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CHAPTER 113

Several days after Jamie’s visit, General Jack Thompson suddenly sent for Harper.
She was ushered in to see him in the same private room in which they’d met before. This
time she was dressed in prison clothing.

“You’re being released,” he said to her simply.

Harper’s heart leapt. She felt relief cascade over her like water on a hot summer’s
day.

But ever the reporter, she wanted to ask, “Why?” And she wanted to inquire, “What
about the questions about my source that you’ve been after me about? And what will the
grand jury and the prosecutors who’re investigating the leak, do now? What’s next for
me, also?”

For once, Harper held her peace. Biting her tongue, she said nothing. She was too
anxious to get out of confinement to risk angering Jack Thompson by something she
might say.

“Please tell my friend Tom that we did you no harm,” Jack Thompson asked.

“I will,” Harper answered.

The general cast her a last appraising glance, as if to say, “It’s interesting that Tom
sees something in you,” and left the room as hurriedly and as silently as he’d entered.

Harper was left to think briefly about his comment. “He seemed to be honestly
curious about my General and me,” she thought. “He doesn’t seem attracted to me
himself, but he can see why my General might be attracted to me, and he would like to
understand it better. Probably so that he’d have more insight into Tom.”

Then a matron entered the room to escort her back to her cell, and Harper lost her
train of thought completely.



CHAPTER 114

Harper was given her own clothes and driven to a landing field. There she was taken

into a small room and given a phone. It was a land line.
Soon the phone rang. She answered, “Harper Cole.”
It was the General.
“You’re out?” he asked.
”Yes,” she responded.
”1I’m glad.”
“Did you get me out?”

“I helped,” he said, noncommittally.

“Then thank you very much.”

“Are you okay? Were you treated decently?”

“Yes.”

“You met Jack Thompson?”

“Yes. Twice.”

“What did he say to you?”

“Not much,” Harper responded. “He seemed more interested in you.”

“l see. Did he say why you had been arrested?”

“No, but it seemed to be because he thought you cared about me.”

There was silence from the other end of the line. Then the general asked, “What did
you tell him?”

“l told him,” Harper said, “that it was none of his business.”

“| see,” the general said, chuckling under his breath.

“You’re very guarded,” Harper admonished him gently. “Is this line tapped?”

“No, it’s secure,” her General answered. Then he added, “But you’ve already
landed in jail for weeks because someone thinks | care about you.”

“What do you think of the situation now?” Harper asked.

“It’s not good, and it’s getting worse. 1’m afraid the bad guys abroad are going to
start taking advantage of our disarray.”

“| see,” Harper commented.

“And,” her General said with a slight hesitation that suggested he was being very
careful, “we in the military are under pressure to choose up political sides; we risk losing
focus on our professional duties.”

“That must disturb you,” Harper suggested.



“It does,” he responded, “greatly. | don’t know whether to continue to stand on the
sidelines and watch my colleagues in the military be drawn one by one into the political
conflict; or whether to get involved now and risk violating the regulations that prohibit us
from letting politics affect our duties.”

Her general paused, and Harper waited for him to continue.

“| tried to avoid making a choice between the two by letting you have some
information about what was going on,” the General explained. “You reported it well.

So the country knew that one of my colleagues had taken sides with one of the
Presidential contenders and was ordering attacks on the other. | hoped then that there
would be people who could get involved and stop this sort of thing.”

Again Harper’s general paused. Again she remained quiet, waiting for him to
continue.

“But it didn’t work,” the general continued. “No one did anything effective. But you
got caught and sent to jail, in Jack’s control. I didn’t intend that or want it to happen. To
get you out of Jack’s clutches, I had to get more involved than 1’d wanted to.”

When he paused yet again, Harper’s curiosity overcame her self-control and she
asked, “What did you do?”

“| called John Cox’s chief of staff,” her General said softly, “and I told him that if
John wanted to keep me from being very unfriendly to him, he had best see that you were
released. He knew that | was influential with the other commanders, and he acted
quickly.”

“So it worked?” Harper asked. “They took me hostage to make you get off the
fence and join their side, and it worked?”

Her general snorted. “Not completely. | didn’t join them,” he said, “I just promised
not to join the other guy.”

He paused, then added, “At least at this moment.”

Listening to him, Harper felt the reporter in her rising to the surface. “What are
you going to do now?” she asked him.

There was silence on the other end of the line.

“You were complaining about the situation just a few moments ago,” she reminded
him, “but you’re not a person who only complains,” Harper said, pushing him gently for
an answer, “You’re a person who acts.”

“Yes,” came her General’s noncommittal reply.

“What are you going to do about it?” she persisted.

“I hope to see you soon,” he said evasively; “then we might talk.”



CHAPTER 115

Harper was returned to New York via a military transport aircraft. That afternoon
she attended the staff meeting. Jamie greeted her on behalf of the whole organization,
and many of her colleagues seemed genuinely pleased to see her, not often the case with
anchors, who were notoriously self-centered and distant from what they saw as only a
supporting cast in the other newsroom people.

“I’m told,” Jamie said to the staff with Harper nodding in agreement, “that both
John and Sheila are canvassing the military to get support for using force. Armies are
assembling on both sides. Sheila has a garrison around Washington, and forces are being
assembled to regain Illinois for the blue. John is assembling forces in Virginia to
threaten Washington. Harper was held prisoner by the general commanding that activity
for John.”

Mirla blurted out: “This can’t be happening!”

Jamie nodded his head in apparent agreement, but when he spoke, he said exactly the
opposite. “None of us saw this coming.” He paused, adding, *...except Harper.”

Every head turned toward Harper; her colleagues in the news staff nodded in silent
agreement. Even Mirla joined reluctantly in the consensus in support of Jamie’s tribute
to Harper.

Harper didn’t feel triumphant — her mind was too busy trying to adjust for the week
she’d lost while in jail, and she was too upset by the dangers of the situation to the
country. She simply nodded silently in gratitude for her associates’ recognition.

Jamie resumed talking. “We could be in for the biggest mess any of us has ever
seen,” he said. “Harper has been right.”

At this point Harper felt it necessary to say something. “This is a story of a steadily
developing horror,” she observed softly. “Our country’s coming apart and some of us,
like me, are getting slammed by the debris that’s flying around. It may soon happen to
all of us.”



CHAPTER 119

The Chairman sat for a long while in silent thought after the Secretary departed. Then
he phoned Tom Demaris, who had become a confidant of his in the past twelve months.
Brad saw in Tom a bright, careful, competent officer with no hidden partisan political
agendas. He wished all the nine combatant commanders were more like Tom. Because
of Tom’s detachment from politics, Brad had chosen him as a person with whom to
discuss difficult situations, like that which had now arisen with respect to the nation’s
presidency.

“Tom,” the Chairman began, “how are you?”

“Fine, Brad, and you?”

“Fine. | have something to discuss with you.”

“Fire away,” Tom encouraged him.

“Friday afternoon | had a phone call from the Chief Justice of the Supreme Court,”
Brad said and then paused to let the message sink in.

Tom whistled softly. “That’s something!” he said.

“Yes, it was,” the Chairman agreed. “You can imagine that the topic was the
Presidential controversy. The Chief Justice complained that with two Presidents
everything is so confused that no one can effectively enforce the Court’s decision in
favor of John Cox as our only President. So he wants me — us, the military — to do it — to
make John the only President.”

“Wow!” Tom exclaimed.

“Then, today, | had an unexpected visit from the Secretary of Defense — the real, old
one, not one of the new appointees. He and I haven’t always been on the best of terms,”
the Chairman said.

“Yes, | know,” Tom commented.

“But he asked me to mediate a solution to the current impasse between the two
Presidents.”
“Very interesting,” Tom said.
“l presume that John Cox has been very active lately and is behind all this —
behind both these visits. Do you think so?” the Chairman asked.
“It would seem that way to me,” Tom replied.
“Good,” the Chairman said. “I thought you’d agree. 1’d like to discuss both of
these messages, if you’ve time.”
“I’ve time,” Tom said. “There’s nothing more important.”
“Enforcing a decision of the Supreme Court is an executive function,” the
Chairman began. “And President Cox has sworn to do so, calling on President Brinton to
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respect the decision and withdraw her claim to the Presidency. She has refused; so Cox
wants us to throw her out of Washington.”

“Yes,” Tom responded. “And Cox has gotten some of our guys to start trying to
do that for him.”

“You mean Jack Thompson and Chip Karas?” the Chairman asked.

“Yes, and Buzz Swanson,” Tom added.

“You have the same information | have,” Brad said. “And Don Phillips is helping
Sheila; and to a lesser degree so is Barry Stewart.”

“Yes, that’s what | hear as well,” Tom agreed.

“So Cox is sending emissaries to me to try to get me to either get our guys
together and throw Sheila out; or, if we won’t do that, to get us to broker a deal between
him and Sheila.”

“That sounds right to me,” agreed Tom again.

“So the question is, what do we do?”

“Yes, that’s the question.”

“l think,” said Tom. “that we have to act. If we wait any longer, the two
Presidents will line up most of our people on one side or the other, and we’ll lose the
ability to influence them. We’ll be picked apart; the military will get fragmented and
divided, and there will develop out of the conflict long-standing, deep animosities among
us, and who knows if we’ll be able to put it back together in the years that follow. 1’d say
our future is at stake.”

“Yes, | see it the same way,” Brad confided. “Let’s review the situation quickly.

We in the military are being asked to pull the politicians’ chestnuts out of the fire.”

“Yes,” Tom replied.

“l see no reason for us to do anything for the Secretary or any of the politicians,”
Brad responded. “If we do anything, it should be on behalf of the nation.”

“l agree,” said Tom quickly.

“The country needs a single President,” Brad said, “and some stability about the
future.”

“l agree,” Tom said again. “Have you thought about what course of action to take?”

“I’ve been thinking hard about it. | don’t think we can do what the Chief Justice
asks. The country is too divided for us to simply drive Sheila out. We can force her
away from Washington, but I’m not sure we can quiet the unrest that will follow. And
our guys who support her might just decided to stay with her and tell us to go to hell.
Then we’d have broken our unity by our own action.”

“Yes, | agree,” said Tom.

“So the Secretary makes sense when he suggests that we try to broker a deal. But,
if we’re to try to broker a deal between the two Presidents, we have to have all our guys
on our side, and we have to have a plan.”

“Exactly,” Tom agreed.

“And the two are connected,” continued the Chairman. “If we get our guys aboard
a plan we push forward, then they’ll support us.”

“Yes,” Tom added, “or if there are one or two holdouts among our guys, we can
isolate them and compel them to join us in the deal, even if only half-heartedly.”
“Yes, that’s important,” agreed the Chairman.



“So we’re going to go through a quick round of discussions with our guys to try to
get them all behind a plan.”
“Yes,” Tom agreed.
“So we need a plan.”
“Yes, but some of it will evolve out of our discussions.”
“l agree. But we have to start with something.”
“Yes, you’re right.”
“So what is it we start with?”
“I suspect,” Tom said with a twinkle of fun in his voice, “that you already have an
idea.”
“Do you want to hear it?” the Chairman asked. “Or would you rather put forward
some ideas first and have me pretend to build on them?”
“You’ve always been a sly fox, Brad,” Tom said. “I don’t mind being manipulated
by you.”
Both laughed.
“So tell me,” Tom asked, “what is your idea?”

13



CHAPTER 120

The Chairman convened a meeting of the other members of the joint chiefs of staff to
discuss the situation, and after than a meeting of the joint chiefs with the nine
commanders of the combatant commands. The meeting was held in Washington, and so
much was its significance recognized that planes flew in from all over the world bringing
the attendees.

The Chairman opened the meeting with a brief description of the unprecedented
situation in which the country found itself, with two Presidents wrangling with each
other, and opponents and rivals abroad becoming increasingly aggressive against
American interests and positions.

He did not mention what most concerned him: the people in the room were
beginning to choose opposite sides in the political conflict, so that the military was in
danger of fragmenting. He chose not to mention this because he didn’t want to discuss it
at the outset; he didn’t want to appear to be criticizing those who were already deeply
engaged in the political controversy and risk alienating them thereby; and he hoped that if
the group could discuss the situation without political partisanship — some defending
John Cox and others Sheila Brinton — then they might develop a consensus about an
approach.

Brad decided it might be helpful to give the group some historical background.
“Eleven years before the Civil War,” he began, “General Winfield Scott, head of the US
Army, told William Tecumseh Sherman, then a young soldier, that the nation was headed
toward a great civil war. Yet, despite knowing that, the military leadership did nothing
to avert it. Instead, as the politicians led the country into civil war, the generals simply
chose sides —for example, Sherman to the Union, Lee to the South. So the generals
prolonged the war, rather than averting it. It seems to me that this is a very bad
precedent. When political emotions run high, and politicians embody it, for us to stand
aside is to invite a conflict into which all will be drawn. To stay out of politics doesn’t
mean to pretend that a slide toward civil war isn’t happening, then to choose sides as it
comes;” Brad continued, “rather it means to stand above the fray, not favoring one side or
another, but to guide the nation away from self-destruction.”

Brad paused and looked around the room. He had the rapt attention of all in the
room.

“l have been asked, as representative of the military to try to bring about a resolution
of the political controversy,” Brad explained without saying by whom he’d been asked.

“I think it would be in our interest if we could play a constructive role. Do we agree on
that?”



Around the room heads shook in agreement. Brad watched four men in particular,
and saw each hesitate and look about to see what others were saying, before responding.
Brad thought he knew what they were thinking — that they wanted not a settlement, but
victory for one of the Presidential contenders -- Buzz Swanson, Chip Karas and Jack
Thompson were already in John Cox’s camp; Don Phillips was in Sheila Brinton’s.
When everyone else in the room quickly agreed with Brad that a resolution was needed,
implicitly one that both Presidents agreed to, then Buzz and Chip quickly nodded in
agreement as well. Don came along next. Jack Thompson, who was farthest committed
was the last to shake his head in agreement, apparently very reluctant to do so but
unwilling to take a position in opposition to others in the room.

As Jack nodded in agreement, Brad smiled inwardly with satisfaction. Although he
had presented this matter as only a threshold issue before getting to a more important
topic, it was in fact the most significant thing that would be accomplished this day. He
had to have cohesion in the ranks of the military’s top leadership — otherwise, he could
accomplish nothing with the politicians.

If he had cohesion, then the details of the political settlement that followed were
flexible. He had feared that he might have to go through a discussion of the details of a
potential political settlement before getting a show of support; instead he’d gotten it
immediately.

This told him that his timing had been almost perfect.

All the people in the room were aware that the commands had begun to split into
supporters of one President or the other, so they perceived the danger to the military as a
whole; were this not the case, if they hadn’t seen the danger to the military, they’d have
taken the position that the controversy was merely political, and they should stay out of
it. They would have wanted to do nothing.

But equally important, only four of the nine commanders of the combatant commands
had as yet chosen sides in the political conflict. Five had not. It was a bare majority; yet
when combined with the four members (including Brad himself) of the joint chiefs of
staff who were also in the room, the apparent weight of opinion was nine to four, so that
he had isolated the four commanders who had already chosen sides. Though there was
no formal process of majority rule, among peers a two to one majority carried a lot of
weight. In fact, it had carried the day, and Brad was delighted.

He took care not to show his elation, but moved quickly to the subject he had
positioned as the most important topic of the day.
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CHAPTER 121

“What is the best way to proceed?” Brad asked. “Should we bring the two Presidents
into a room and try to get them to work out a deal? Should we include Will Brinton and
Rick Cox, two ex-Presidents, in the hope that they will play a moderating role? Do we
allow the Presidents to have their chiefs of staff present; their top political advisors; the
chairmen of the two national parties? They may ask for all.”

“Or should we develop a plan and simply ask them to accept it?

And what would a plan be? Would it be that Sheila is President for six months; then
John is President for six months; and then another rotation, and two more rotations until
the four year term is served out and another election can be held? Or should we propose
another election immediately? Should we bring in outsiders — political leaders from
abroad, our allies, to help resolve the matter? For example, the English prime minister is
of the same general political orientation as Sheila, but is a personal friend of Rick and
John Cox; he might be helpful. And how important is practicality? For example, the
Brintons have the White House and Washington DC, but the Coxes have a majority in the
Congress and can more quickly complete a Cabinet and start governing. ” Brad had
already talked many of these issues out with Tom Demaris and Brad had convictions
about the right answers. But he wanted to see what the opinions of others were; and was
prepared to modify his own if better ideas emerged.

The discussion that ensued was long and ultimately fruitful. Its human dynamics
were exactly what Brad had hoped: silent and grumpy at first, Jack Thompson, Buzz
Swanson, Chip Karas and Don Phillips were ultimately drawn into the conversation,
making suggestions, and became part of the group consensus. Brad could almost see
them distancing themselves from their allegiances to the politicians. He was delighted.
A united military leadership left the conference, with a plan for resolving the political
crisis.



CHAPTER 122

The first step in the military’s intervention was a series of phone calls made by Brad
Keanley to the two Presidents. He introduced the topic by referring to the phone call
he’d received from the Chief Justice of the Supreme Court. “What can the military do to
help resolve the situation?” Brad asked.

Then he listened to both Presidents state their cases.

“The matter is simple,” John Cox told him. “The military should support the rule of
law by compelling the Brintons to honor the Supreme Court’s decision that | am
President.”

Brad gently disagreed. “That would be possible, Mr. President,” he said, “if the
Republicans hadn’t now gone to the well twice—using a Supreme Court decision to gain
the Presidency in 2000 and now trying to do the same eight years later.”

To himself Brad thought, “Had the Court been concerned with its reputation and that
of the rule of law, it would have stayed out of election politics. But it didn’t. Now like
humpty dumpty, the rule of law and the reputation of the Supreme Court is broken, and
we in the military can’t put it together again.”

John was upset by Brad’s negative answer. “What do you want me to do?” John
asked.

“1’d like you to send two emissaries to a meeting with representatives of Sheila
Brinton,” Brad said.

John thought for a few moments, then replied. “I’m not inclined to do that,” he said.
“I think that key military commanders do not agree with your interpretation of the
situation or your wish for a conference,” he said, challenging the Chairman.

“On the contrary, Mr. President,” Brad responded, “I think that you’ll find that all
nine commanders of the combatant commands are on the same page with me.”

The conversation ended soon after, and Brad waited for a return call from John
Cox, knowing what the President was doing.

John was on the phone to Jack Thompson; then to Buzz Swanson, and finally to
Chip Karas. What he learned staggered him. Brad was right, the military commanders
were all in line with Brad. John was furious at their backing off their allegiance to him,
but there was nothing he could do.

He phoned Brad immediately after his final conversation with the generals.

“l have considered your desire to convene a conference to discuss the situation,”
John began, “and in the interests of national unity, I’m prepared to agree.” He made no
mention of his phone calls to the generals.
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“That’s fine, Mr. President,” Brad said. “Senator Brinton,” — Brad was carefully
not styling her “President” so as not to offend John — “is sending her husband and her
chief of staff.”

There was a gasp from John Cox.



CHAPTER 123

For the first time John realized that not only was the Chairman serious in his intent to try
to bring about a resolution of the matter, but he knew how to go about it. John had been
planning to send two lower level aides to the conference, intending that nothing come of
it. But if Will Brinton and Lorraine Nylandar were attending for Sheila, it was obvious
who had to go for John.

“I’ll ask my brother the former President and my chief of staff, Art Havener, to
attend,” John said grudgingly.

“That will do nicely, Mr. President,” Brad said. *“We will meet tomorrow at Camp
David.”

Again there was a gasp from John’s end of the line. “Tomorrow!” he thought.
“He’s giving us no time to prepare.” But John said nothing. He was caught in the
spider’s web and it made no sense to struggle.

The conversation ended. An angry John Cox called Art Havener into his office, and
then phoned his brother Rick. Drop everything, he told them both, and get ready to go to
Camp David.
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CHAPTER 124

After finishing his conversation with John Cox, the Chairman phoned Sheila Brinton.

Sheila stated her case in the following terms, “What the military can best do is
recognize that a majority of the people of the United States voted for me to be President,
and | should hold the office. The military should support me in the office until the
Republicans concede the election.”

“That would be fine,” Brad responded, “except that the Constitution provides an
electoral college, and there the Supreme Court has ruled that Governor Cox won the
election.”

“It’s a bogus Court decision,” Sheila insisted.

“Perhaps, Ms. President,” Brad responded, “but that’s not for the military to decide.
All we want to do is settle the current crisis and resume defending the nation abroad. We
want to get back to fighting our foreign enemies.”

“Yes,” Sheila said in response, “commendable. But if it isn’t for the military to
decide whether or not a court decision is legitimate, what is for the military to decide?”
Sheila demanded.

“We would like to get your representatives together with those of Governor Cox
and try to work out a settlement,” Brad replied.

There was a long pause. “I’ll send some people,” Sheila said. “When and where?”

“Governor Cox is sending former President Rick Cox and the Governor’s chief of
staff, Art Havener,” Brad said.

Again a long pause. Sheila also understood the implications of sending people of
that stature. “I’ll send former President Brinton and my chief of staff, Lorraine
Nylandar,” she said reluctantly.

“That will be fine,” Brad said. “Thank you, Ms. President. The conference will
convene tomorrow after lunch at Camp David.”

“Tomorrow!” Sheila gasped.

“Is there any reason to delay?” asked Brad.

Again a long pause. “No, there is no reason to delay,” Sheila responded.

Brad hung up the phone receiver with a broad smile of satisfaction on his face. Tom
Demaris who was the other person in the room when the calls to the two Presidents were
made said, “Great job! They’ll all be there. Now we have to work something out.”



CHAPTER 125

Camp David was lovely with blossoms on an early spring morning.  In the main
room of the lodge were gathered Brad Keanley, Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff,
Tom Demaris, Commander of Transport Command, Will Brinton, Lorraine Nylandar,
Rick Cox and Art Havener. The group was two ex-Presidents and two top political
advisors; and the two generals who had brought it together. Outside the glare of
publicity, and with no temptation to posture for the public, the men were calm and polite
in their relations with each other.

Brad and Tom had discussed at length the previous evening the conduct of the
meeting. Food was always available; two different restrooms were always ready. There
were no land line phones in the vicinity; people would have to use cell phones which
were easily monitored. Teleconferencing facilities were available at a moments notice to
include Sheila Brinton and John Cox in the discussions, if needed.

The two generals had agreed not to open the conference with their proposal, but
rather to wait until the time was ripe to introduce it. They had cautioned each other to be
patient.

“So here’s our plan,” Tom said, beginning a recapitulation of their discussions about
the meeting. “Our purpose is an agreement,” Tom continued. “We’re not trying to show
that we’re the brightest people in the room — which we may not be — nor that we’re in
charge — which we also may not be.”

Brad nodded in agreement, a faint smile playing on his lips. More than Tom, he
distrusted politicians.

“We want to have a proposal if and when it’s needed,” Tom continued, “but it
shouldn’t be too detailed, and we shouldn’t be tied to any part of it. We should however
stick to its broad outlines until there’s something else to put in its place.  We want to be
able to make changes in what we propose so it seems that we are not locked in concrete,
and further that we are able to make decisions — to show that we don’t have to go back to
a committee to get approval for changes. When the others see that they’re dealing with
the people in charge, they’ll want to act the same way, or they’ll lose face. Ultimately
John and Sheila have to approve a deal, but if the guys who are here are trying to get
them to agree, in order to show that they are in charge, the chances of a deal are much
higher. *

Brad nodded in agreement.

“At the outset will stress the problems in the current situation, just as we did with the
military guys and you did in your phone conversations with John and Sheila,” Tom said.
“We’ll let them propose how to deal with the situation. Initially, they’ll set forward their
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formal positions, just like John and Sheila did on the phone. And we’ll let each side
shoot down the other’s position. That won’t take long. Then maybe they’ll look for a
real solution. If they get it, that’s fine. If they don’t, we’ll let them get into a muddle.
All this time we act as if we’re no more than conveners of a meeting, hoping for the
best.”

Again Brad nodded agreement.

“Then it gets more tricky,” Tom said. “We know Sheila doesn’t trust Will; and we
know John doesn’t trust Rick So we can anticipate that Will and Rick will both talk a lot
and have little influence. But we can use them to pressure Sheila and John, since they are
former presidents. In the end, Will will be on our side and will press Sheila; and Rick
will be on our side and press John. But it’s the political advisors who will actually speak
for Sheila and John. They are the key people here.”

“Yes,” Brad said. These insights were his, not Tom’s. Tom didn’t really understand
the interpersonal dynamics that caused Brad to formulate the plan he’d created. Tom’s
confusion now expressed itself in a question:

“Why don’t we insist that Sheila and John join us; and if they won’t come here, find
some place that they will go?”

“Because,” Brad explained patiently, “we don’t want to risk making them angrier
with each other than they now. They’re going to have to cooperate for the good of the
country, and if we bring them together in this kind of negotiation, they are likely to
dislike each other intensely. And if this effort fails, we need to try again, and we can’t
afford to have spit in the soup by making them mad at each other. As long as they
aren’t directly involved, we can keep making new proposals and try to bring them to
agreement. They can’t get furious at each other and stomp out of the negotiations if they
aren’t here.”



CHAPTER 126

The conference began in the afternoon and continued without pause for many
hours. It followed much the pattern that the two generals had anticipated. Speeches
about pre-determined positions were rejected by each side in turn; then the real
discussion started. The atmosphere between the two sides grew heavy with frustration.
Whenever someone wanted to leave, Tom inquired why. The real answer of course, was
to disrupt the conference, but no one would say that. So excuses were offered. In
response, Tom pointed out that bathrooms were immediately available, and food could be
brought in at any point. Further, they could phone Sheila or John from a corner of the
room. There was therefore, no reason to leave the room. At one point Will expressed
concern about his heart; but when Tom said that a cardiologist was waiting immediately
outside, Will recovered instantly.

After almost twenty hours of discussion, with dawn breaking, no viable proposals
had emerged from the two sides. Brad and Tom were disappointed, but not surprised.

Finally, came the moment they’d been waiting for, though they’d hoped it could be
avoided. Thoroughly angry at Rick and Art Havener, Will Brinton turned to the two
generals and said, “This is getting nowhere at all, and you guys aren’t saying a word. Do
you have any ideas of your own?”

Brad turned to face Rick “Yes,” he echoed, “do you have any ideas?”
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CHAPTER 127

Brad and Tom realized that the critical point in the discussions was imminent. The
two former Presidents were ready for a proposal from the military. But were the two
political advisors? It was for Tom to ask them, because the informal protocol of the
situation dictated that. Brad was on the level of the Presidents and he was on the level of
the political advisors.

Tom turned first to Art Havener, thought by Brad and himself to be the more likely to
be recalcitrant. “Do you want to hear from us?” he asked.

Aurt hesitated before he answered. He was conscious that W had already said yes,
and that put pressure on him to do the same. But he was John’s man, not W’s, and John
wouldn’t be unhappy if in defending John’s interests, Art failed to follow W’s lead.

“But what is the point of holding out?” Art thought. “If | say no, and the military backs
Sheila, we’re dead ducks. If I say yes, and I don’t like the proposal, | can always reject
it then.”

“Yes, | want to hear your ideas,” Art said.

Though by strict self-control they didn’t show it, both generals were elated. Tom
turned to Lorrie and asked the same question, but knew what the answer had to be.
Lorrie knew it too, and responded immediately, “Yes.”

“We propose...” Tom began. Brad and he had agreed that Tom should make the
proposal to allow Brad to modify it if necessary, since Brad was the more senior of the
two military officers. But the others in the room were so tired that they paid no attention
to such subtleties.

“...that the Presidency be allocated half to each President during the four years until
the next election. We suggest that John Cox serve for two years; and Sheila Brinton then
serve for two years. It will be as if a transition in the Presidency occurs after two years,
just as if there had been an election at that time. There will actually be another election
in 2012 at the regularly scheduled time. We propose that the two Presidents agree to this
and that the Joint Chiefs and the military combatant commands oversee the agreement
until the 2012 election and the transition in power that will occur as a result of the
election. If it is another tie — another disputed election — then we’ll decide what to do at
that time. Finally, we will all jointly ask the Congress to change the Goldwater-Nichols
Act to return full military command authority to the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs, in
order that the military can perform its obligations under this arrangement.”

The two ex-Presidents sat silent and thoughtful.



But Art Havener’s face had grown red as he listened; he was thinking, “This is
outrageous. Not only does John not get to be fully President — he loses half his term —
but when he is President, these guys will be looking over his shoulder to enforce some
agreement they want him to make. Not at all will I agree to this!” he told himself.

But before he could speak, Lorraine Nylandar burst out in anger, “Why shouldn’t
Sheila remain in the White House and let John take it after two years? She’s already in
residence and has been there for weeks. She has the reins of power in her hands. Why
should she relinquish them now?”
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As he listened to Lorrie’s outburst, Art felt his anger subsiding. There was
something in this proposal for John --- there must be, or Lorrie wouldn’t be freaking out
as he was. It would be a great advantage for John to get the White House and the
Presidency now. As for the future, he’d see about it when it came. By the time Lorrie
had finished talking Art was of a very different mind than before.

Tom Demaris was answering Lorrie’s objections. “President Brinton has to
relinquish the White House,” he explained, “because if she doesn’t, then President Cox’s
supporters will see this as a sell-out; he’ll appear to get nothing. He will have agreed to
Sheila keeping the Presidency for two years, and who knows if she’ll give it up then. It
isn’t a viable proposition from the Cox side for Sheila to retain the Presidency now.”

He didn’t add what he and Brad had discussed before the conference began, that the
only way the military could show that it really had the power was to cause the two
Presidents to do what the military wanted. “Sheila doesn’t want to leave the White
House; John doesn’t want to enter it under the condition that he’ll have to leave in two
years,” Tom had summarized for Brad earlier. “So that’s exactly what has to happen.
Nothing else will work. Everything else appears to have one side or the other surrender,
and the military will not be shown to really be able to enforce a deal.”

Lorrie looked away angrily. The two ex-Presidents were still silent, listening intently
to the exchanges going on.

When Lorrie was silent, Art spoke. “I think,” he said slowly, “that President John
Cox will accept this proposal.”

Lorrie turned to glare at him.

President Rick Cox then spoke slowly in his affected Texan drawl, “I also think my
brother will accept this proposal.”

Steeling themselves to show no emotion, the two generals were exultant. The deed
was done. The Brinton team would have to go along. If they didn’t, a combination of
the Coxes and the military would be too strong for them.

To save Lorrie face, Will Brinton recognized the inevitable first.

“1 think,” he said, “that President Sheila Brinton will agree to this proposal.”

There was no escape for Lorrie. Biting her lips in fury, Lorrie hissed, “I agree with
the former President.”

There were no celebrations among the attendees at the conference. The Cox team
and the Brinton team were both unhappy at the outcome. The military team was
delighted, but dared not show it.



Then came a treacherous moment which neither General had known how to
navigate.
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The two Generals looked at each other, uncertain on how to proceed. Should the
two Presidents to be briefed by their own teams about the proposed deal, or was it better
done some other way?

Looking at the angry face of Lorraine Nylandar, Tom made an instant decision for
the military side. “Let’s now teleconference the two Presidents in and let Brad explain
what has happened here and the proposal to which we’ve all agreed.”

Lorrie made a last attempt to sabotage the arrangement. “It’s too late to bring them
in,” she said. “They’ll be in bed. For God’s sake, it’s four in the morning.”

“| think,” Tom insisted, “that they’ll be waiting.”

The two ex-Presidents nodded in silent agreement.

The two were quickly brought into the room in a television hookup. Each could see
the six men in the room and the other on another TV screen. They eyed each other
warily and angrily.

Brad summarized the day’s conference for them.

“We’ve had almost fourteen hours of discussion,” he said. “None of us has left this small
suite of rooms, and we’ve been at our assignment all night. We began with a discussion
of the difficulty that faces our nation because of the controversy over the election
outcome and the existence of two Presidents. Then we turned to possible resolutions of
the crisis. The teams representing each President put forth numerous proposals. None
were acceptable to the other. The discussion went on for many hours. We on the
military team listened. Finally, the two teams asked us for a proposal. The four
members of the two Presidential teams joined in that request.”

As Brad said this, he and Tom noticed surprise on the faces of both Presidents.
“Probably,” thought Tom, “neither President had wanted this conference to end in an
agreement.”

“So we put forward a simply proposal on behalf of the military, and both sides here
have accepted it. We hope that you will agree that it is a feasible resolution of the
current political crisis made in the best interests of the American people.”

Tom was almost at the point of laughter as he caught glances of anger directed by
Sheila at Lorrie, and John at Art. “Probably,” Tom thought, “Lorrie and Art had each
been sent to prevent an agreement, and both had failed.” The discomfiture of the two
men, who were squirming under the angry glances of their bosses, delighted him.

Brad summarized the proposal. Neither President greeted it with any pleasure. Both
were clearly disappointed and upset. But as they saw each other’s reaction, they each
realized that what was so angrily received by a rival, must have something for them.



Brad now had a very delicate final step to take. He wanted to get the agreement of
the two Presidents immediately, not to allow them to take the proposal and study it. So
he said the following, “I have told you that both teams and all the representatives of the
two Presidents here have agreed to this proposal. | now want each one to say that he is in
agreement, and ask that each President confirm that he and she approve it. It is my
intention to present the agreement to the American people at a news conference in
Washington tomorrow morning.”

As he said these things, Brad saw the eyes of both Presidents widen with additional
surprise. They were being put on the spot — something to which neither was accustomed.
It angered them both — and again they marked each other’s reaction — the same as his and
her own.

Brad went first to Art Havener, who was closest to John Cox. “Do you agree to the
proposal?” Brad asked him.

Try as he might, Art could not bring himself to reverse course in the face of the two
military men. “Yes,” he said, casting his eyes downward so that they didn’t have to meet
those of John Cox.

Brad then asked the same question of Lorraine Nylandar, who was even more
embarrassed to admit her agreement, and did so with such writhing body language that
Tom almost laughed aloud.

Brad then turned to Rick; and then to Will Brinton, both of whom stated their
agreement firmly and without embarrassment.

“Which President is he going to ask first?” Tom asked himself. The two generals
were now beyond the scope of their pre-conference planning.

Brad again surprised Tom. He didn’t ask either President to go first, but addressed
them simultaneously. “Do you both agree that your representatives have acted properly
in agreeing to this proposal, and that you will support it?” Brad asked.

Each President fully understood the situation. If one said yes, and the other no, the
one who said no was going to face the combined opposition of the other and the military,
and so could not prevail. They could both say no, and the stalemate would continue.
Both might prefer that, but there was no time for them to plot such a course together.
They were being compelled to answer now, without advice or opportunity to collude.
There was but one possible response.

Simultaneously, looking at each other with bitterness, President John Cox and Sheila
Brinton said, “Yes, | will.”

‘It’s like a marriage!” Tom thought triumphantly.

“It’s been a long day and night,” Brad was saying. “Let’s all get some sleep. 1’d
like the two ex-Presidents to accompany me at the news conference tomorrow morning at
the State Department auditorium in Foggy Bottom.”

Then he added facing the TV screens, “Good night, President Cox and President
Brinton.”
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Mirla heard a rumor that something big was going on in Washington. Then it was
said that talks were underway between the camps of the two Presidents. The auspices
under which the talks were occurring was a mystery. Some people speculated that the
Brinton group was looking for a way to concede without losing face; some people
speculated exactly the opposite; and some talked about a compromise of some sort,
including especially the possibility of a new election.

Hearing these things, Harper worried that if there were talks underway, and they failed,
then the conflict might worsen and her family be split apart in the violence. She was
also fearful that she might again become a pawn in the power struggle for the Presidency.

Sarah had an informer who was in the Brinton White House. She told Sarah that the
military was involved, and mentioned specifically the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of
Staff. When Sarah mentioned this in the staff meeting, Jamie asked Harper to find out
what she can about the Chief.

When the meeting had ended and Harper could find a place that she wouldn’t be
overheard, she phoned her General.

“How are you?” he asked when he heard her voice.

“Better now that I’m talking to you,” she answered.

“Thank you. | feel better to be talking with you,” he said. He paused then asked,
“Will I get to see you soon?”

“I’d like that,” she said, without suggesting a time or date, since her schedule was so
uncertain. But she wanted badly to see him.

“What can | do for you?” he asked.

“We’ve heard that the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff is trying to arrange a
settlement of the Presidential political controversy,” she told Tom Demaris.

He said nothing.

“Can you tell me about the Chairman?” Harper asked. “Do you know him?”

“Yes,” Tom answered.

“So, what’s he like?” she asked again.

“He’s a very good man; an excellent leader.”

“Is he like you?” Harper asked.

“He’s a different type of military man than | am,” Tom told her. “He’s not the
studious technocrat so common in the higher echelons of the military in these times,
which is what | think 1 am. Instead Brad’s a throw back to the battlefield commanders of
the past. He’s charismatic, even flamboyant, but very clever and astute in terms of
human relationships. He likes to live life fully. When he was a young Marine, on his



first voyage into the Mediterranean, he sent his whole first month’s check home to his
mother. Then he arrived at Marseilles. The women were so lovely he thought he’d gone
to heaven. Immediately he telegraphed his mother and asked for his money back.”

“So he likes women,” Harper said.

“Yes.”

“Anything else about him?”

“He seems a peculiar person, hard to interpret; but once you catch on, his actions
can be understood -- some you just ignore, others you take very seriously,” Tom
explained. “He’s a soldier, and he conducts his personal life as if it were a military
campaign — he has a strategy and he fills his days with diversions so that others won’t
guess his real purposes. Surprise is always his intent; and success in his objective is his
prize.”

“Is he involved in something big about the political situation?” Harper asked.

Tom hesitated and then answered, “Yes.”

“Are you involved too?” Harper asked cautiously.

Tom hesitated longer, then replied, “Yes.”

“Are you going to tell me about it?” Harper said.
“Not quite yet,” Tom answered.

“When?” she asked.

“Soon,” he said. “We’re going to tell the world!”
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After Tom Demaris’s conversation with Harper ended, he discussed with Brad the
forthcoming news conference and its media coverage. “We need to get a favorable
reception if we can,” Tom told him. “If the media present us as caudillos or potential
dictators, we’re going to have big problems.”

Brad nodded his head in agreement. “I’ve been too busy trying to put this thing
together to think about selling it,” he acknowledged.

“So have I,” Tom agreed.

“Do you have a plan?” Brad asked.

“l had a plan made up by our public relations staff,” Tom said, “and it’s okay so far as
it goes. But it’s too impersonal. We need to contact some of the top people.”

“You mean some of the network heads?” Brad asked. “Or the people who run the
conglomerates that own the networks?”

“Neither,” Tom said. “They’re all too political. | want a leader in the field who’s not
too much attached to either political party or candidate.”

“Is there anyone like that?” Brad asked.

“I think there’s one person,” Tom answered. “The guy who is news director at one of
the networks; they were the people who broke the story that Sheila had moved into the
White House, and they did it with neutrality and objectivity — they didn’t say this is
wonderful, or this is awful. They said: this is what happened. | think we ought to get
him down here for sure for the news conference when we announce this.”

Brad nodded his head up and down. “Do it,” he said.



CHAPTER 132

A few minutes later Jamie’s phone rang.
“It’s some major general calling you,” said his assistant, her voice trembling a little.

“Do you know what his name is?”” Jamie asked.

“It’s Demarit, or Demaree or something.”

“Try to get the name right,” Jamie said, “didn’t your mother ever tell you that?”

“Go to hell,” his assistant laughed, and put the general through.

“Hello,” Jamie said,

“This is Tom Demaris,” the general said. Jamie was instantly alert. The man hadn’t
used his title. This was likely to be interesting.

“Hello, Tom,” Jamie responded.

“Is this Jamie Sawyer?”

“Yes.”

“You’re news director for American News Network?”

“Yes.”

“Tomorrow morning in Washington the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff will be
holding a news conference. 1’m working with him. We would like you to be there, if
you can.”

Jamie was startled. He’d never had an invitation like this.

“Can you tell me what the topic is of the news conference?”

“It’s the current political turmoil in the country,” Tom replied.

“Can you tell me what will be said at the conference?” Jamie asked.

“No; not now.”

“Is there a reason you’re calling me?”

“We like your network’s reporting on the election stalemate. We think it’s balanced
and objective.”

“That’s what we’re trying to do.”

“It shows.”

“If | come, is there anything special for me?”

“I’ll see that you get some time alone with the Chief after the news conference.”

“On the record?”

“Yes.”

“I’ll be there.”

“Do you need to know where it is?”

“l think we’d already assigned one of our anchors, Harper Cole, to cover the press
conference.”
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“Yes, | know her,” Tom replied.

There was a note of familiarity in his voice that surprised Jamie. But he said nothing
other than, “I’ll be there tomorrow.”

“Good,” said the general. “Thank you.”



CHAPTER 133

When the general hung up, Jamie called his assistant. “Can you find Harper?” he
asked.
“She’s en route to Washington,” his assistant replied.
“Try her cell.”
“l will.”
Harper answered the phone.
“Harper?”
“Yes, Jamie.”
“Do you know a General Demaris, Tom Demaris?”
Harper was instantly fully alert.
“Yes,” she said, noncommittally.
Jamie caught the shift of tone in her voice and instantly wondered, “What is going on
between these two? How do they know each other?”
On his note pad he scribbled, “Check on Demaris.”
“He just phoned me and asked me to come to the news conference tomorrow in

Washington.”
“Then you should go,” Harper said.
“l agree that | should. I’ll take the first flight down tomorrow morning and have a

local reporter meet me and race me to the news conference.
“Good,” Harper said. Then she asked, “Did Demaris say why he called you?”
“He said he was impressed by the quality of our reporting.”
“Did he say he was impressed by the quality of our reporters?” Harper asked.
Behind her tone of flippancy Jamie detected both a coquettishness and some concern.
“No,” Jamie replied, “he didn’t. But I’m sure he was.”
“Thanks,” Harper said. “I’m about to enter a tunnel. Can we talk later?”
“I’ll see you in Washington tomorrow,” Jamie said quickly as the phone went dead.
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On the flight to Washington, Sarah and Harper sat together and conversed softly so
that others couldn’t overhear them.
“l don’t know,” Harper told Sarah, “I like them both so much! I can’t make up my
mind. And now, they are talking to each other!”
“What?”” Sarah asked astonished. “What do you mean, ‘Talking to each other’?”
“Well, my General phoned Jamie this afternoon. That’s what Jamie called me about
while we were coming to the airport.”
“How did your general know about Jamie?” Sarah asked.
“1 guess | might have told him,” Harper said in a childish voice.
“Why would you have done that?”” Sarah demanded.
“Well, | was probably telling him about the network.”
“Oh,” Sarah said, “I see. That’s understandable.”
“But why did your general call Jamie?”
“To invite him to the news conference tomorrow. And so Jamie’s going to come
tomorrow morning early.”
“Well, that’s talking to each other, but it’s not really talking,” Sarah suggested, “it’s
only business.”
“Yes, but Jamie suspects something between my General and me,” Harper said. “I
could hear it in his voice.”
“You’re a beautiful woman,” Sarah said, “he must expect that men follow you.”
“l suppose so,” said Harper.
“And a little jealousy is a good thing,” Sarah said. “It will help him realize he has
to move a bit faster if he wants to have a chance with you.”
“We’ll see,” responded Harper. “But | sometimes think both of them are too busy
to have time for me.”



CHAPTER 135

Jamie was picked up at the Washington airport the following morning by Luis
Echivera, a reporter from a local affiliate of the network. They hurried toward the 14"
Street bridge, but long before they reached it they found a long line of cars in the right
turn lane which became the entry to the bridge.

“We’ll miss the start of the news conference,” Jamie complained.

“We’ve got time,” Luis said, “if we go via the next bridge.”

But it also was choked with traffic.

“There’s a final chance,” Luis said. “We can take the Key Bridge into Georgetown
and go back down into Foggy Bottom. It’s longer, but it may be faster, and the press
conference may be delayed — most are.”

“Fine,” Jamie said, “let’s go.”

Jamie had been looking out the car windows over the Potomac toward central
Washington, past the Lincoln and Washington memorials to where he knew the White
House was located, though he couldn’t see it.

But he realized that Luis was looking not north toward Washington’s center but
west, the direction the car was going. Turning his gaze in that direction, Jamie was
startled to see columns of smoke rising from Georgetown and Rock Creek Park. He
began to notice thumps over the noise of the traffic. Fiery blasts pointed the sky ahead.

“My God,” he said to Luis, “it’s like a war zone.”

“l think it may be one,” Luis said.

“Should we turn back and try the 14" Street bridge?”

“We can’t; I’ve been looking for a way to do that, but all the rotaries are blocked by
troops. They’re letting us go this way, but I don’t know why.”

Jamie shrugged. “Then we keep going. But what’s going on ahead?”

“It seems impossible, but there are Virginia National Guard troops and US Army
troops on this side of the river and in Georgetown, but they are blocked at Rock Creek
Park by other Army troops and by District of Columbia police. The Virginia and Army
troops in Georgetown are loyal to John; the DC police and Army troops there are loyal to
Sheila.

“It’s been a confrontation for three days, but there have been check points and people
could go back and forth. It’s been peaceful and more like keeping order than anything
else. It’s spring and people are relaxed. But it looks different ahead now.”

The car was now moving at only a crawl in the midst of traffic. People in other cars
were pulling off over the curb onto the grass of the park and stopping, leaving their cars
to stand looking at the smoke rising from across the river.
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“It looks dangerous ahead,” Luis observed. “Other people are stopping. Maybe I
should pull over too0?”
“We want to keep going,” Jamie told him. “Maybe the traffic’s going to ease up if
people keep parking their cars.”
But the car hardly moved.



CHAPTER 136

A few hours earlier, General Tom Demaris had stood beside General Keanley at his
quarters as the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs put on his hat, something he rarely did in
these days of bare-headed fashion, and with a determined look on his face set out for the
office of the Joint Chiefs in the Pentagon. The Chief’s two aides, seeing him emerge
from his quarters with his hat on were startled and snapped to even more rigid attention
than usual. Tom nodded at them to indicate that he understood the significance of the
Chief’s gesture. He only wore a hat in battle zones. The Chief was ready for battle.

After a brief meeting to finalize preparations, the Chief and Tom were driven to
the State Department in Washington. Their cavalcade caused the traffic jam that caused
Jamie and Luis to detour through Georgetown.

The Chairman phoned Jack Thompson and instructed him to pull his troops out of
Washington. Jack resisted. He praised the Tampa boys for their continuing support of
John Cox.

“So John has been talking to Jack,” the Chairman thought, “and Jack isn’t so sure
he’s with us any more.”

“l think,” said the Chairman, “that should your forces remain in Washington, then
there may be a problem with their supply, since all transportation and ammunition will be
terminated for them.”

Tom Demaris nodded his head in agreement. He could hear only the Chairman’s
side of the conversation, but he understood its meaning.

“If it’s necessary,” the Chairman continued, troops from Southern and European
Commands who are now coming to Washington to enforce order will surround your
forces and also seize your headquarters in Norfolk. You might want to head for a safer
situation if you want to be sure that you are not arrested yourself.”

There was a long pause from Jack’s end of the line. Then he said, “So we’re at that
point, are we?”

“Yes, Jack, we are,” said the Chairman. “We’ve been friends many years. This job
I have is likely to be yours someday. Don’t undermine it now.”

Jack softened. Then he said, “I’ve heard rumors that the politicians are settling. That
you’ve made it happen. What is it?”

“Jack, you were informed fully of what we intended to do.”

“l guess | wasn’t sure you could pull it off.”

“We did.”

“So give me the details.”

“I’ll tell you when you’ve pulled your troops out,” the Chairman said. “The broad
outlines will be made public in an hour at a news conference I’m holding.”

There was silence from Jack.
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The Chairman then presumed Jack would comply with the Chairman’s instruction
and gave him orders to pull back his troops in Washington now.
“Then call me back” the Chairman said.
“l don’t take orders from you,” protested Jack.
“Not in the past,” the Chairman responded. “You do now. We’re going back to the
old way.”
“By whose authority?” Jack demanded
“It will be by Act of Congress,” the Chairman explained.
“Those guys, they can’t even assemble a quorum.”
“They will by the weekend.”
“What’s changing so much?”
“It’s our show now,” the Chairman asserted. *“You know the framework. We
discussed it last week.”
“That’s the show?”
“Essentially.”
“Is Don in?” Jack asked.
“Yes, but not real happily.
“Even less happily than me?”
“Yes.”
Both laughed.
Jack’s voice was again serious. “The Tampa boys — are they in?”
“Both.”
“Why hadn’t they told me?”
“I’d ordered them to let me call you.”
“Ordered?”
“We’re not just discussing any more, Jack. This is the big thing.”
There was a long pause. Then Jack responded, “Yes, Sir. I guess I’m with you.”
“It’s better that way,” the Chairman answered. “Now pull off your troops.”
Jack hung up and issued the order.
Then Jack called back. “I’ve done it.”
“Good,” the Chairman said.
“You didn’t even give me a cease-fire,” Jack complained. “I pulled my guys out
under fire.”
“Not much fire,” the Chief responded.
“No,” Jack laughed, “not much fire. Just small arms and some mortars.”
“The police don’t have much more.”



Jack laughed. “If I’d let my fellows push ahead, they’d have been to the State
Department by now.”

It was the Chief’s turn to laugh. “I’m sure they would have been, Jack. You always
have been a stickler for training and performance.”

“That’s what it’s about, Chief.”

“Yes, it is.”

“So what’s next?”

“Are all your people gone?”

“Their all pulling back as fast as they can; and they’ll be gone in a few hours.” Jack
paused. “Unless, they get attacked with more than small arms.” There was a hint of
suspicion in his voice.

“That’s not likely,” the Chief assured him.

“But, the Virginia guard units didn’t come with me; they are not under my direct
command you know. They belong to Dick Anderson at Northern Command.”

“l know. Dick has ordered them back, but some of them aren’t obeying.”

“That’s what we get when the command gets confused.”
“l agree, Jack.”
“And 1I’m told there are civilians running around with automatic weapons.”
“Yes, we hear that too.”
“Don’t you want my troops to keep order?”
“We may need them for that at some point, yes.”
“Whenever you tell me.”
“| appreciate it, Jack.”
“What happens next?”
“I keep trying to put humpty-dumpty back together.”
“I’ll help if I can.”
“You’ve already been a big help.”
“Okay.”
“Jack, you’ll get a phone call from me in about two hours.”
“I’ll be here for it.”
“Thanks.”
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Luis had been two hours covering the five miles from the airport, but his car was now
on the exit ramp from the Parkway onto the Key Bridge. Across the bridge from
Georgetown they saw Army troops in full battle uniform marching across the bridge
toward them. They moved slowly in little traffic --- “I guess everyone else was afraid to
come this way,” Luis said to Jamie softly, crossing the bridge. On the District side of the
river they were surprised to see mechanized units including several medium tanks driving
out of the city along the river road.

“They’re pulling back,” Luis said with surprise.
“Looks so,” Jamie agreed.
“Makes no sense,” Luis said, turning his head rapidly from side to side.
A military policeman standing at the intersection of the bridge with M Street motioned
them forward.
“Pull up by him,” Jamie instructed.
Luis did so.
“What’s going on?” Jamie asked, leaning out the window.
“The Army is pulling out,” said the MP. “Orders arrived about an hour ago.
“What’s ahead?” Jamie asked.

“Not good, | suspect. Virginia guard units are arguing with the Army, trying to
persuade them to stay. There are lots of armed civilians who are siding with the Guard
units.”

“Aren’t the guard units under the Army’s command?”

“l don’t know,” the MP said. “Ask them. Now move on.”

Luis turned the car onto M Street in the direction of downtown Washington and moved
slowly along a street almost deserted except for Army units marching the other way.

Luis and Jamie stared down the broad avenue ahead, lined by expensive shops, bars
and restaurants, and ending at the Four Seasons Hotel that bordered the traffic
interchange at Rock Creek as it began to tumble into the Potomac. They saw the last
ranks of soldiers marching out of the area; behind them ran men in civilian clothes
carrying guns; smoke billowed in the distance and when Luis rolled down his window,
firing could be heard.

“What the hell is going on?” Luis asked.

“Looks like fighting,” Jamie said. “I don’t think we should try to get through here.”

“l can turn up Wisconsin Avenue,” Luis suggested, and run north parallel to the
District line.”

“Is there somewhere we can turn toward the District?”

“Yes, there are several streets that run into the District.”

“Let’sdoit.”
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As they made their way slowly up Wisconsin, where normally there were jostling
crowds of shoppers and children and men in suits rushing to meetings, there were now
rear elements of the Army pulling west amid jeering crowds of national guard and armed
civilians. Many of the armed civilians were wearing red armbands.

“What are those?” Jamie asked.

“You haven’t seen those yet in New York?” Luis asked. “Probably you won’t. New
York is a blue city. Those red armbands signal that the wearers are supporters of John
Cox. When we get into the central part of the District, we’ll see people wearing blue
armbands. That’s how you tell the two sides from each other.”

“But the soldiers aren’t wearing armbands,” Jamie objected.

“I noticed that too,” Luis replied. “I think that the soldiers can recognize each other by
their unit insignia.”

“But they couldn’t,” observed Jamie, “if they were in combat against other Army
personnel. Their uniforms would get too dirty an the visibility wouldn’t be good enough
to recognize different insignia fast enough. Since they all wear the same uniforms,
they’d have to have armbands or something.”

Luis nodded in agreement.

“So the army is not fighting the army yet,” concluded Jamie. “That’s good. And we
should be able to get through to the press conference.”

At this moment, several young men wearing red armbands grabbed a jeep from its
Army driver, and piling into it, turned around and headed east. Soldiers level rifles at
the men, but a lieutenant ordered them not to fire. Instead, they turned and walked west.

Jamie sensed an opportunity. “Follow the jeep,” he told Luis. “There’s a chance
they’ll go into the District by a way that isn’t blocked.”

“There’s only one back way into the District,” Luis explained.

“It may be less guarded, and | have a hunch that’s where those guys are going.”

“Maybe we should turn back,” Luis argued. “This is a full-scale war.”

“Not full scale at all,” Jamie countered. “There is no large scale weaponry, and the
Army is pulling back.”

‘But those guys ahead of us are looking for a fight,” Luis insisted.

“l don’t think so,” Jamie said. “They’re looking for excitement but not to get shot at.”

The Jeep was making its way over cobblestone pavement bouncing roughly, and so
discomforting its occupants that they slowed to a crawl. Luis had no trouble keeping up,
but he hung about twenty years behind.

The street was narrow, and lined with multi-story town houses. Neither Luis nor
Jamie could see above the roofline. But into the blue sky ahead there rose pillars of
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smoke, and as they neared Rock Creek gusts of acrid air full of ash and cinders came
toward them. They lost sight of the jeep ahead. With windows up to conserve fresh air,
they moved slowly forward.

“l don’t want to go further,” Luis said suddenly, stopping the car.

“Don’t stop here,” Jamie urged him intensely. He’d caught sight of movement at an
intersection just ahead. Suddenly they were surrounded by a mob of civilian men
carrying guns and stones and flaming torches. Luis tried to swerve to the left, out of the
path of the mob, but was forced to stop by a press of bodies.

Jamie was looking out the front window when there was a loud crash at the
window at his side and he felt a massive blow to the right side of his head. It was
followed immediately by a sharp slice to his throat; then by gushing red that covered his
shirt and coat. His eyes spun, he twisted left toward Luis and lost consciousness.



CHAPTER 140

The auditorium at the State Department was over-full of cameras and reporters. In
the audience were Harper, Sarah and Mirla. Mirla and Harper were now on speaking
terms; their rivalry had largely fizzled out. Harper had been right about the danger in
which the country found itself, and Mirla now acknowledged it.  Mirla had a new
boyfriend whom she thought much superior to Jamie, and she’d happily left him to
Harper. The three women kept expecting Jamie to appear, but he didn’t.

Very soon after the appointed hour, the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs entered the room
in full uniform, striding, erect, and charismatic — the absolute image of a military
strongman. It was the first time the three women had seen him, and they were stunned.

“My God,” exclaimed Mirla.

“Wow!” said Sarah,.

“We’ve got to get him on camera immediately!” Harper burst out in a loud
whisper. “He’s unbelievable,” Harper continued, “look at that presence.”

But after a quick, admiring glance, Harper had turned her attention to the man at
General Keanley’s side for she recognized him with surprise. It was Tom Demaris.

Sarah noticed that Harper was looking not at General Keanley but at the other
General. Sarah looked from Harper’s face to the general and back, and then again.
Harper must know the man, Sarah thought, and then she realized that this was likely
Harper’s general. She stared at him with admiration. Then she turned to Harper and
whispered in her ear over the loud noise of the crowd.’

“Who is the man beside General Keanley? He’s the most handsome man I’ve
ever seen.”

Harper turned a startled glance to Sarah and catching a gleam in her eye smiled
and said, “Thanks, Sarah. That’s General Demaris.”

“He is gorgeous,” Sarah gushed. “No wonder you’re infatuated with him.”

Harper now pulled back and her eyes partially closed. “I don’t think I’m infat....”
she began.

But General Keanley at the podium was now tapping on the microphone, and the
clamor in the auditorium was swiftly turning to a hush.

“Ladies and Gentlemen,” came the deep voice in measured cadences from the
podium. “I am General Bradford Keanley, Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff of the
United States. | have a short statement to make. When I have finished, you will each be
furnished a copy, and General Thomas Demaris, who is at my right, will respond to your
questions.
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“Yesterday the two contending presidential candidates, Sheila Rodham Brinton and
John Cox agreed to end the current political stalemate in the following fashion. Mr. Cox
will assume the Presidency from the White House tomorrow morning.”

There was a loud collective gasp from the crowd of reporters and a buzz of
conversation began. Some fled from the hall, including Mirla, who was rushing for the
corridor outside from which she could call in the story via her cell phone. “Flash, top
priority,” she yelled into the phone, “John Cox becomes President tomorrow morning.
Military has intervened to depose President Sheila Brinton.”

But as she finished she realized that only a few other reporters were with her in the
corridor, and that some were already headed back into the auditorium from which a
deafening silence was emanating. She heard a single voice from the distance and realized
that General Keanley was still speaking.

“Roughly two years from tomorrow, Sheila Brinton will assume the Presidency.
President John Cox will leave the White House and President Brinton will assume office.
President John Cox will become a former President, as his term will have expired.
President Brinton will serve through the presidential election of November 2012. She
will relinquish the office of President to her successor elected in the election of 2012.
Both John Cox and Sheila Brinton are eligible to run for the Presidency in 2012.

“Presidents John Cox and Sheila Brinton have each agreed to this resolution of the
current dispute; and both the Republican and Democratic Parties have agreed. The
Congress will meet next week to draft legislation implementing the agreement.

“That is all.”



CHAPTER 141

General Keanley turned and strode from the room. General Demaris moved to the
podium in his stead.

The auditorium, which had been silent through the General’s announcement since the
first excitement now burst into pandemonium. There was such a crush at the doors that
many reporters were injured, and there was danger of some being trampled to death.
Mirla had been forced to listen from a doorway, since she’d been unable to push her way
back into the auditorium, but she was now in a cab and on her way to the local affiliate of
the American News Network ahead of any other reporter. Within minutes she was on
camera scooping Harper and the other networks. The rivalry between Mirla and Harper
hadn’t entirely ended.

Harper had seen her leave earlier and knew that she’d be on camera by now. That
was fine with Harper. Harper remained in the auditorium through a long period of
questioning directed at Tom Demaris

When he left the auditorium, the Chief went down the corridor to an office which had
been obtained for him. At his instructions an aide placed a call to Jack Thompson.

“Jack?”
“Yes.”
“Brad.”
“l saw you on TV.”
Laughs. “How did I do?”
“I thought you looked great.”
“So tomorrow morning your guy...”
“You mean John Cox?”
“Yes; John flies into Washington and takes over at the White House.”
There’s a silence from Jack’s end of the line.
“So this is real You mean it?”
“If I tell it to you, I mean it. It’s what we all discussed last week.”
“Yes, of course. What happens to Sheila?”
“She packs up and leaves.”
“And she has agreed?”
“Yes, and so has Will.”
“Then Sheila moves back in after two years?”
“Yes.”
“Why didn’t you tell that to me an hour ago?”
“Because this isn’t a debating society. We are following orders again, whether or
not we agree with the outcome.”
“Yes, that’s right. | understand and | agree.”
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“Excellent, Jack.”



CHAPTER 142

In the auditorium the questioning of General Demaris was winding down.

“He’s handled it quite well,” Harper thought. She didn’t ask a question and so
drew no attention to herself, but as the crowd thinned out, she thought that he saw her in
the room.

The reporters remaining were a distinct minority of the mob that had been there
earlier, and questions were becoming repetitious, so General Demaris brought the press
conference to an end. Harper joined in the polite applause. But she noted with surprise
that though her General left the podium, he did not leave the room. He hovered instead
near the exit.

She realized in surprise that he was waiting for her to come to him.

Harper hurried across the room to his side. He smiled at her and leaned forward to
give her a peck on the cheek. She blushed, but didn’t pull away. “It is very good to see
you,” he said quietly smiling gently at her.

“And to see you,” she responded.

“1’d like to join you for dinner...” he began.

But from his tone she got the message. “...but you are going to be to busy,” she
finished his sentence for him.

He nodded, “Yes.”

“l understand,” she said, and she did. He was going to be helping General Keanley
run the United States.

General Demaris took her hand in his and squeezed it. “Your brother will be helping
me,” he told her. Then he turned and quickly stepped out of the room, just as a pack of
reporters, who had just noticed that he’d not left the room earlier but stayed to talk with
one of their number, Harper, came racing over to him.

Harper was spun around by the reporters racing past her hot on the trail of the
General. She smiled to herself with amusement.

“He’ll hate the fish-bowl,” she told herself.

But then she had a disquieting thought, and a frown replaced the smile on her
face. “Maybe he’s no longer my General,” she told herself. “Now he belongs to my
country.”

As Harper slowly left the auditorium, Sarah suddenly came back into the big room

from the corridor. Harper noticed that she had a very concerned expression.
“What is it?”” Harper asked.
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“Harp, I’m so sorry. Jamie didn’t get here. There’s word that he and the local
reporter got caught in fighting in the streets while they were driving in from the airport
and that Jamie is injured.”

“My God,” Harper thought, “will I lose two men in the same day?”

“How is he?” Harper demanded.

“Bad, we think,” Sarah responded. “They’re taking him to a hospital. It will be a
while before we can see him, but then we’ll go over..”

Harper was very upset. Her concern for Jamie now pushed past the strain of seeing
Tom Demaris in his new role.

“We’ve got to get to the local station,” Sarah told her. “Mirla is doing a broadcast
now, but you’ll be doing the evening news and you’ve got to get ready. Jamie would
want us to do this. After the show, we’ll race over to see how he is.”

Harper put her concerns aside as she hurried with Sarah to the local station and
began to prepare herself mentally for her newscast.



CHAPTER 143

7:00pm

This is Harper Cole reporting for the American News Network in Washington D.C. The
war is over. In a stunning announcement this afternoon in Washington, General
Bradford Keanley, Chairman of the Joint Chiefs revealed that America will have a
shared presidency until our next election in the fall of 2012. The fighting that some have
called the second American Civil War is now expected to end.

Night lay heavy on the capital city, and especially on the hospital where Jamie lay.
Harper sat beside Jamie’s bed as he began to revive from the sedatives he’d been
given. The bed covers were pulled up to his chin, so that only his face was visible. He
was very pale.
His eyes opened; when he recognized Harper, he smiled weakly.
“I managed...” he whispered hoarsely.

“Don’t talk, Jamie,” Harper said urgently, afraid that he might injure or exhaust
himself. She leaned over to kiss him lightly on the lips so that he couldn’t talk.

When she pulled away, Jamie smiled again, more broadly, and then, placing his
right hand on her cheek, he spoke again.

“I managed to avoid any serious injury in my years of covering war zones abroad,” he
said very slowly, as if measuring every word for its value, “but in the United States, | end
up in a hospital.”

He laughed like a morbid cough.

“At least you’re with me” Harper said. “Thank God.”

“My throat was cut by the glass that shattered when it was struck,” Jamie explained.
“It wasn’t supposed to break off in a large piece, but the rock’s impact was so direct and
at such speed that a shard flew out of the window right across my throat. | almost bled to
death. It looks like it’s simply bed clothes up here to my chin, but this is a thick bandage
on my throat.”

Harper was astounded. She stared at his throat and saw that what she’d assumed
was only a bed cover was in fact hiding a thick bandage.

“Since I’m seriously injured,” Jamie insisted with as much force as he could, “I need
some care and comfort.”

Harper’s eyes widened in surprise, but quickly softened to a gentle affection. She
leaned over his bed and pressed her lips against his once more.
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CHAPTER 144

An hour later Harper slipped out of Jamie’s room while a nurse was attending his
lacerations and phoned her General.

“You really don’t have time for me, do you?” she asked him.

“No, really I don’t,” he replied.

“It’s new, isn’t it?” she asked.

“What do you mean?” he asked. She noted a new caution in his voice.

“It’s new that the military will be running the civilian government?” she persisted.

“Wait...” he protested, distressed, “l wouldn’t...”

“You know that’s true. 1’m going to quit covering the White House and come cover
the Pentagon,” she told him.

‘Harper,” he protested, “that’s not exactly right...”

“l know it’s right,” she responded. “But I’m too tired to care right now.”

“I’ll miss you,” he said softly.

“And I’ll miss you,” she replied, “Until we see each other at a press conference.”

She held the phone a moment longer, but when he said nothing, she hung up.

Harper hesitated briefly before making her way back into Jamie’s room. She
wandered the corridor of the hospital, neither seeing or hearing anything. Nurses and
visitors passing by recognized her, but seeing her self-absorption said nothing. She was
saying goodbye in her heart to her General. She found no tears, because she wasn’t sure
that she was that sorry. Maybe it would have worked, but possibly not. She admired him
very much, and found him very attractive, but there was something distant and cold about
him that concerned her.

And she didn’t need him; she had Jamie, at least it seemed so. She did have to nail
that down now, she thought, since the confusion created in her emotions by two men was
now resolved. One was gone and it was time to discover whether or not the other one
was really there.

When Harper reentered Jamie’s room he was watching a rebroadcast of the evening
news.

“l missed this earlier because of a procedure the doctors were doing,” he explained to
her, barely taking his eyes from the screen to look at her.
Harper set on a straight-backed chair beside his bed and watched the television. A
talking head — her own — stared into her eyes.



“Right through the teleprompter,” she told herself, marveling again at the illusion so
central to television, the way a newscasters eyes seemed to look directly out of the set
into a viewer’s eyes.

A commercial break intervened and Jamie turned his eyes to her. “You did very well
on the story,” he croaked her.

She blushed with pleasure. “Thank you,” she told him.

“Very well. We were lucky,” he continued, “The civil war could have lasted for a
decade.”

“Maybe that’s so,” Harper responded, “but maybe the first Civil War could have been
avoided if we’d had military people strong enough to keep the politicians from making a
war.”

Jamie’s eyes widened. She watched him twirl his thumbs as he did when he was
thinking hard. “You could be right,” he said. “I haven’t thought of that at all.”

Harper smiled. This was something she liked a lot about her relationship with Jamie —
that he accepted her as an equal. She could discuss things with him on an even basis. He
was great about that. He never tried to pull rank, even though he was technically her
superior in the network. “I impressed him big time,” she thought, “these past nine
months, because | was right about the danger the country was in.”

She never had this kind of equality with her General. He was her superior in a much
more important way than at work; he was superior to her in age, status and experience.
She could ask him questions; she could manipulate him like a reporter manipulates a
source; but she couldn’t discuss important things evenly with him. It wasn’t that he
didn’t respect her intellectually and professionally; he did, she could see that. But there
was a large gap in life-experience between them that might have narrowed over time, but
might not have. It was another important reason why she was comfortable with a choice
in her life against her General and in favor of Jamie.

“What are you thinking about?” Jamie asked her.

“What?” she asked startled.

“You were a long way away,” he said. “Where were you?”

“l don’t think I should say,” she responded.

“Please,” he asked.

“l was thinking about you,” she confessed.

“I hoped that was it,” Jamie said.

It was Harper’s turn to be surprised. “You did?”

“Yes,” Jamie said. “l hope you’ll keep doing that.”

“Why?” Harper was honestly puzzled. She wasn’t used to demonstrable affection
from Jamie.

“1 was thinking when | got hurt, that if | got better,” Jamie paused as he saw the
surprise in her eyes.

Jamie’s weakened voice and his recognition that he had almost been killed
affected Harper strongly. She jumped from her chair and stepped quickly to his side and
threw her face behind his on the pillows and started crying.

Jamie patted the back of her shoulders awkwardly. He was both embarrassed and
pleased.

“There, there...” he said, “I’m okay now. There’s no need to cry.”
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“l didn’t realize,” Harper sobbed, “until I almost lost you...” she didn’t finish the
sentence.

“Would you have cared?”

“So much,” she confessed, “so much.” She hid her face in his hair.

“Then,” he said, “as | was saying before: When | thought | was dying, my thoughts all
ran to you and I promised myself that if I lived | would see what you would do.”

“What do you mean, what | would do?”” Harper asked, lifting her head and turning to
look him in the eye.

“l was wondering, would you be willing to get married?”

Harper was so startled that she wasn’t sure she’d heard correctly. “Get married?” she
asked.

“Yes,” he nodded.

She still wasn’t sure what was happening. “To you?” she asked.

“Yes, to me,” he said smiling.

Still she wasn’t certain. “You’re asking me to marry you?”

“l don’t have a ring here, because | wasn’t smart enough to decide to do this before |
got hurt, but now I’m not dumb enough to wait until I get out of here and can get a ring to
ask you to marry me.”

A wide grin spread across Harper’s face. “Oh Jamie, yes! Yes! Yes!!”

At that moment Sarah entered the room. She’d been knocking at the door softly for a
while, then receiving no response had opened the door a crack to look in on the
emotional scene in the room.

Sarah was not given to embarrassment and she’d continued to stare and listen.

Now hearing Harper’s three yeses, each one more emphatic than the previous one,
she stepped boldly into the room and said, “Congratulations to you both!”

Harper and Jamie broke a kiss and cast startled glances at her.
A wide smile lit up Harper’s features and she said, “Sarah, now | don’t have to envy you
any longer!”

THE END
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