I agree, Jack,” the President said. 
     “What can I do for you?” Jack asked. 
     “We have a problem at the White House,” the President said. 
     “Is her name Sheila?” laughed the general. 
      “It is,” the President replied, laughing as well. 
      “What do you want me to do?” 
     “We need to get her and her people out,” the President told him, being careful not to mention 
that Will Brinton was also there.   It was possible that Jack would hesitate to act if a former 
President were also in the White House.  “How would you suggest?” 
       “Napoleon used a whiff of grapeshot,” the general responded. 
      “What?” asked the President. 
     General Thompson felt just a hint of contempt for a President who knew so little about history.  
“I haven’t been to school at Andover, Yale and Harvard,” the general thought, “but I know things 
any well-educated man should know, including Napoleon’s concise expression of how he had 
dispersed the Paris mob via cannon fire and saved the revolutionary government of France.”  The 
general was about to explain his reference and what it portended when suddenly his mind leapt 
ahead, and the general found himself unexpectedly tongue-tied.  He watched himself with 
imaginary detachment while he kept the immediate past-President of the United States waiting for 
an answer.  
   The general focused on his thoughts and not Rick Cox for one reason – his thoughts were so 
startling that they were more significant than his conversation with the President.  The general 
had recalled what Napoleon had done after the whiff of grapeshot.  Napoleon had overturned the 
civilian government he had rescued.  Would the general do the same? 
   The question was shocking enough.  The general gave himself no answer to it on this afternoon.  
    He now recalled that President Rick Cox was waiting at his end of the phone, probably 
astonished that the general had not answered his question.  “What?” the former president 
demanded, seeking an answer. 
     “We can drive them out with a slight demonstration of force,” the general replied. 
     It was the answer that Rick Cox had expected, but even so it caused him some perturbation.   
Immediately, he began to voice objections. 
    “Why only a slight demonstration?” he asked.  “Why won’t it take a lot of force?” 
    “Because these are not people with any courage,” the general said contemptuously.  “These are 
simply politicians who are…”  
    The general paused before he grouped the man facing him with other politicians that he 
believed to be cowards – but he decided to go forward, regardless of the implicit insult.  After all, 
Rick like Will Brinton had shied away from military service.  The big-time politicians were all 
alike, the general reminded himself quietly, men with big mouths and small hearts. 
    “…gutless,” the general finished; “they are gutless.” 
    He felt the President blanch – he recognized the insult the general realized. 
      But Rick made no protest.  
     “A protest wouldn’t have been in character,” the general thought.  “A coward doesn’t 
suddenly get the courage to defend himself.” 
        Instead, Rick asked, “What do you propose to do?” 
        “I think that if I send a few F 18s over the White House….”, he began. 



         Imagining a few fighters buzzing the White House where the Brintons were staying, Rick 
grinned.   But at the general’s next words, he stiffened. 
       “…and drop a few bombs nearby, maybe knock down some plaster, that group that’s there 
will run away fast enough.” 
       “A few bombs?” Rick gasped. 
       The general saw that the ex-President was genuinely startled at the idea; and as genuinely 
disturbed. 
       The generals’ contempt for him grew.  “A whiff of grapeshot,” he repeated.  “There has to be 
a bit of fire; the noise of aircraft engines alone won’t drive them out.” 
      “You won’t hit the White House, will you?” the President asked, “or the Church we went to 
together.” 
       “You can’t make an omelet,” Jack thought, “without breaking eggs,” but he said something 
very different. 
      “No, we won’t.” 
      “Then do it,” the President said and the conversation ended. 



 

CHAPTER 62 
 
 
 
     General Jack Thompson, “Jarring Jack,” had received authorization from the President of the 
United States for an air strike near and on the White House.  Immediately he issued orders for the 
strike.  It was to be five planes which would buzz the White House in the dead of night, drop a 
few small bombs nearby precisely guided to hit 17th Street, LaFayette Park and the open lawn 
behind the White House.   
   The strike was to go immediately, but there was turmoil in the pilot’s briefing rooms. 
       “The target,” said the colonel commanding the aircraft wing assigned the mission who was 
pointing to a map on the wall, “is this building complex.” 
        The several pilots leaned forward with excitement.   Then one by one their eyes widened.  
They recoiled, looking at each other in confusion.  They looked at the colonel but he said nothing. 
        Finally, one pilot asked, “Isn’t that the White House?” 
       The colonel nodded, “Yes.” 
      “You want us to attack the White House?” the pilot asked with consternation in his voice.  
The other pilots hung on his words.  Every eye was on the colonel. 
        “Those are the orders of the President of the United States issued through General 
Thompson, Commanding Officer, Joint Forces Command.” 
        The pilot who’d asked the question recoiled.  “I don’t know…” he began.  Other pilots 
pulled back as well. 
       “I’ve heard a news report,” said one, “that the Brintons have moved into the White House.  Is 
that possible?” 
       “Are we being sent to attack the Brintons?” asked another pilot. 
        “I don’t think we should do that…” offered another. 
        In the controversy that followed, the colonel, who was loyal to the General and to the 
President, decided to meet separately and privately with each pilot until he could assemble a 
small strike team. 
The process took all night and into wee hours of the following morning.   Finally, three of the five 
pilots agreed to go in.   They flew their planes into the flat winter’s light on January 19, 2009. 
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         At the White House Sheila Brinton was informed that an Air Force pilot had called and left 
the message that General Jack Thompson of Joint Forces Command was ordering an attack on 
Washington at the behest of President Rick Cox. 
       Sheila hesitated not at all, but placed a call to General Thompson. 
       A sleepy, surprised voice took her call. 
      “General Thompson?” a woman’s voice asked. 
      “Yes,” Jack replied. “Who is this?” 
     “This is Senator Sheila Brinton phoning from the White House.  “I’m informed that you may 
be planning to use force to try to compel my husband, the former President, and I to quit 
Washington.   I want to appeal to you not to do so; and warn you against any such course of 
action.” 
       Jack Thompson was sitting bolt upright in his bed, the phone receiver gripped in his left hand 
so tightly that the plastic case almost cracked. 
       “I am not aware,” replied the general, “that I am reporting to you, Senator.”   
      “No, General,” came the soft-spoken, uncompromising reply, “not yet, you are not.” 
       “The nerve of this woman!” Jack thought.   “Then we really have nothing to say at this time 
to each other,” the general said. 
       “I guess not,” said Sheila.  “But be assured that if you decide to employ force, you will be 
met by force.  Good night, General.” 
       “Good night, Senator,” said General Thompson. 
        As Jack hung up the phone, he muttered, “Well, I’ll be damned.”  
Then he rolled over and fell back asleep. 
        In the White House, Sheila said to her aide, “He’s going to do what they tell him.” 
       “But what is that?” her aide asked. 
     “I don’t know,” Sheila replied.  “Probably send troops here to expel us.  Get Don Phillips at 
Southern Command on the phone for me.  We’ll ask him to hurry up the troops he’s sending to 
protect us.” 
 
     When General Phillips received Sheila’s call a few minutes later, he listened carefully, 
promised to expedite the troops being sent to Washington, and then when the call had ended, 
phoned Jack Thompson. 
     “Hello,” said a sleepy voice. 
     “Jack?” asked a male voice. 
     “Yes, who is this?” 
     “Don Phillips.” 
     “Hello, Don.” 
     “Sorry to bother you this late.” 
     “What is it?” 
    “I just had a call from Sheila Brinton.” 
    “Funny, so did I.” 
    “She’s concerned that you are going to attack her in Washington.” 
     “Why would she be concerned?” 
    ‘Are you?” 
    “Is that your business?” 



    “Isn’t it?” 
    “I would do nothing of that sort on my own initiative.” 
    “So you have orders?” 
    “Don’t you?” 
    “Shouldn’t we quit sparring around?” 
    “Look, Don, things are in motion.” 
    “I’m very sorry to hear that.” 
    “Good night, then.” 
    “Good night, Jack.” 
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    General Phillips hung up and phoned Tom Demaris.  He reported his calls from Sheila and to 
Jack Thompson.  
    “Do me a favor, please,” Tom asked him.  “Phone Brad and tell him this.” 
    “Can I say you asked me to?” Don asked. 
    “Certainly.” 
   “I’ll do it now.” 
    Soon after Brad Keanley of the Joint Chiefs of Staff received yet another call from the 
commanders of the combatant commands.  To his mind, none of the news he was receiving was 
good. 
 
January 19, 2009 
 
    In Norfolk, General Thompson, now fully awake, was glaring angrily at the colonel 
commanding the mission who was arguing that it would be inadvisable to shoot the two pilots 
who had refused to fly the mission.  Finally, Jarring Jack conceded the point, but he had both 
pilots arrested and held for court martial.  Neither he nor the colonel realized that one of the pilots 
had phoned the White House to alert Sheila.   They would learn that later. 
     



 
 
 

CHAPTER 65 
 
This is Mirla Pavao reporting. 
We interrupt this program to bring you a special news report from the American News Network 
in Washington D.C. Ladies and gentlemen, the unthinkable has happened. Moments ago, Air 
Force jets bombed the White House in Washington D.C. just as Sheila Brinton was holding a 
press conference. There is no word on casualties at this time. The White House took one direct hit 
but that is all we know at this point. Our cameraman, whom we can no longer reach, captured the 
following footage. 
 
 Clawing madly through the crowd inside the White House, Harper found Sandy, who appeared 
to have only small cuts and bruises.  They fled the room, ran through the corridors now vacated 
by staff and media people alike, and out onto the front lawn.  The gates in the high fence that 
surrounds the White House had been knocked down by blasts.  They rushed past the gates.  
Pennsylvania Avenue’s wide thoroughfare was littered with broken planks and steel scaffolding 
and with splinters of all sizes.   The reviewing stands and bleachers which had been erected 
across from the White House for the following day’s inaugural parade had been smashed by 
bombs.   
       Harper and Sandy picked their way carefully through the debris. 
A few people were lying around.   Sandy passed near to a man lying prone, and stopped suddenly 
to look at him.  Harper tried to pull her away.   But the girl was fascinated by the man.   He didn’t 
move.  Sandy leaned over him.  There was blood on one side of his head.   
    “Is he dead, Aunt Harper?”  Sandy asked quietly, dread in her voice, and as focused as if 
nothing else were happening around them. 
    Again Harper tried to pull her away.   Sandy planted her feet and pulled back, like a dog 
resisting stubbornly the pull of a leash.    
      “Is that man dead?” Sandy asks again.    
       Unable to pull her away, Harper stops to look.  It was the body of her cameraman, Harper 
realized with a shock, and she gasped.       Sandy now recognized him too, and she pulled at 
Harper’s coat sleeve asking, her voice hushed and secretive, “Isn’t that the man you were talking 
to?” 
      “Yes, it was, Dear,” Harper replied.   

“I’ve never seen a dead person before,” Sandy told her, and Harper felt Sandy’s hand 
growing cold in her own. 
      Harper caught her breath.  She looked around, and there was the camera lying a few feet away 
where the cameraman dropped it when he fell.   
      “I hope the feed went through before he fell,” Harper said to herself, and immediately felt 
guilty at the thought.   
     She didn’t know what to do.   She was standing beside the body, holding tightly to Sandy’s 
hand, when she heard the distant roar of aircraft engines; she listened intently.  The noise was 
growing louder, fast.   The planes would soon be passing overhead.   Harper yanked Sandy after 
her and raced across the park.   There was no shelter.   Now the engine roar was so great she 
could hear nothing else.   She threw herself on the ground, pulling Sandy with her and tried to 
cover Sandy with her own body.  There was a deafening crash nearby; she looked up to se the 
large bronze equestrian statue in the middle of the park, on its high concrete base, topple like a 
toy knocked off its base by a careless child.   Sandy was terrified by the explosions and the crash 



of the falling monument.   She broke free of Harper’s grasp and ran toward the street where 
smoke was rising in broad columns from the church and the Hay Adams Hotel facing it across 
16th Street. 
      Harper leapt to her feet and raced after her niece.  Acrid smoke stung her eyes so that she 
could hardly see.   She tripped over the legs of a person lying across the concrete path on which 
Harper was running.   Stung by the collision with Harper, a woman cried out.   “Thank God,” 
Harper thought, “she’s alive.” 
    But as she looked up to find Sandy, Harper realized that the girl had disappeared into the haze 
and smoke.  For the first time during the violent attack, Harper panicked.   What if she couldn’t 
find the girl?  What if Sandy were injured or killed?  What could she tell her brother and sister-in-
law?  How could she explain to her own parents that their oldest grandchild was gone? 
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      Sandy, her heart beating wildly and her breath coming in short spasms, had stopped running 
when she reached the row of town houses on the west side of the park.  She could see no better 
than her aunt.  The noise had abated, and with it some of her fear.   She looked around her.  
Bodies littered the street and the small section of the park that she could see, but many were 
moving about, so that she knew they were either only frightened and lying on the ground in hope 
of safety or would injured, but not dead.  The sight of the body of the cameraman had unnerved 
her completely and caused her to run in panic – not so much seeking safety and simply to get far 
away from the body. 
      Sandy looked about for her aunt, but couldn’t see her.  Through the smoke she saw 
approaching a string of blue-uniformed police.   They carried weapons at the ready.    The front 
one had a bull horn and was ordering everyone to stand with hands raised.  To Sandy they looked 
very threatening.   
      Harper saw them also, but they were between her and Sandy, and she couldn’t see Sandy.   
Harper thought, “Thank God, they’ll help me find Sandy,” and started for them.  But she’d paid 
no attention to the steady instructions issued over the bullhorn, and as she got close to the police, 
she saw them leveling their weapons at her.   



 
 

CHAPTER 67 
 

 
 
Immediately Harper stopped and raised her hands high above her head.   The police lowered 

their weapons, and motioned her aside. 
      Harper remembered Sheila’s outburst, “Damn you, John,” and thought, “Maybe Sheila was 
right; it was John who ordered the attack, but these police don’t know that.  Or,” she suddenly 
realized, “these armed men could be part of John’s attack.”  But then she recognized that they 
were wearing the uniforms of District of Columbia police, who were much more likely to be 
supporting Sheila than John. 
      “God, what a mess!” Harper thought. 
     The police passed by, and Harper ran in the direction she’d last seen Sandy going. 
       Sandy had no idea where she was.   She’d lost sight of the White House and was completely 
unfamiliar with all of Washington.  She was totally lost.  It was mid-day, but the skies were 
leaden and smoke obscured her vision.  She could see the glare of burning buildings and feel 
blasts of heat as it was pushed past her by gusts of wind. 
      She couldn’t decide where to go, and was immobilized by her indecision.    She stood in the 
street looking about, and as she calmed down, she felt stinging from her bruises and cuts.  She 
passed her hand across her face and it came away sticky with blood. 
     “How badly am I injured?” she wondered with sudden concern. 
      A tall man, his face torn and bleeding, one arm hanging loosely by his side, suddenly 
appeared out of the gloom.   She started with fright rather like she’d done as a younger child 
when she’d visited the haunted house at the amusement park on Halloween and apparitions had 
jumped out at her. 
       The man was almost upon her, and one hand reached out for her. 
Sandy turned and raced away. 
       Looking behind her to make sure she’d escaped, Sandy ran directly into Harper who was 
running up the diagonal walkway. 

At the impact, Sandy screamed, then turned in panic to see who or what she’d hit, and 
found herself looking into the eyes of her aunt, whose face was quickly lit by an expression of 
enormous relief. 
     “Sandy,” Harper cried; “thank God!” 
    Harper knew the area well. She led Sandy the half-block to 17th Street, and north toward I 
street.   The smoke cleared quickly – the attack seemed to have been centered on the White 
House.   The streets were almost deserted except for emergency personnel in their trucks who 
seemed headed for the White House.  Harper hurried in the opposite direction.   
     At K Street she turned east toward the hotels.   Going up 16th Street she passed the Russian 
Embassy, and at the corner of L Street she saw some traffic moving.   She was able to hail a cab 
and told him to get them to Dulles airport as quickly as possible. 
     The drive took more than an hour, but as each minute passed and more distance was placed 
between them and the attack zone, Harper calmed down.   With the sleeve of her blouse she 
wiped Sandy’s wounds clean of dirt and blood.  She combed her niece’s hair.  By the time they 
reached Dulles airport Harper and Sandy were both presentable.  Harper phoned the network in 
New York.   Then she walked with Sandy to an airline desk.  In the few minutes it took her to get 
there the network had made flight reservations for them to New York. 
      “Why are the planes still flying?” she asked the agent at the ticket counter. 



    “You mean because of the problem in Washington?” the agent asked. 
     “Yes, you know about it?” 
     “We saw it on TV.   But there’s been nothing here.   Reagan airport is disrupted; but not here, 
not yet.” 
     “Not at all like nine-eleven,” Harper told herself, “when everything went down for days.  
Thank goodness.” 
      The plane left on time an hour later and after an hour’s flight and an hour’s cab ride, Harper, 
with her niece still in hand, was in the network’s studios in New York. 
 
   Harper was very frightened by the danger into which she’d plunged Sandy by taking her to 
Washington.   She wanted to get her back to her family in Illinois as quickly as possible.  When 
she and Sandy arrived at LaGuardia airport from Washington late on the afternoon of December 
19, Harper already had plane reservations for Sandy to Chicago.   
    “I know you don’t have your luggage,” Harper told her, “but I’ll send it after you as soon as 
you can.   I think you should get home immediately.  You’re parents will be worried sick about 
you.” 
    Sandy made no objection; but when she was at the gate of her flight, she somewhat recovered 
her nerve.  “Will you have me back sometime?” she asked Harper.  “I didn’t get much of a visit.” 
    “You got a whole lot more of a visit than either of us anticipated,” Harper responded.  “But I’m 
going to have you back as soon as I can.  I love you very much.”   
    With a parting hug, Sandy was off, and Harper was racing to the network studios.   
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This is Harper Cole reporting for the American News Network in New York. Today 
American warplanes attacked the White House while Senator Sheila Brinton was finishing a news 
conference.  During the attack Senator Brinton seemed to accuse Governor John Cox of Florida 
of ordering the air strike.   

 At her news conference Senator Brinton refused to vacate the White House, rejecting 
appeals by President Rick Cox and his brother, Governor John Cox, and announced her intention 
to be formally sworn in as President of the United States tomorrow on the steps of the Capitol.  
    In Florida Governor John Cox announced that he will be sworn in as President tomorrow as 
well;  his swearing in to be held outside the state capitol building of Florida in Tallahassee. 
    Senator Brinton was not injured in the attack on the White House.  There were several other 
casualties, however, including three dead at last count.  The source of the attacking planes is not 
known, but the attacks were repeated several times and spokespersons for the Senator say that the 
attacks were definitely intentional.   
    Your reporter was at the White House during the attacks, and our camera crew got the 
following dramatic photographs. 
    
The shots included Senator Brinton raising her fist toward the sky as she was being hurried to 
safely by Secret Service agents and crying out, “Damn you, John Cox!” 
 
     In his office in the Governor’s mansion in Tallahassee John Cox winched as if he’d been 
struck a blow.   He looked around to see Art Havener, his top political advisor, appearing even 
more injured.   Worse public relations couldn’t be imagined!    
    “Get me my brother on the phone,” John asked Art through clenched teeth. 
         John had never before been so upset with his brother, the President.  It was all he could do 
to control his temper, but he couldn’t stop his unhappiness seeping into the tone of his voice. 
    “Did you have to let Jarring Jack bomb the White House during Sheila’s news conference?” he 
asked, the sarcasm wrinkling his voice.  “That way we all enjoyed it live on TV.” 
     His brother was silent on the other end of the phone. 
    “I’ve been getting calls from all over the world about this, and I’m the butt of almost every 
commentator’s criticism in the media,” John complained.  “They all treat it as my action.” 
     “Well, it’s not so bad,” the President responded.  “Sheila wasn’t hurt.” 
     “Oh,” John demanded, forgetting his place, “did you and Jarring Jack think about killing the 
Senator?” 
      There was an icy silence from the other end of the line. 
      “I’ve gone too far,” thought John.  “But Lord knows, he deserves it.” 
     “Other news will replace this quickly,” the President said coldly and slowly.  “Tomorrow 
you’ll be President and all this will be old stuff.” 
     “Yes,” John agreed.  “Could you do me one favor?” he asked politely, his temper under 
complete control now. 
     ‘What is it?” his brother asked. 
    “Stay inactive for the last few hours of your presidency,” John said. 
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    But the President wasn’t willing to be inactive.   Instead, he was on the phone immediately 
after saying goodbye to his brother.    
    First he phoned the Speaker of the House of Representatives. 
    “This is a terrible mess,” Rick told him.  “Tomorrow my brother and Sheila Brinton are both 
going to be sworn in as President.  There seems no way to avoid it.  And Sheila has the White 
House.  So there will not be a clear, undisputed President.” 
     “It’s incredible,” came the answer. 
    “We need to do something,” Rick continued. 
     “Yes, do you have a suggestion?” 
     “I wish I knew how to get Sheila to back down,” Rick began.  “But she’s too stubborn.” 
    “Yes.” 
     “So if John can’t be President alone, we may need to make sure neither he nor Sheila is in the 
job tomorrow.” 
     “I don’t understand.  What do you mean?” asked the Speaker. 
     “I mean, could the Congress call itself into special emergency session immediately, and for the 
moment, until the rest of this mess is sorted out and we have one new President, not two, pass 
legislation that continues me in office.  I’d remain President until the election dispute is worked 
out.” 
     ‘This is your idea?” the Speaker asked. 
    “Yes.” 
     “Have you discussed it with anyone else?” inquired the Speaker. 
    “No.  You’re the first person I’ve called,” the President explained, expecting that the Speaker 
would be flattered by being placed first on so important a matter. 
     “Then, if you’ve not presented this idea to anyone else,” the Speaker began while the President 
waited expectantly, “please don’t.”   
    The Speaker paused a moment to let the President absorb the significance of his response.  
Then the Speaker added, “Rick, there are a dozen reasons why this won’t work.   I can’t get the 
House into session quickly enough; much of the nation is ready for you to move on, and they’ll 
be very upset if we try to extend your stay in office; there’s no precedent for this, and no authority 
for it under the Constitution; you can’t get back in the White House unless Sheila lets you, and I 
don’t think she will; if you try to drive her out again by force, there will be hell to pay in the blue 
states.   Give it up, Rick.” 
      There was a long pause at the President’s end of the line.   Then came a response almost 
muffled in a sigh, “Thanks, Dennis, and goodbye.” 
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     Harper phoned her brother in Illinois from her office as soon as she found a moment.   
    “Did Sandy get there safely?” 
     “She’s with Cindy; she’s fine.   She says she had a great time with you.” 
    “It was great to have her here,” Harper said.  “But you know, we almost got killed in the White 
House.” 
    “Yes, we were pretty worried, especially seeing it on TV,” her brother said. “But Sandy said it 
was the most fun she had.” 
     “I suppose for a child it was.  She probably didn’t fully appreciate the danger.” 
      “Well, you’re both fine.” 
     “Yes.  Why aren’t you more upset?” 
     “It’s the Lord’s will.  If it had been your time to go or Sandy’s, then the Lord would have 
taken you.” 
     “Do you really believe that?” 
    “Of course.” 
    “We were almost killed,” she exclaimed.   “It’s the Lord’s fault we weren’t.  Damn that John 
Cox, he almost killed us both.” 
    “You shouldn’t take sides between John and Sheila,” her brother cautioned her.  “You’re a 
reporter; you should stay neutral.” 
     “How can you say that?” Harper cried, outraged.  “It’s your daughter and your sister that man 
almost killed.” 
     ‘Yes, I know, and I feel very upset about that.” 
     “Then what did you mean by what you said?” 
     “That Sheila’s also to blame.” 
     “How?  That’s crazy.  She was a target.” 
    “No, I don’t think so.  You have to understand the situation.  It’s very difficult for John.” 
     “Is this you speaking,” Harper interrupted, “or is it the general?” 
      Her brother hesitated.  “Well,” he finally said, “I did talk to him about this.  But it’s not for 
broadcast in any form.” 
     Harper was calming down.  She was interested in what the general might have said, and if she 
wanted to use it, she would.  They couldn’t tell her what she could and couldn’t broadcast. 
    “I was saying that the situation is very difficult for John.  The Brinton’s grabbed the White 
House, and so they’ve forced him to be the aggressor.  They have the capital city, so John has to 
try to drive them out.  Then they can pose as the peaceful ones; and make John appear the 
instigator of violence.   But John is really no more aggressive than she is.  It’s all just part of the 
game.  Sheila has the upper hand in this round.” 
     “I see,” Harper said, dumbfounded. “John was ‘forced’.” 
     “I’ll bet,” her brother continued, “that John was absolutely furious when his brother left the 
White House and allowed the Brinton’s to move in.  It was just an error, an oversight actually, but 
it put John in a real hole.” 
      “An oversight?” Harper squeaked.  “They bombed the White House to correct an oversight?! 
They killed innocent people today, including someone on my news team!” For the first time since 
the attack that morning, Harper started to sob. 
      “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to upset you,” Frank said. “You’ve been through a horrible ordeal 
and I really appreciate your keeping Sandy safe during the whole melee. Why don’t we hang up 
and talk tomorrow?”  



      “I have to get hold of myself,” Harper told herself as she hung up.  “I’m a reporter; I can’t let 
myself get all emotional and take sides in this mess.   Then I’d be as bad as the people who are 
out in the streets tearing the country apart.” 

 



 

CHAPTER 71 
 
 
 
         This is Harper Cole reporting for the American News Network in New York. Today our 
guest is Ted Clarke, a Harvard Professor and an expert in American History. Ted, what do you 
make of all this? 

Thank you, Harper. Well, the attack on the White House yesterday  has created public 
sympathy for Sheila Brinton which could be a real asset for her if she plays things right.  Brinton 
is a shrewd senator and will no doubt take advantage of the situation. I would look for her to 
make a significant move some time in the next day or two. 
      
 
  “I called Chief Justice John Richards,” Sheila’s chief of staff told her.    
        Repair crews working rapidly had closed off the holes in the building created by the impact 
of bombs nearby, shutting out the cold December air.  Other crews were sweeping debris off the 
floors and furniture of the offices and corridors.   There had been no fires, and the building was 
useable.   
          Sheila and Lorrie were in Vice-President’s office in the west wing of the White House 
because Sheila had decided to wait until her inauguration before occupying the Oval Office.   
Rick Cox’s call to her, reminding her that he was still President and she was usurping his office, 
had caused her to take that precaution against a possibly hostile public reaction should she be 
perceived as pretending to be President before being sworn in. 
    “And?” Sheila asked. 
    “He won’t swear you in.” 
     “I didn’t expect him to,” Sheila said. 
      “We need someone to do the swearing-in,” Lorrie replied. 
     “Call Steve Meyers,” Sheila instructed.  “Tell him that I’ve chosen him for the honor, and 
would be very appreciative if he’d accept.  Imply that it might lead to the position of Chief Justice 
if we can get rid of Richards.” 
       “Is he a good choice?” Lorrie asked. 
       “He’s fine,” Sheila affirmed.   “He’s an Associate Justice of the Supreme Court; he’s a 
Democrat; and he’s got common sense.  He won’t even ask about Richards --- he’ll realize 
immediately that Richards said no.   And he’s not afraid of Richards; he won’t call him for 
permission.  He’ll just say yes, and he’ll be there tomorrow to do the swearing-in.” 
         Sheila was right. 
 
         Later Sheila’s chief of staff told her, “I think we can’t afford to have the Chief Justice 
running around free.  What if he tells the media that Meyers has no authority to swear you in?” 
        “Good point,” Sheila said.  “What do you suggest?” 
        “Send the District police to put him under house arrest,” he said, then paused as if thinking 
over what he’d said.  “No, under house restraint.  We’re protecting him from possible terrorist 
attack in this difficult moment.” 
          Sheila nodded, “Yes, that’s better.  Do it.” 



    “But that was just me as a reporter trying to find out about a source.” 
   “And what is this?” 
    Harper blushed. 
    “What are his questions, then if not just a general trying to find out about a reporter?” 
her brother chided her. 
    Harper blushed more vividly. 
    Her brother frowned and looked away. 
  “You don’t think it would be good for me to be close to the General?” 
    “No.”  
    “Why?” 
     Her brother said nothing. 
     “It would be inconvenient for you?” 
     He nodded. 
    “Yes, I understand that – inconvenient and embarrassing among your peers.  But what 
about me?  Look at it from my side.” 
      Her brother now looked directly at her.  “That’s your business,” he said.   
     “You don’t think it would necessarily be bad for me?” 
    “Not….necessarily.” 
        “Well, that’s something,” Harper said. 
     “Are you…” her brother started, then hesitated. 
     “Am I what?” Harper asked. 
     “Are you….?” Again he hesitated. 
     Harper’s eyes flashed.  “Am I his lover?” 
     Her brother blushed, then looked at her with an angry challenge in his eyes. 
     “That would cause you all kinds of problems, wouldn’t it?” Harper asked him. 
      He looked at her angrily 
      “Well, I’m not.  Not that it’s any of your business.” 
      She watched her brother relax, and resented him for it.   
    “We don’t have much time,” her brother said. 
    “So go on,” Harper replied. 
   “They are sure that your source is General Demaris. They are really not concerned…” 
     “Who is ‘they’?” Harper interrupted. 
     “The Attorney General who put you in jail.  This is John’s group, we think, and John himself.” 
     ‘I’m imprisoned at the behest of the President and the Attorney General?” Harper asked 
incredulously.   “This isn’t just some crazy mistake?” 
     ‘No mistake at all.  They want you in jail and they know what they are doing.” 



 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER 102 
 
 
 
 
 
     Harper felt a sharp intake of breath.  She was suddenly frightened.  She’d been comforting 
herself with the notion that all this was simply an error; but her brother was telling her that it 
wasn’t at all an error.    
    “Let me continue,“ her brother insisted.  “They are concerned not at all about what you 
reported.” 
   Harper gave him a look of surprise.   
  “They’re not after the source of what leaked.  That’s not important to them.” 
     Again she looked directly into his eyes with as astonished expression.  “Then what…” she 
asked. 
    “What they want is to put pressure on the General.  You see, in peacetime, the scope of the 
logistic and administrative authority exercised by the Combatant Commander is consistent with 
legislation, Department of Defense policy or regulations, budgetary considerations, local 
conditions and other specific conditions prescribed by the Secretary of Defense or the CJCS. The 
combatant commander refers disputes to the military department, if he fails to receive timely 
resolution there, the CINC may forward the matter through CJCS to the Secretary of Defense for 
resolution.  
      “During crisis or war, the Combatant Commander's authority and responsibility are expanded 
to include use of facilities and supplies of all forces under their command. Joint logistics doctrine 
developed by CJCS establishes wartime logistics policy.  
      “There’s now a big dispute over this.  Central command supporting President Cox and 
Southern Command supporting President Brinton each are claiming this is a crisis and that they 
control directly all their supporting units.  Both are in Florida.  General Demaris is saying no, not 
a crisis nor a war, and that he  controls transport and won’t release it for use against other US 
troops.  He’s trying to abort a civil war.” 
     Harper’s astonishment glared from her expression.  Finally she found her voice.  “So I’m a 
pawn in a battle over the Presidency; between generals who are trying to start a civil war and 
generals trying to stop one?”   
     “Yes,” Frank told her.     
      They parted soon after; her brother to return to Illinois; Harper to be returned to her cell. 
         Harper looked out from her cell and wondered, “How can I be of any use to anyone 
now in this mess I’ve got myself into?” 



 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER 103 
 
 
 
 
        Two days after her brother’s visit, Harper was taken to a conference room in the 
holding facility and left sitting at a table in her prison costume.  She waited for a half-
hour; when a matron came in and took her out of the conference room and back to her 
cell.  There she was given her own clothes, and the high heels which she’d worn each day 
to her sessions with the grand jury.  There she was told to change, and then was taken 
back to the conference room.   It was low security, merely a room with no windows and a 
table and chairs at its center. 
     Soon thereafter a man of medium height, strong build and graying hair entered.  
Harper was startled by his appearance.  Here was a modern-day swash-buckling soldier.   
He stood ram-rod straight; his eyes were deep blue/black with a penetrating gaze.  He 
stared directly at her as if daring her to look as directly back.  He wore a pistol on his 
right hip; a fatigues uniform and four stars on each side of his shirt collar. 
         ‘You are Harper Cole?” he asked in a gravelly voice. 
        “Yes.” 
         He nodded and stared at her.  
        The ensuing silence was so uncomfortable to Harper that she broke it by asking, 
“You are?” 
         “General Jack Thompson.” 
         “You command Joint Forces Command?” she asked. 
         She could see that he was pleased that she knew who he was. 
        “Yes,” he answered simply. 
        “Why are you here?” she asked. 
         He didn’t reply immediately, but instead said, “Please stand up.” 
         She did, thinking, “Did I miss some protocol?  Was I supposed to stand when he 
entered?  But I’m not a soldier; I don’t have to salute him.” 
         The general looked her over carefully.   Harper was immediately uncomfortable.   
She was being examined again by a man, and she suddenly worried that he might be 
interested in embracing her. 
        “So this is why they had me change into my own clothes,” she thought.  “So I’d look 
better to him.” 
        But the general made no movement toward her.  Instead, he seemed to want to keep 
a distance from her, so that his interest in her as a woman was merely vicarious. 
         He finished looking her over, almost circling her to get a complete view, then he 
went to the other side of the table and sat down, facing where she’d been sitting.  He 
indicated with a slight move of his head that she was to sit as well. 



         “I’m here to speak to you,” he explained in a cold, harsh voice, “because you are a 
friend of a friend of mine.” 
           Harper said nothing. 
          “How do you know Tom Demaris?” he asked.   
          Harper answered guardedly.  “I interviewed him for a story.” 
         “How long ago?” 
         “Last fall.” 
         “How did you get to him?” 
         “I was referred to him.” 
          “By whom?” 
          Harper hesitated, not wanting to get her brother into trouble. 
           The general interrupted her thoughts by saying, “I already know the answer.  You 
should tell me the truth.” 
          Harper hesitated not a moment longer.   “My brother introduced him to me.” 
         The general nodded to show that he was satisfied with her response. 
        “He knows about my brother,” Harper thought in a moment of panic.  “What else 
does he know?” 
        “Do you love Tom Demaris?” the general asked suddenly. 
        Harper couldn’t believe it. “How is that relevant?” she demanded. 
          The general gave her a searching look.  Then he stood and said, “You are a very 
attractive woman, and one with spirit and character.  I see what Tom finds in you.” 
          With that the general turned on his heels and left the room.   
          Harper sat dejected.  As her brother had warned her, General Thompson and the 
AG already knew who Harper’s source was for the stories about the attacks on the White 
House and Washington.  They weren’t really questioning her about that.  So why had 
they arrested her?  Why this farce before the grand jury?  
        Suddenly she knew.  “My brother Frank is talking to General Thompson,” she told 
herself with bitterness.  “He’s betraying my General.  He’s the one who told them who 
my source was; and he’s letting them use me to put pressure on my General to give his 
command to Thompson.  He all but told me this when he said that he didn’t want me to 
be involved with my General.   In his mind that justified his using me!” 
         The thought staggered her.  A matron entered the conference room and escorted her 
back to her cell.   On the way she thought, “Why would Frank do such a thing?”  And the 
answer came to her.  “He’s on John Cox’s side.  He always has been; he told me that 
when I visited home last September.   So he’s helping John through Jack Thompson and 
he’s trying to maneuver my General, his boss, into John’s camp, by pressure if necessary, 
and using me.  I’m a damned hostage!” 
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     There was now considerable disruption of air traffic in the United States.  Flights between 
Blue and Red states had been much reduced.   Authorities in the various states were concerned 
that troublemakers and saboteurs were crossing by air from one region to another, and attempted 
to curtail the flow by curtailing air traffic.  In addition, passenger bookings had fallen off 
dramatically due to fear of people from one region that they would be maltreated in another.    

Now most airfare between the regions was conducted among major entry points, usually 
the larger cities.  There were no longer commercial flights between New York and most southern 
and mountain states.   A traveler who wished to go from New York to Charleston, South 
Carolina, for example, would fly from New York to Houston and back to Charleston; or who 
wished to go from New York to Richmond would fly from New York to Houston and back to 
Richmond.   Even so, flights from New York to Houston were fewer and fewer and at less 
convenient dates and times.  Sometimes weeks would pass before connections could be made 
between the regions.   

The United States had divided into two hostile camps. 
     Jamie boarded the plane bound for Washington and took his seat at a window in the front of 
the passenger cabin.  Three well-dressed men were among the crowd that boarded the plane.   
Each took an aisle seat very close to the entry door.  The plane’s galley was in the front of the 
aircraft at the end of the entryway and next to the cockpit.  A restroom was located opposite the 
galley and behind the pilot’s compartment.  As always under the security procedures, the heavy 
metal door of the cockpit was locked from the moment that passengers begin to get on the plane.     
       Jamie buried his head in reading during what he expected to be a short flight.  Thirty minutes 
after takeoff, as the plane neared Washington, an attendant took a position in the middle of the 
aisle that ran the length of the plane; she stood next to the galley facing the passenger cabin.  She 
was there to prevent any passenger from coming forward.  A moment later the door to the pilot’s 
cabin opened and a tall, strongly built, uniformed flight officer stepped out.  He chatted for a 
moment with the flight attendants, one who was blocking the aisle and the other who was 
working in the galley, then opened the door to the lavatory and started to step inside. 
     Instantly the three passengers who were seated at the front of the plane, each now with his 
own belt in his hands, trousers held up by tight wire which had been strung beneath their heavy 
leather belts, threw themselves forward.  In a split second one had his belt around the neck of the 
flight attendant who was supposed to keep them out of the plane’s aisle; another was in the galley 
with a belt around the neck of the other flight attendant, pulling her backward against him, 
tightening the belt so that she couldn’t speak.  The third man slipped past the pilot, who was 
about to move to stop him, but seeing the danger to the flight attendants did nothing.  The third 
passenger vanished into the cockpit where he threw his belt over the head and around the neck of 
the second officer who was flying the plane and whispered hoarsely in his ear, “To Richmond.” 
    Outside the cockpit one of the hijackers pressed a flight attendant against the pilot, forcing him 
into the lavatory and shutting the door behind him.  “Stay in there,” he told the pilot; who did so.  
    In the passenger cabin all was pandemonium.  One of the hijackers had pulled a flight attendant 
into the center of the entry way where all in the passenger cabin could see her.  He stood largely 



concealed by her body as they faced the passenger cabin;  his belt remained tightly around her 
throat.  
       Seeing this, people began screaming and clutching at one another.  Two air marshals seated 
near the front of the plane had jumped to their feet, drawing pistols concealed in their coats, only 
to see that between them and the hijackers were two female hostages.   They were helpless, and 
stood stupefied staring at the two hijackers. 
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      With the stalemate was firmly established, the hijacker who stood in the entry passage spoke 
out, calling for quiet.  As the cabin quieted down, he explained that he and his colleagues were 
blue state people unable to get a flight to a red state, and that they simply wanted to be left off in 
a red state.   

He promised no harm would come to anyone aboard; that as soon as the plane landed and 
he and his colleagues got off, it could continue on its way.  He asked the two marshals on the 
plane not to call for military assistance, saying that an escort of fighter planes could only offer a 
risk of some disaster.  The flight his companion had instructed the second officer to make was a 
short one.  The whole episode would be over in an hour and in an hour and a half the passengers 
would be at their destination.   
      The hijacker who’d been speaking asked the air marshals to come out of their seats and into 
the aisle so that he could talk to them.  They came, with their pistols pulled and leveled forward.   
     “It would foolish to shoot,” he told them,” since you can’t even see my partner who has a 
flight attendant in the galley with his belt around her neck, and you can’t see my other partner 
who has the second officer who’s flying the plane in a similar situation.  If there’s a shot fired, 
my colleagues will snap two necks.” 
     The air marshals stood motionless, glaring angrily at the hijacker.  Jamie sat quietly as well, as 
did the other passengers.   His mind was racing about how to get coverage of the hijacking by his 
network for broadcast as soon as possible.  He had little thought for his own safety. 
      “It’s been amusing me for a long time,” the hijacker said, in a chatting manner, apparently 
chiding the air marshals who were now sitting in their seats.  “Airport security takes little knives 
and scissors away from passengers – I guess because they were used by the nine-eleven hijackers 
years ago, and the government wants to stop them from doing it – shutting the barn door after the 
horses are out; but security lets us bring our belts on the plane.  Doesn’t anyone realize that when 
a person goes to prison, one of the first things taken away from him is his belt – because it’s a 
lethal weapon?   Don’t you look at teenage boys – how they wear pants that hang way down on 
their hips?  That’s a rock music style from prison inmates, who can’t hold up their pants because 
they have no belts.   

“You security people ought to keep up with the times,” he concluded, laughing.          
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Order was returning to the passenger cabin.   Fright had dissipated.   Emotions had 

calmed down.  The plane flew quietly and quickly toward Richmond. 
         For several minutes there was silence among the passengers.  Then quiet conversations 
began, and rumors started to fly.   
     “The hijackers are Muslim terrorists in disguise,” one passenger in the back of the plane told 
another, and the rumor spread rapidly.   
 “One of the hijackers is flying the plane,” another said to the person beside him, and as 
that rumor spread, it branched:  one version continued that the new pilot didn’t know how to land 
a plane and that they’d all be killed when he tried; another version was that this was a repeat of 
9/11 and that the new pilot would end their lives crashing the plane into a government building in 
Washington.    

As the rumors continued to spread in the passenger compartment, it was asserted as a 
certainty that the plane’s professional pilot wasn’t in the cockpit, not because he was imprisoned 
in the lavatory, but because he’d been killed.           
        In the front of the passenger cabin it was more difficult to believe that the hijackers were 
Arab terrorists in disguise, because the hijackers were clearly of a different ethnic strain.    So yet 
another rumor began.    

“The plane’s in the hands of Red staters,” it was said, “who’re intent on flying the plane 
into the White House and killing Sheila – after all, they’ve tried to kill her before and failed.” 
    As rumors flew in whispers among the passengers, they became more and more agitated.   One 
finally broke under the tension.   A middle aged man traveling with his wife and child, a recent 
immigrant who spoke halting and imperfect English and understood only part of what was said to 
him, rose from his seat and started up the center aisle of the plane, chattering rapidly in a mixture 
of English and Spanish, begging the hijackers not to kill him and his family.    
 The hijacker in the center aisle at the front of the plane tried to reassure him.  The man 
didn’t understand; but continued going forward, his arms outstretched, imploring,  Behind him his 
wife started up the aisle crying, begging her husband in two languages to return to his seat.  Their 
children began to sniffle, then to cry aloud in fear.   
       The hijacker had only his belt for a weapon, and it was wound around the throat of a flight 
attendant.   With no gun to repel the oncoming passenger, and the man getting very close, the 
hijacker had no alternative but to shove the flight attendant aside and reach out his hands to push 
the man backwards.  Instantly, one of the marshals was on his feet firing his pistol at the hijacker, 
hitting him in the chest, killing him instantly.    

The other marshal raced up the aisle to where another of the hijackers was still holding 
another flight attendant with a belt around her throat.  The hijacker was stunned by what he’d 
seen happen to his fellow, and before he could take action, the other marshal shot him in the head 
and he fell dead, blood and flesh spattering the walls of the galley.    

Both flight attendants were screaming and the passenger cabin had burst in noisy 
pandemonium. 



The first marshal now rushed into the cockpit where the third hijacker has his back to 
him, but was turning.   As he did so, he inadvertently tightened the belt which he held wrapped 
around the second officer’s neck.  Choking, the co-pilot let go of the controls and put his hands to 
his throat trying to pull the belt loose.    

The plane was on autopilot, and proceeding smoothly, but the struggle in the cockpit hit 
the control that switched the plane into manual flight operation, and with the controls being 
knocked about, the plane dived.   
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In the passenger cabin, the few people without seat belts on were lifted out of the seats 

and hurled against the seat backs in front of them, up into the air against the overhead 
compartments, and back onto nearby passengers.   People who were restrained in their seats by 
belts gasped for breath; some began to throw up instantly.   In a moment babies were screaming 
and adults crying out.   
     Jamie had loosened his seat belt to be able better to look forward in the cabin and see what 
was occurring with the hijacking.  He was hurled forward in his seat against the loose belt, and it 
tightened against his stomach painfully.  He fell back onto the older woman in the seat next to 
him, and she let out a surprised cry.   He fell back onto the arm of his chair and received a painful 
bruise on his lower back at kidney level.  He grunted loudly in pain. 
     Then the plane shot up as the co-pilot regain control.   The passengers were forced back into 
their seats as if by strong arms, and they again gasped for breath. 
      The plane lurched to one side, sliding as if it were a boat leaning down the swell of a fast-
moving wave.   Again people in the cabin screamed and felt sick to their stomachs.  Jamie had 
been trying to tighten his seat belt, but again he was thrown against his neighbor, who this time 
tried to push him away angrily.   The plane lurched to the other side, and Jamie crashed against 
the side of the plane so hard that he thought he might break through the plastic window.  The 
right side of his head took a painful bruise in the encounter. 
     “One more sequence like this,” Jamie thought, “and we’re all dead.  What is going on in the 
cockpit?” 
      The gyrations of the aircraft took only a few seconds, during which time the remaining 
hijacker had turned to stare in astonished confusion at the marshal who was charging at him pistol 
in hand.   The marshal said nothing, but shot the hijacker through the heart.  The man fell at the 
marshal’s feet in the narrow confines of the cabin, blood splashing over the floor.  The second 
officer yanked the belt that remained around his neck free, turned to give a sign to the marshal 
that he was now released, then turned back to continue flying the plane. 
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       The three hijackers were sprawled over the floor in the front of the plane, each dead, lying in 
spreading pools of blood.  One of the marshals pulled open the lavatory door, thrusting aside the 
body of one of the hijackers with his foot as he did so, and the pilot emerged quickly, looked 
around the bloody mess at the front of the plane, and hurried into the cockpit to take over the 
flight from the second officer who was now shaking with shock in the aftermath of the shooting, 
gore from a dead hijacker spattered over this uniform and the back of his head.   
     Suddenly a woman screamed in the rear of the cabin; another broke into hysterical sobbing.  
These were wives of the hijackers who until now had sat quietly together drawing no attention to 
themselves.   Warned in advance by their mates to stay out of the hijacking, even if there was 
some brief violence, they had been stunned at the suddenness of the massacre, and now their 
emotions exploded.  One jumped from her seat by a window, clawing and climbing her way over 
the passengers near her, out to the aisle, and raced up the center aisle to where the hijackers lay 
dead with blood still draining from their wounds.  One of the air marshals restrained her roughly, 
grabbing her with both arms and throwing her onto the floor.  A male passenger in the front row 
of the plane stood protesting the rough treatment the woman had received, and he was ordered to 
sit down by the other marshal who leveled his pistol at the passenger.    
     A passenger in the rear of the cabin called his wife on his cell-phone, leaning over so that he 
attracted no attention and whispered excitedly into the receiver.   He told his wife to phone the 
airline with a message that there was a hijacking on the flight, which she did immediately.   The 
airline notified authorities in Washington, who quickly diverted the plane from airports in the 
close proximity of the capital city, in accordance with long-established security measures.   The 
pilot who was now in touch with the control tower at Reagan airport in the Washington area 
confirmed that there was a hijacking and explained that it was over.   But the order to divert 
remained intact, the authorities not certain who was actually flying the plane and if it might not be 
a hijacker to whom they were talking.  A fighter plane appeared suddenly off the wing of the 
passenger John, giving the order to divert clear significance.   The order was to divert to 
Richmond, so that ironically the dead hijackers achieved their intended destination.       
    In the cabin, the wives of the hijackers were crying hysterically, and some passengers were 
screaming at the marshals that there’d been no need to kill all the hijackers.  The marshals were 
ordering passengers loudly to sit down and shut up. 
     The chaos lasted only a few minutes before the pilot’s voice echoed over the communication 
system instructing all to take their seats and buckle seatbelts in anticipation of landing at 
Richmond. 
       The flight attendants began to make their ways through the passenger cabin, calming the 
most agitated of the passengers, and getting people buckled into their seats.   The air marshals 
dragged the bodies of the hijackers into the galley and stacked them there.  They gave orders to 
the flight attendants.    The marshals were in charge --  
bossy, arrogant, autocratic and rough. 



    The plane was given authority to land; it touched down, rolled to the end of the runway, and 
was immediately surrounded by emergency vehicles.  It sat motionless while the pilot and the 
tower discussed the situation and agreed that there was no present emergency on the plane 
because while there were three dead, no one else was hurt, so that evacuation of the bodies was 
required but not medical attention.   The pilot added that many of the passengers were 
traumatized; and that no one on the plane was headed for Richmond.   
     A state police officer had entered the control tower and had the pilot asked by the flight 
controller about what had happened on the plane.   The pilot responded with a brief narrative:  
“We were hijacked by three men who identified themselves as Red staters trying to get home, and 
who ordered us to fly to Richmond.   We have their names from the passenger manifest,” he 
continued, and read the names.   “All three have been shot dead by the air marshals on board our 
flight, and the bodies are stacked in the galley.   No one else was injured.   The wives of two of 
the dead hijackers are on board, and are hysterical.”   
     The plane was escorted by airport police cars not to the commercial passenger terminal but to 
a parking area near the general aviation terminal.   State police cars now arrived.  The plane’s 
ramp and steps were let down.  The air marshals, with a last shouted command to the passengers 
to remain in their seats, walked confidently to the top of the stairs in the blinding light of the day 
to await the authorities.   
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     To their astonishment, a stream of Virginia state police raced up the stairs, guns drawn, and 
the two air marshals were immediately disarmed and roughly shoved down the steps.  They 
protested. “We’re federal marshals,” yelled one; “what are you doing?”  
        A burly state trooper told him to shut up.    At the bottom of the stairs the two air marshals 
were handcuffed and put in the back of a state police car and hurried away.    
       “What are you doing?” the air marshals demanded as they sat in the back of the police car in 
handcuffs being driven rapidly from the airport. 
         One of the state policemen in the front of the vehicle turned to snarl at them, “One of the 
men you shot was a relative of our governor, you stupid, murdering, blue state bastards.” 
      At the plane, two ambulances arrived.   A medical doctor hurried up the stairs into the plane.   
He checked the corpses.  Behind him came a stretcher team; they loaded a body and carried it out 
of the plane down the steps to the ambulance, then returned for the second, and third bodies.  
Then the ambulance drove away with the bodies. 
     The MD remained in the plane where he examined quickly the two flight attendants and the 
second officer who’d been the three hostages.   All were fine, with no injuries at all. 
     Finally he was taken to the two widows who sat quietly sobbing in a row at the front of the 
plane.    He talked to them both, then motioned to a state policeman to approach and escort the 
women from the plane.  He did so, ushering them gently down the stairs and into a waiting squad 
car.    
    More state police now boarded the plane and begin interviewing passengers, taking statements 
about what had happened.  Two photographers arrived and took pictures of the front of the plane, 
documenting the blood stains.   
     Next a team of cleaners arrived and washed the blood off the floors and walls of the front area 
of the plane. 
     Finally, the passengers were allowed out of the cabin and down the stairs to busses waiting on 
the tarmac; they were driven to the terminal where they were led to a restricted area.  There they 
were told that anyone who wished to remain in Virginia could do so.  The others were placed on a 
flight leaving for Washington within an hour.   The plane on which the hijacking occurred was to 
remain in Richmond during an investigation. 
    Jamie had participated in all this as a passenger.  He watched and listened carefully.   He 
decided to place himself in the small group of passengers who identified themselves as wanting to 
remain in Richmond.    
    As soon as he was permitted to leave the holding area in the terminal, he identified himself to a 
state policeman as a reporter and asked to talk to a police supervisor.  He was led to a room in the 
terminal which was a state police office.   
     “What has happened?” Jamie asked politely.  “Why were the air marshals disarmed and taken 
away by state police?”  



      “We’re investigating the incident,” the state police commandant told him.  “There are charges 
of excess force; of brutality.  There will be a thorough investigation.” 
       The officer wanted to end the interview, but Jamie was too skilled a reporter not to try to 
learn more. 
      “Could you tell me what the charges are based on?” Jamie asked. 
       The police officer thought for a moment, then explained, “The two air marshals are suspected 
of acting on behalf of the Brinton Administration; of being blue state agents who used 
unreasonable force on Red staters.  One of the hijackers –- it wasn’t a real hijacking, was it?” the 
police officer asked in an aside that startled Jamie, “was a friend of the governor of our state.” 
       “But I thought the governor of Virginia was a Democrat,” Jamie protested.  
     “Yes, that’s right.  You are correctly informed,” the police officer replied with excessive, and 
it appeared unaccustomed, civility.  “But our governor, while a Democrat, has made his 
sympathies with John Cox and the other red states well known.   President John Cox carried our 
state in the election last fall by a very large majority, and our governor has recognized Cox as the 
victor here and in the country as a whole, as the Supreme Court ruled.  So our governor supports 
President Cox and we are not prepared to have the agents of President Brinton murdering citizens 
of Virginia simply for trying to get home.” 
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      “Remarkable,” thought Jamie.   To the officer he asked, “Can I file a report?  After all, I’m a 
reporter.” 
     “Yes,” was the curt response. 
     “From here?” 
     “Yes.” 
     “Can I call in a cameraman?”  
     ‘Yes, as you wish.  You’re not being detained by us.  You were on the plane; you saw it all; 
please give a fair report.” 
     Jamie nodded. 
     He phoned New York.  Sarah arranged for a cameraman from a local station to arrive at the 
airport within half an hour.  Rumors of a news situation at the airport had been spreading in 
Richmond and local stations had been debating sending crews to the airport.   So Jamie’s request 
through Sarah found the local stations partially prepared. 
     While Jamie waited for the camera crew he prepared a story in his mind and also rented a car.  
He wanted to seize the opportunity of being in Richmond to drive to Norfolk to see Harper.   He 
asked Sarah in New York to request permission for him to see her from General Thompson, in 
whose custody she was.   
   “Just tell them I’m on my way, and will be there, and ask that I be allowed to see Harper,” 
Jamie instructed Sarah.  “Don’t suggest that if they say I can’t see her, then I won’t come.   I’m 
going no matter what – I want them in a position that they’ll have to deny me access to her when 
I’m already there.   And if they do, we’ll report it.  Please get a camera crew ready in Norfolk for 
me to call if I need them.” 
    The local camera crew then arrived at the Richmond airport and Jamie fed a report live via a 
bulletin to the nation.  It was another scoop for the American News Network. 
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       Talking to Sarah while driving a rented car toward Norfolk, Jamie learned that he’d been 
granted permission to see Harper.  He found himself excited more than justified by a mere news 
opportunity or by the prospect of seeing a colleague who was in some trouble. 
        In Norfolk, Jamie was escorted into the same room in which she’d been allowed to see her 
brother.   Harper entered the room dressed in her own clothes which had been inexpertly cleaned 
at the base laundry. 
    When first she saw Jamie, Harper was embarrassed by her own appearance, and she looked 
down at the floor.  “I’m not a very glamorous sight,” she thought.  Her hair hadn’t been 
professionally done for weeks, her face and hands were red and coarse from lack of moisturizers; 
her make-up was minimal.  “I must look awful,” she told herself. 
     But so glad was she that Jamie had come that she looked up and smiled to see him 
approaching her, standing at the counter and looking directly at her, then sitting, his eyes still on 
her. 
     Harper found herself very glad to see him, not just as a fellow professional who suddenly 
appears in a difficult situation and offers comfort and hope of release, but more deeply, as a 
person for whom she had great affection.   She was surprised at the strength of her feeling. 
    She watched him closely and noticed that he seemed more concerned for her than would be a 
news director for an anchorperson.   She saw warmth in his eyes, and desire also, as he looked at 
her.  The desire surprised her, given how bad she thought she looked. 
    “How are you?” he asked with unfeigned concern in his voice. 
     “Okay,” she answered.  “And you?” 
     “I’m fine,” Jamie assures her, “it’s you we’re concerned about.” 
     “But I heard that you were involved in a hijacking, or something?” Harper asked. 
     “Yes,” Jamie acknowledged, “but I’m not hurt at all.” 
     “Good,” Harper said.  “We don’t get to see TV news, and I have to rely on second hand 
reports from guards and some snatches of radio news.  It’s one of the hardest things about being 
in here,” she continued, “the enforced isolation.  I feel so out of touch.” 
     Jamie nodded sympathetically.   Then he asked, “Are you being treated decently?” 
      “Yes.  I’m fed and not harmed.  I’m okay.  But I’d love to get out of here!” 
      “Of course you would.  We’ve got out best attorneys on it.” 
      “But that won’t do anything,” Harper protested.  “There’s no law left; or rather, there are two 
competing systems of law, and I’m caught in one of them – the one that doesn’t think we’re its 
friends.  The law has no power, it’s entirely in the control of the politicians now – of John and 
Sheila.  I think John decides what happens to me, not a court or a judge.” 
     “Actually,” Jamie said, “that’s what we think, too.”  
       Harper looked at him in surprise.  She’d expected some false assurances – that things weren’t 
as bad as that.   But he was direct and candid with her.  She was grateful, and impressed by him. 



    “So what are they telling you?” he asked. 
     “Nothing,” Harper said angrily.  “They tell me nothing.” 
     “Are they questioning you?” 
     “No.  They seem to be waiting for me to tell them that I’m ready to answer their questions.” 
     Jamie nodded and said nothing. 
     “How are you reporting about me?” Harper asked. 
     This time she noticed that he hesitated before answering, as if fashioning a response.   “This 
time he won’t be so honest,” Harper thought. 
     “We say,” Jamie replied, “that you’re being held at a judge’s order until you disclose the 
source of a news story, and that you are refusing on the principle of journalistic privilege, and that 
we support you fully and are trying to get you released.” 
     Harper nodded, noncommittally. 
     “And we report,” Jamie continued, “that President Brinton and her Attorney General agree 
with us and have appealed for your release.” 
      Harper noticed that he continued to be careful about what he was telling her. 
      “And that we have asked the Supreme Court to release you,” Jamie added, “and that it has 
refused.   That Chief Justice Richards has ruled that the government has the power to confine you 
until you reveal your source.” 
      Harper gasped.   
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Harper was stunned. She’d not been told that the legal maneuvering had gone as high as 
the Supreme Court and ended so badly for her. 
       “We’ve talked to President Brinton’s staff,” Jamie added, “and asked if they could do 
anything for us with the court, but they say that while they have Associate Justices of the Court 
on their side, they cannot in the present situation get a majority of the court to overturn the Chief 
Justice’s ruling.  They don’t appear to be ready yet to try to create a split in the court; to avoid 
decisions that go against them, they use delaying tactics.   So for the moment, the Supreme Court 
is largely ineffective, as are most of the other organs of the government.” 
         Suddenly Harper realized the source of a deep disquiet that had been building inside her as 
she listened to him.  She looked him directly in the eye and asked, “You know I don’t get to see 
the news,” she told him.   “Are you still reporting on me at all?” 
         Jamie blushed scarlet, like a child who’d been caught in a small act of disobedience.  
“Well,” he stuttered, “there hasn’t been much to report.  Not much has happened.” 
      “So I’m a story that’s no longer being reported,” Harper said, with a touch of bitterness in her 
voice.  “I’m forgotten.” 
     “Not forgotten, Harper,” Jamie responded urgently.  “Not forgotten at all.  We’re doing all we 
can, and we’re reporting about you whenever there’s a reason.  We can’t report an unchanging 
situation everyday, or we’ll sound like a broken record.” 
      “Are the other networks reporting about me?” Harper asked. 
      “They sometimes follow our stories,” Jamie answered. 
     “So, you’re not reporting about me, and they are following you in not reporting,” Harper 
concluded.  “I’m now an invisible person.” 
      “Not invisible,” Jamie insisted.  “Not to me.” 
      Harper sat silently for a moment.    
      “Who’s replaced me at the network?” Harper asked softly. 
      Jamie’s expression softened, and she saw his jaw tighten with determination.    “Mirla is 
reading the news,” he answered, “and I’m doing more of the reporting.  We get along.” 
       
      He responded in the same manner.  “I’m doing all I can,” he said, and she knew it was true.   
Keeping her spot open was far more important than repetitive one-liners in the show about her 
situation.   She was ashamed of herself for her earlier resentment. 
      They looked at each other in silence, and Harper felt a closer connection to Jamie than ever 
before.  She felt the jealousy she’d felt for Mirla dissipating – she’d presumed that Jamie was 
seeing Mirla outside the studio, but now she wasn’t sure; and she didn’t really care.   That he was 
on her side was abundantly clear; how close could he really be to Mirla, if he was so concerned 
for Harper?  She wanted to embrace him, and was angrily frustrated that she could not. 



     “How can I get out of here?” she demanded of herself; but she said nothing aloud. 
      But the silence between them was becoming oppressive.  She suddenly remembered 
something and blushed with embarrassment.  “Jamie,” she said, “I’m so sorry.   How did you get 
here?  Isn’t it a bit dangerous?  I was so glad to see you and so concerned for myself that I didn’t 
even ask.” 
      “I’m ashamed to admit,” Jamie smiled, “that I wasn’t on my way to see you.   I was trying to 
get to Washington to cover a story.  I’ve been working non-stop because there’s lots of news and 
because we’re short-handed.”  His reference to Harper’s absence reminded her that even if he’d 
not been intending to see her, he was doing his best for her. 
     “I got on a plane in New York to fly to DC,” Jamie explained, “and it got hijacked by three 
Red staters trying to get home.   They were all shot by air marshals on the plane.   It was an awful 
mess, but I don’t think we were really in danger of a crash or anything.  We were directed to land 
in Richmond, so I ended up there with a big story.  I filed the story and realized I could get here – 
it’s not easy for me to get here from New York – it’s like crossing an international border – you 
almost need visas and passports – not really yet, but it’s getting complicated.   So I was in 
Richmond and you were so close and I could just rent a car and get here,” he paused while Harper 
was rapt in attention, and then continued, “and I jumped at the opportunity and set everything 
aside, and here I am.”  He smiled broadly. 
      Harper smiled in return.  “Thank you,” she said. 
      Again a pause, as if each of them wanted to reach out to touch the other, and were impatient 
that they were restrained by the wire between them and the surveillance of the guards.   
      “What now?” Harper asked, recognizing for both of them that there was nothing more that 
could be expressed between them in this restrained setting.    
     “I’m going to keep trying to get you out, and keep covering for you at the network.  I hope we 
can get you freed and back to us as soon as possible,” Jamie promised. 
     “Thank you,” Harper responded. 
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