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Prologue

October 19, 1820

It was almost sunset when a horse-drawn carriage slowly turned 
off the main road and entered the dirt driveway leading into a 
beautiful Virginia Piedmont plantation.  The road was long, going 

straight up to an octagonal-shaped mansion.  Directly in front of the 
house was a circular carriage turn-around with rose bushes planted in 
the center.  The shrubs were heavy with sprays of crimson fall fl owers.  
Surrounding the outside of the entire property was another circular road 
lined with handsome paper mulberry trees.  An elderly gentleman, well 
into his seventies, leaned out of the window of the carriage and called to 
the driver to stop.  The old man got out.

“What is it, Grandfather?” asked one of two well-dressed young ladies 
sitting inside the carriage.

“Nothing to fret about, Ellen,” said the man calmly while carefully 
closing the door to the carriage.  “It’s a beautiful evening, and this old 
farmer wants to take a leisurely walk about his property.”

The other girl looked anxiously at her sister and leaned forward 
towards the carriage window.  “Are you quite sure, Grandfather?  It’s 
right cold outside, and your knee has been bothering you so.  We 
promised Mother . . .”

“To spy on me in her absence.  Your mother dotes over me more 
than her own mother did, Cornelia, which,” said the old man with a 
glimmer in his eye, “I enjoy immensely.  Now you two go on ahead 
while I have a good look at my trees before the sun goes down.  And 
see that Hannah has got supper ready.  After two days on the road, 
I’m starved.”
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With a loving smile to his granddaughters, the old gentleman 
cheerfully patted the side of the carriage and instructed the driver to 
move on.  The carriage slowly pulled away, leaving the old man alone to 
begin his steady walk towards the main house.

At the intersection of the carriage drive and the circular road that 
surrounded the plantation, he paused to gaze up at the tulip poplar 
trees.  They were old friends to him, rustling their welcome home in the 
autumn wind.  They had been planted there a few years before his wife 
inherited the farm.  Seeing them always reminded him of her.  It had been 
almost forty years since her passing.  How he missed her still!  Tonight, 
surrounded by her dear poplars, he could clearly recall her every feature, 
imagine her light step along the wooded path.  He could almost hear the 
sound of her sweet voice amid the evening sounds in these old woods.

The man walked over and tenderly put his gloved hand out to touch 
the bark of one of the trees.  He took a deep breath and looked up into the 
thick branches overhead.  Life and country had demanded so much of 
him, far beyond anything he might have imagined as a young, idealistic 
student in Williamsburg.  With a smile, he remembered the long hours of 
study with Dr. Small and the hot afternoons listening intently to debates 
at the doorway of the House of Burgesses.  Those were heady days.  He 
leaned up against the poplar tree, much like he had leaned against that 
doorway long ago.

Those were historic times not to be forgotten, days of great importance 
to him and to his newly-established country.  It was then that he had met 
his sweetheart — she a young widow and he a lonely lawyer.  Martha had 
been with him in the early days of the Revolution, along with his energetic 
friends Dabney, John, and Patrick.  But she had left him too early.  If only 
she could have shared his hectic days in Washington and Paris.  Oh, how 
Martha would have loved Paris!

The man gazed solemnly at the darkening forest surrounding him.  
Soon, perhaps, he would join her.  The crisp autumn air reminded him 
that life was quickly drawing to a close.  And he had no regrets.  He had 
done his duty in service to his young country, offering the best of his 
intellect, his leadership, and his pen.  Now, after years of public service, he 
was content to spend his fi nal days with his granddaughters, his beloved 
books, and his well-tended gardens.

Another breeze of chilly night air and growing hunger pains forced 
him to stir from his happy reverie and compelled him to continue walking.  
As he briskly strode towards the house, he saw the front door open and 
a short, plump black woman standing in the doorway, holding a lighted 
lantern out for him.

“Evenin’  sir,” she said pleasantly, holding up the light in greeting.
“Evening, Hannah,” said the gentlemen stepping up onto the entrance 

of the north portico.  “The girls are getting settled in, I trust?”
“Yes, sir.  Miss Ellen and Miss Cornelia are in the east bedroom, 
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washing up and changing their clothes for supper.  They are looking 
mighty tired after being on the road so long, but a bowl of my beef stew 
will fi x them up in a jiffy.”

The man smiled broadly.  “A bowl of your beef stew wouldn’t do me 
any harm either.  The trip seems longer this year.  And what’s this?  Do I 
smell apple cobbler?”

The black woman nodded proudly.  “Made from apples picked 
just this mornin’.  It’s been a mighty good year for apples, if I do says 
so myself.  You’ll have plenty to take back to the mountain with you for 
Thanksgiving.  Now come on inside and warm up by the fi re.”

The man paused.  “”It’s good to be back, Hannah.”
Hannah raised the light up higher and looked at him.
“Yes, sir.  It’s always good to be home, but sometimes I wonder if you 

miss being back up there in Washington.”
The man smiled modestly.
“Happily, I have retired to my family, my books, and my farms.  Never 

did a prisoner, released from his chains, feel such relief as I did shaking 
off the shackles of power.  Nature intended me for the tranquil pursuits 
of science, by rendering them my supreme delight.  But the enormities 
of the times in which I have lived, have forced me, Hannah, to take a 
part in resisting them, and to commit myself to the boisterous ocean of 
political passions.  I thank God for the opportunity of retiring from them 
without censure, and carrying with me the most consoling proofs of 
public approbation.” *

Hannah shook her head.  “I don’t know much about boisterous oceans, 
sir, but I do know you did much for the cause of liberty.”

The man’s eyes open wide.  “Ah, this ball of liberty is now so well in 
motion that it will roll ’round the globe, I think.  It is our glory that we 
fi rst put it into motion.  And I will be pleased to sit back and watch it roll 
on from the mountaintop of Monticello.” *

Hannah nodded her head in sound agreement.
The man turned and looked out one more time at the dark red roses 

and rustling trees of Poplar Forest plantation in the fading twilight.
“You do a mighty fi ne job running this place, Hannah.”
The old woman blushed.  “How you talk!  You’re one who did the 

building, Mr. Jefferson.  You build fi ne buildings, and come to think of it, 
you did a mighty fi ne job building this country, too!”

Thomas Jefferson, architect, master gardener, author of the Declaration 
of Independence, founder of the University of Virginia, and third president 
of the United States, took off his gloves and handed them humbly to his 
trusted housekeeper.

“I suppose you’re right, Hannah.  I guess you could say that I take 
keen pleasure in keeping house.”
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Chapter 1

The Campaign Rally

Tuesday, October 10, 2000

It was a sparkling day.
Gary Craig lowered his camera and looked out across the lake, 

having just taken a picture of a group of mallard ducks swimming 
peacefully by.  It was mid-autumn in central North Carolina, the air was 
crisp, the sky overhead was a deep penetrating blue, and the sun shone 
brightly overhead.  It was a season full of rich color, a time to slow down, 
a time to rest.

If only he could.
Gary Craig, age 40, was currently working full-time on the presidential 

campaign of Virginia’s Senator Stan Taylor.  That meant long grueling 
days and even longer nights at rallies, on buses, on planes, on phones, 
and at receptions.  Gary had spent the last nine months of his life putting 
in seventy-plus hours a week on the campaign trail, and now there were 
only four weeks left to go.  Gratefully, all the hard work and lack of sleep 
appeared to be paying off, for Taylor was ahead in all the polls.

All that hard work meant that Gary was physically and emotionally 
wiped out.  So it was a bit of good luck that he was sent down to his 
hometown of Greensboro, North Carolina, on special assignment.  At the 
end of the week, Senator Taylor was scheduled for his third and fi nal 
national debate at Wake Forest University.  Gary’s boss, Ned Baldwin, had 
assigned Gary and his work associate, Blaze Phillips, the job of squaring 
away last-minute details for the debate and setting up an additional 
daytime rally at the University of North Carolina at Greensboro campus.
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In getting their business done early, Gary and Blaze were able to 
squeeze in a rare morning off.  They spent it with Harriet Simmons, 
Gary’s landlady, and Mildred Long, Harriet’s sister-in-law and upstairs 
tenant.  The four friends took a morning tour of the historic Guilford 
Battleground Park, a Revolutionary War site where long ago the forces 
of Lord Cornwallis clashed with the armies of General Nathaniel 
Greene.  After the tour, Gary and his friends enjoyed a picnic lunch 
underneath a shelter at Greensboro’s County Park.  Gary consumed a 
rather large lunch, enjoying Harriet’s homemade southern cooking, a 
feast of crisply fried chicken (cooked the old-fashioned way in a black 
iron skillet), German potato salad, spicy baked beans, and light as air, 
made-from-scratch buttermilk biscuits.  God bless Harriet!  For dessert, 
she had made two of his favorites: strawberry red velvet cake and banana 
pudding.  While Blaze was having seconds of everything and the ladies 
chattered, Gary took out his camera and stood apart taking pictures, 
giving his stomach and his frazzled nerves a much-needed pause before 
attacking dessert.

During the past year, Gary had been a workaholic.  But in all honesty, 
this behavior wasn’t solely due to his commitment to Senator Taylor.  
The truth was he hurt.  Behind the frazzled nerves was a broken heart.  
Gary stood still and gazed out across the water, his thoughts turning 
inward.  Deep emotions rose to the surface in still moments like this.  
And today was particularly diffi cult.  It was one year ago today that his 
divorce was fi nal.

He had fallen madly in love with the daughter of a North Carolina 
textiles tycoon.  She was an attractive redhead with striking blue eyes, 
sharp intellect, quick wit, and oodles of charm.  Gary fell for her hard, 
and they were married after completing respective graduate schools, 
hers being business, his being law.  Then Gary and Janet settled down 
in Greensboro, with Gary working for Janet and her father in the family 
mill business, which made fabrics for the nearby world-wide furniture 
industry in High Point.

The fi rst fi ve years together were happy ones.
But over time it became apparent that Janet Marie Benson-Craig wasn’t 

much interested in starting a family.  Gary wanted kids.  Janet did not.  
No, Janet wanted to help Daddy build the business and to build her own 
portfolio instead.  It took a while for reality to hit, but being an extremely 
stubborn male, Gary refused to call it quits.  He decided to use his creative 
side to improve things at home.  He had always loved gardening and 
cooking, so for the next ten years he passionately labored to make their 
home a haven.  He took gourmet cooking classes.  He cooked.  He cleaned.  
He landscaped.  He faux painted.  He overdosed daily on television home 
and garden shows.  He did all this, hoping it would save their marriage.

It did not.  When Daddy Benson keeled over and died (suffering a 
stroke while putting on the third green at Pinehurst), leaving his daughter 
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with the family mills and his amassed fortune, Janet decided it was time 
“to cut bait” (a favorite expression among North Carolina bass fi shermen).  
She packed her bags and dropped the divorce papers and a pink slip on 
top of Gary’s plate of homemade waffl es one morning as she left for the 
offi ce.  Gary lost his job and his marriage in one fell swoop.

During the messy divorce, Gary took refuge in Harriet’s quiet garden 
cottage, found employment in a local law practice, and retreated into his 
backyard garden.  Then last December, Ned Baldwin, an old friend from 
law school, called Gary up out of the clear blue and invited him to join 
the Taylor campaign for president.  Gary instantly said yes.  The grueling 
work had been a panacea for Gary.  He threw himself into the campaign 
and did his best to ignore the news stories about his ex-wife dating the up 
and coming charismatic junior senator from South Carolina.

Gary shook off his painful thoughts and refocused his attention into 
his camera lens.  He wanted to get a few shots of the foliage — leaves of 
varying shades of red, orange, and yellow surrounded the lake waters, 
which sparkled serenely underneath the cerulean sky.  Gary took some 
pictures of trees.  Then he scanned his camera down the hillside to the 
lake’s edge near a playground and a large wooden dock.  Moored at the 
dock were several brightly-colored paddleboats for rent.  He smiled as 
he grabbed a shot of a young girl in pigtails, wearing an oversized blue 
sweater, skating near the dock.

It was there Gary spotted them.
On the dock were two young men dressed in black denim jeans, black 

T-shirts, and black cowboy boots.  Each man wore a strange red armband 
tied tightly around his right forearm.  Their heads were completely 
shaved.  On the back of their T-shirts there was a white lightening bolt.  
The two stood on the edge of the paddleboat dock, talking and smoking 
cigarettes.  Gary recognized them instantly, and a cold feeling of alarm 
ran down his back.

“Blaze, bring me my other telephoto lens,” Gary called out sharply, 
lowering his camera.

Blaze, a tall slender man with an endless appetite, looked up from 
his plate piled high with seconds.  “Let me guess.  You spied a wild rose 
bush growing by the water.”  Blaze turned to Harriet and grinned.  “He’s 
totally nuts about roses, you know.  I think he dragged me through every 
rose garden between California and New York City!”

“Mr. Craig is an expert on roses,” said Harriet authoritatively while 
slicing up cake.  Harriet Simmons, a divorced woman in her mid sixties, 
was short, plump, talkative, and overly maternal.  She handed Blaze a 
ridiculously huge slice.

“Gary planted the rose garden in our backyard, right beside my 
greenhouse,” added Mildred smiling pleasantly.  “You must come see my 
greenhouse while you’re in town, Mr. Phillips.”  Mildred Long was sitting 
at the edge of the picnic table.  She was in her early sixties, lean, elegant, 
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and a widow of ten years.  Mildred was Harriet’s other tenant.  She lived 
in an upstairs apartment in Harriet’s enormous Victorian house, while 
Gary rented the small cottage in the backyard.

“Blaze, hurry up,” Gary insisted.  He glanced nervously back towards 
the docks.  Good!  The men were still there talking.

“Hold your horses!  I’m coming,” said Blaze as he put down his 
fork and stood up.  Blaze didn’t want to be parted from his cake, but he 
obeyed and went over to Gary’s duffel bag lying nearby on the ground 
and unzipped it.

“Do you grow roses, Mrs. Long?” asked Blaze as he pulled the long 
telephoto lens from the bag.

“Oh, no,” said Mildred modestly.  “I only grow orchids.  It’s a hobby I 
picked up when living in Hawaii with my late husband, Harriet’s brother.  
He was stationed there in the military many years ago.”

“Milly hybridizes orchids and judges them at international shows.  
Last year, she traveled to London, Sydney, and Cairo!” added Harriet 
proudly.  “She sells her plants on the internet, too.  It’s so amazing!  She 
has a huge computer in the greenhouse just to handle the orchid sales and 
e-mail!”

“Come on, Blaze!” ordered Gary urgently.  “You can gossip later.”
Blaze walked over to Gary and handed him the lens.
“Here.  What’s the problem?”
Gary quickly changed lenses, raised his camera, focused, and rapidly 

began shooting pictures.
“You remember when we were down in Houston last April and all 

that hoopla surrounding the primary race for mayor?”
“You mean what happened to that Dickson fellow?  He was supposed 

to be a shoo-in for the Republican ticket.  Then some weird demonstration 
happened at one of the town hall meetings.  A bunch of hoodlums showed 
up and protested Dickson’s candidacy.  It was well organized and turned 
real ugly.  They burned things, and they exposed . . .”  Blaze abruptly 
stopped, remembering he was in the presence of mixed company.  “Well, 
they exposed things.  And they said things, too.  Most of it trash, but you 
know the press.  The media loves a scandal.  They grabbed hold of the 
story and ran with it for weeks.  The protestors’ claims were hashed and 
rehashed in the news, as if they were truth.  Total horse hockey, of course, 
but Dickson had to spend a lot of time and a lot of cash in damage control, 
and it ended up sinking the poor guy’s campaign.”

“Right,” said Gary, still clicking away with his camera.
By this time, Harriet and Mildred had walked over to join the men 

standing at the edge of the shelter.
“Who were they?” asked Harriet with alarm in her voice.
“Terrorists?” asked Mildred inquisitively.
“Sort of.  Domestic, not foreign,” continued Blaze.  “They are a militant 

environmental group living somewhere in the middle of West Texas.  I 
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know, it sounds crazy.  Normally you think of environmental groups as 
being peace loving.  Not this bunch.  They like to demonstrate literally 
with fl are.  The press loves a good show, and these nuts certainly can 
deliver.”

Harriet stepped closer to Gary and anxiously placed her hand on his 
arm.  “What are they called?” she asked in a hushed voice.

Gary stopped taking pictures and looked at his landlady.
“They call themselves, ‘Stand Out.’”
“What a funny name!  What does it mean?” asked Harriet.
“They’re coming out and taking one,” replied Gary dryly.
“Oh, dear,” said Harriet, bringing her hand cautiously up to her 

throat.
Blaze looked at Gary uneasily.  “Okay.  So why are you asking about 

Stand Out?”
“Because,” said Gary as he turned around and pointed at the dock.  

“Two members of Stand Out are standing out there right now by the 
paddleboats.  They’re here, Blaze, in Greensboro, three days before Taylor 
has his fi nal presidential debate on national television.”

 

Gary’s anxiety level quickly overcame his profound level of exhaustion, 
and he went into crisis mode and began barking out orders.

“Mildred, Harriet, start packing up the food.  Blaze, get the ladies and 
the picnic baskets up to the car and stay put till I get back.  If anything 
goes wrong, drive like a bat out of hell and get them out of here fast.  
Make sure Ned gets the information.”

Blaze stared at his friend apprehensively.  “And what are you going 
to do?”

Gary replied, “I’m going for a walk.”
Before Blaze had a chance to argue, Gary turned and quickly started 

walking down the steep hillside towards the walking path that led to the 
docks.  He clutched his camera close to his chest as he walked along the 
gravel path, crossing tree roots, jagged rocks, and gravel on his way down.  
His heart was pounding as he rapidly descended a short set of cement 
steps at the bottom of the hill which opened onto a paved walkway.  He 
was completely out of his mind to do this, but pictures really weren’t 
enough.  If Stand Out was here to sabotage Taylor’s election bid, they 
needed to give the Secret Service and FBI as much detailed information 
as possible.  Gary just hoped he could deliver the goods.

He cautiously walked out onto the wide black asphalt pavement.  Two 
female joggers ran past, each wearing a headset with earplugs.  Great, 
thought Gary.  If something goes wrong, they won’t hear a thing.  A grey-
haired man riding a bicycle whizzed by.  Gary stood still and waited 
until the man disappeared over a hill.  Now, the only other human in 
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close proximity was the girl with pigtails, skating about forty yards away, 
and she was headed in the opposite direction, away from them.  Good.  
Gary didn’t want anything to happen to her.  He took a deep breath and 
continued walking towards the paddleboat dock.

The two men in black were facing the lake, their backs turned.  Gary 
stopped and leaned forward trying to hear, but he couldn’t quite make 
out what they were saying.  Damn.  He would have to actually get up on 
the dock.  Gary took a few steps forward and then carefully stepped up.  
So far so good.  They didn’t turn around.  Encouraged, he took another 
three steps onto the dock and slowly raised his camera.  His hands were 
trembling as he tried to focus the shot.  He silently prayed as his fi nger 
ever so gently hit the button.  “Please don’t make a noise, please don’t 
make a noise.”  The camera obeyed and whirred quietly.  The men didn’t 
hear the picture being taken.  Okay, he told himself, just a few inches 
closer.  Gary lowered the camera and inched his way forward.  He was 
close enough to hear them now . . .

“How was it?
“Perfect.”
“Damn right, it’s perfect.  Too perfect, if you ask me.  The stairs are 

right in front of the place where Taylor’s going to have his rally, and the 
building sits on the corner of a major intersection leading straight into the 
campus.  Everyone will be able to freaking see.”

“Yes,” said a very pleased voice.  “Everyone.”
“Yeah, we don’t want nobody missing the fi reworks.  We’ve got the 

signs and torches ready.  And Billy has the effi gy of Taylor ready to burn.  
That should be fun.  Want to start the party any earlier?  The press is 
already there setting up.”

“No.  I told you before.  We are to stick with the schedule.  We start 
at 10:00 sharp on Friday morning.  Timing is important.  We start when 
Taylor arrives because —”  There was a loud noise.

Gary turned around in horror!  The girl in pigtails had stepped up 
onto the dock with a metallic clang and was skating towards him!

Gary quickly glanced back at the men.  Two shaved heads had turned 
around.  They stared sharply fi rst at the girl and then over at Gary, who 
was standing behind them with his camera.  From the look on their faces, 
Gary knew he was in big trouble.

“Holy shit,” exclaimed one of the men.  “Where did he come from?  Do 
you think he could hear us?”

The other one stared at Gary, his eyes narrowing.
Clearly he thought so.
“We’ll fi nd out.  Grab the girl fi rst,” he said angrily.
“No!” shouted Gary reaching madly for the girl.
The girl screamed.
As one of the men lunged at the skater, Gary reacted, taking his 

camera and slinging it at the man’s head.  It crushed the side of his exposed 
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temple.  Blood appeared.  The girl screamed again.  The man collapsed 
unconscious at Gary’s feet.

“Go,” shouted Gary to the girl as the other man raced forward and 
grabbed Gary from behind.  The camera clattered to the ground as the girl 
escaped.  Wincing, Gary was dragged backwards towards the end of the 
dock.  The man from Stand Out held both of Gary’s arms tightly as they 
stood close to the water’s edge.  Gary swallowed hard.  He couldn’t swim.

“Now, now, that wasn’t very nice,” said the man in a menacing voice.  
“You knocked out poor Davy before we had a chance to be properly 
introduced.  And I thought folks here in North Carolina were hospitable.”

“Sorry,” muttered Gary eying the murky lake water nervously.
“Water’s cold, I’m afraid.  Want to go for a dip?” the man growled, 

sensing Gary’s anxiety of the water.
“Not really,” said Gary hoarsely.
“Alright, then tell me what you heard and what’s on that camera?”
“Nothing,” Gary lied.  “I didn’t hear anything.  I was just taking 

pictures of the ducks.”
The man laughed an ugly laugh and pulled Gary’s arms tighter.  

“Why don’t I believe you,” he said with a sneer.  He pulled Gary’s 
arms even more tightly together, and Gary winced in pain.  He could 
hardly breathe.

“Let’s try again, shall we?  Tell me who you are and exactly what 
you overheard —”

Whack!  The attacker was hit squarely in the face with the remains 
of red velvet cake?  Gary had heard of shock and awe.  This was shock 
and icing.  Blinded, the angry youth released Gary and turned rapidly to 
his left.  A pointed toe of an old lady’s black boot landed directly into the 
young’s man denim crotch.  He screamed and doubled over.  Then a black 
leather purse, bulging at the sides, connected with the man’s shoulders, 
successfully knocking the fellow over the edge and into the lake.  Gary 
stared at his rescuer in disbelief.

“Mildred?”
The lady grabbed his hand fi rmly.
“Let’s get out of here!  And don’t forget your camera!”
Gary gazed down at Mildred’s handbag.  “How did you do that?  

What’s in there?”
Mildred looked at Gary and smiled sheepishly.  “Rocks.”

Gary held on to Mildred’s hand tightly as they raced up the hillside 
towards the car.  The young girl, having pulled off her skates, ran up 
the hill ahead of them in her bare feet and disappeared into the Natural 
Science Center as they reached the others.  They found Harriet clinging 
to Blaze’s arm, a nervous wreck, having watched the entire incident 



8  - Keeping House

from the hillside above.  Mildred took over and quickly got a blubbering 
Harriet into the back seat.  Blaze tossed Gary the keys, and they jumped 
in the front seat.  Gary slammed his door, gunned the engine, and sped 
out of the parking lot.  He nervously glanced up into the rear view mirror.  
There was no sign of Stand Out anywhere.

“Oh, my God!” cried Blaze.  “I can’t believe it!  I can’t believe what just 
happened down there!  I thought you were going to be killed!”

“So did I!” said Gary thickly.  He took a deep breath and gripped the 
wheel tightly, hoping that would help his hands to stop shaking.

“What the hell happened?  What did you hear?” asked Blaze insistently.
“It’s bad.  Stand Out is planning to demonstrate Friday morning at the 

UNCG rally.”
“Holy crap!” Blaze cried.  He pulled out his cell phone and madly 

started dialing.  “I’m calling Ned!!”
“No,” ordered Gary sharply.  “Don’t call Ned yet!  We need to get 

Harriet and Mildred home fi rst and make sure they are safe.  And I want 
some time to think.”

“Think?” shouted Blaze.  “There’s no thinking here.  We gotta call this 
in now.”

“Don’t argue with me, Blaze!  Just do what I say!” Gary yelled back.
Blaze looked at Gary fuming, but he closed his cell phone.  Gary 

looked up gratefully into his rear view mirror at Mildred.
“That was some pretty fast thinking back there, missy.  You saved 

my life!”
Mildred had her arm securely around Harriet’s shoulder.  She gazed 

back at Gary steadily, her face surprisingly clear and composed.
“I was a general’s wife for many years, Gary,” she said softly.  “My 

husband taught me how to handle a crisis.  I don’t think the general would 
have expected anything less from me.”

“I don’t think he would have been disappointed,” Gary replied 
honestly.  “Thanks.”

It was a relatively short ride back to Harriet’s house in Fisher 
Park, and everyone fell silent for the remainder of the trip.  Upon 
entering the house, Blaze and Mildred took Harriet into the living 
room, a cozy pink-colored parlor, to sit down and rest.  Harriet looked 
anxiously out the bay window.  Gary assured his landlady that no 
one had followed them and that they were safe.  Gary told Blaze to 
keep an eye on the ladies while he headed to the kitchen to brew up 
some hot tea.

Gary felt at home in this kitchen.  It helped to settle his own nerves to 
pull out the kettle, heat up the water, and hunt through Harriet’s crowded 
pantry for teabags.  He took out blue willow china cups and saucers 
from the cabinet, cut lemon slices, and made the tea.  Soon, the four of 
them were sipping their hot brew and nibbling on Moravian gingerbread 
cookies that Gary had made the night before.  Blaze had pulled out his 



Tucker  -  9

cell phone again and placed it on the coffee table, ready to speed dial his 
boss’s number the minute Gary gave the word.

Harriet was sitting upright on an oversized burgundy fl oral sofa.  She 
was still looking somewhat frayed.  Mildred, on the other hand, sat stoically 
beside her sister-in-law, unruffl ed.  Gary marveled at Mildred’s continued 
composure.  Life with the general had indeed made her strong.  While they 
sipped their tea, Gary relayed to them exactly what he had overheard.

Blaze whistled.  “Wow, when Baldwin hears about this, he’s going to 
absolutely freak.”

Gary sternly shook his head.  “No, Ned will be fi ne.  It’s Hooper that 
will go nuts.”

“Who is Hooper?” asked Mildred.
“Donald Hooper.  He’s a deputy assistant in the Taylor campaign.  

He’ll be counsel to the president if Taylor wins the election.  Donald 
worries about everything.”  Gary took a sip of hot tea and chuckled.  
“Course, if you are going to be the president’s personal lawyer, it pays to 
be somewhat paranoid.”

“The poor man,” said Harriet, perking up.  A good bit of gossip was 
just the thing to revive her.

“Well, I don’t worry too much about Donald.  He has Ken Friedman 
looking out for him.  Ken is Donald’s assistant counsel and is the most 
organized guy in the universe.  He’s a walking encyclopedia — a very 
smart and very competent guy.”

“Yeah, Donald is lucky.  He gets Ken and we get Jim Myers.”  Blaze 
rolled his eyes while reaching for the cookie plate.

“What’s wrong with this Mr. Myers?” questioned Mildred.
“Let’s see.  He’s young, single, handsome, richer than God, smart, and 

successful,” said Gary sarcastically.  “And he knows it.  He’ll be Taylor’s 
chief of staff and our boss in the West Wing.  Jim won’t like this Stand Out 
situation.  He doesn’t like messes.  He likes things under control.”

Blaze agreed. “McKay will be the only one who keeps his head.
Mildred’s eyes suddenly widened in surprise.  “McKay?  Not General 

Charles McKay?”
“That’s right?  Do you know the general?” asked Gary in astonishment.
Mildred smiled with pleasure.  “Indeed I do.  General McKay and my 

husband served together in the army years ago.  The army is such a small 
world really.  We were both stationed in England and later on together at 
Washington D.C.  I was a good friend to the general’s wife, Isabelle.  Such 
a talented woman!”  Mildred paused to sigh.  “So sad about Isabelle.  She 
died of cancer about nine years ago, one year after Harrison passed away.  
McKay is a fi ne man.”

“He’s the rock in the Taylor campaign,” Gary observed candidly.  “The 
general is a quiet guy with nerves of steel.  He doesn’t say much, but when 
he talks, we all stop and listen.  No nonsense with him!  He’ll be national 
security advisor in the Taylor White House.”
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“I couldn’t think of a better person,” said Mildred whole-heartedly.
“Okay,” said Blaze picking up his cell phone again and standing up. 

“We got the extra information you wanted.  Now it’s really time to call 
this in.  We need to notify the Secret Service pronto.”

“Do you think they’ll cancel the rally at UNCG before the debate?” 
asked Harriet worriedly.  “Canceling would be such a disappointment.  I 
was so looking forward to attending.  All the members of my Methodist 
Women’s Circle were going to be there.”

“They might not cancel,” ventured Mildred hopefully.  “All they 
need to do is double the security and get more local police or FBI agents 
covering the event.”

Mildred’s remark struck a nerve.  He held up his hand for Blaze to wait.  
Gary said, “You know, that’s the problem, isn’t it?  If they increase security 
now, which they will, Stand Out can simply set up their demonstration 
somewhere else.  Believe me, there are plenty of excellent public locations 
that would suffi ce before the debate — Taylor’s hotel, the restaurant where 
Taylor and one of the local congressmen are having dinner that night, or 
at the Wake Forest campus where the debate is going to be held.  And if 
the networks get to witness a full Stand Out demonstration, we’re gonna 
be in big fat trouble.”

Blaze suddenly looked hopeful.  “Yeah, but Stand Out might not show 
up now that they attacked you.  They’ll expect either you or the girl to go 
to the police and fi le a report and that the FBI will be looking for them!”

Gary bit his lip.  “I don’t think so, Blaze.  Listen, they don’t know what 
I heard or that I’m connected with the Taylor campaign.  I mean, my face 
is never on camera.  Plus they don’t know we know who they are.”

“What about the girl?” Blaze asked.
“She didn’t hear anything, I’m pretty sure of that.  She was scared 

to death but not injured.  So, if her parents do fi le a complaint, it will be 
against two un-named youth at the park.  Did anyone see her parents?”

“I did,” said Mildred.  “The girl came with her mother and two 
younger children.  When we were unpacking lunch, I saw the girl go 
down the hill by herself to skate while the mom took the little kids into 
the Science Center.”

“So, the girl should be safe.  We’ll have to wait and see and watch 
the local news to see if the mom reports this to the local authorities.  But 
maybe Stand Out will go ahead with their plans.  If they’ve come this far, 
surely they won’t let this stop them.”

Blaze looked horrifi ed.  “You want them to appear?”  He stood by, holding 
the cell phone in his hand, watching Gary and waiting for an explanation.

Something caught Gary’s attention.  He got up and walked across the 
room to the fi replace mantel, his eyes resting on a photograph of Harriet 
and Mildred.  They were dressed up in Colonial attire.  He picked up the 
framed picture and studied it carefully.

“What’s this?” asked Gary.
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“What?  Oh, that!” said Harriet bemused.  “That was taken in the 
spring at the re-enactment of the Revolutionary War Battle of Guilford 
Courthouse at the Battleground Park.  Our sewing circle dressed up and 
did a display on quilts.”

“Right!” said Blaze.  “That’s the place we saw this morning.  General 
Green lost the big battle with the British right here in Greensboro.”

“He lost the battle, true,” interjected Mildred sagely, “but because 
of the major losses sustained in that battle, the British troops were 
signifi cantly weakened, which proved deadly for Cornwallis and his men 
later on when they met up with General Washington.”

Gary stared at the picture and then slowly a smile crossed his face.
Gary put down the picture and spoke.  “This morning the tour guide 

talked about how the British advanced and took their positions in the 
forest and how General Green engaged them there.  She said, ‘In battle, it’s 
an advantage not to just know who your enemy is, but where your enemy 
is.’  It is a good principle to remember when engaging the enemy, don’t 
you think?”

Blaze’s eyebrows rose with alarm.  “What are you suggesting?”
“Yes, Blaze I do want Stand Out to appear Friday as planned.  Hand 

me the cell phone.”
“You’re fl ipping crazy,” said Blaze warily handing the phone over.
Mildred put down her teacup and eagerly leaned forward.  “How can 

we help?”
Gary started talking rapidly.
“Blaze, how much money do we have left in the discretionary 

spending account?”
“Oh, not much,” replied Blaze dryly.  “Just six or seven million 

or so.”
“Great!  Get ready to spend some cold hard cash fast.  Harriet, does 

that friend of yours still work at the big costume place downtown, the one 
that does the university and town theatre?”

“Betty at Eastern Carolina Costume?  Why, yes, she does.”
“Super.  Get me her number.  We’re going to need white powdered 

wigs and red coats and muskets.  And go get the phone numbers of your 
sewing circle friends.  They can help, too.  We’re going to need every 
sewing machine they’ve got.  And don’t you belong to that senior citizens 
church group, the Shepherd’s Center?  I want the phone directory of that 
group right away.  Didn’t you tell me there were a number of veterans in 
that group?  They’ll be perfect.  It will be your job to call them.  Mildred, 
I’ll need you to get hold of our Gourmet Cooking Club members.  They’ve 
got three days to put together a rip roaring Colonial feast.  Oh, and 
Mildred, get out my recipe card fi le.”

Blaze stared at his friend in utter disbelief.
“Are you out of your cotton picking mind?” Blaze yelled.  “You’ve just 

been attacked by an extremist group plotting a demonstration against 
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our candidate, the future president of the United States.  When the Secret 
Service hears about it, they are going to go absolutely bananas!  You know 
the drill, man.  They go in a week before the candidate’s appearance, 
make a security plan, seal off and search the area, and create the security 
bubble.  With this information, they’ll triple the protection and nobody is 
going to get fi fty feet near Taylor!  They’ll never let you break that bubble, 
Gary, not if there is the slightest chance of Taylor getting gunned down.”

“But Taylor isn’t in danger of guns or bombs.  I mean, Stand Out 
doesn’t normally use those kinds of physical weapons.  Until now, they 
haven’t been known for blatant physical violence.  And I’m pretty sure 
what I overheard was a plan only for verbal and visual disruption.  Taylor’s 
physical life isn’t in danger.  It’s his political life that’s in jeopardy.”

Blaze crossed his arms and stared at his friend hotly.  “And your 
solution to this situation is what exactly?  Plan a party?”

“No,” said Gary as he began speed dialing Baldwin’s private cell 
number.  “We’re going to start a revolution.”
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Chapter 2

The Rally

Mid-Morning on Friday, October 15

Live news broadcast on CNN:
“Good morning.  This is Helen King on a special early edition of 

Inside Politics.  Less than a month remains before voters go to the 
polls, and presidential candidates Mike Harris and Stan Taylor were busy on the 
campaign trail today, getting ready for Saturday’s fi nal debate at Wake Forest 
University.  New Mexico’s Governor Mike Harris spent the day crisscrossing 
the Sunshine State of Florida in a last-minute bit of campaigning, all in an effort 
to shore up support and to gain what would decidedly be an upset victory in a 
state full of key electoral votes.  Later on in our program, we’ll go live to Brad 
Jacobs covering Governor Harris’s campaign.  But fi rst, we turn now to North 
Carolina, where Senator Stan Taylor of Virginia is scheduled to hold an old-
fashioned campaign rally this morning with a surprising twist to his “Back to 
Basics” theme.  Covering Senator Taylor’s campaign is our own political reporter 
Jack Parish.  Jack, what’s happening?”

CNN cameras focus in on the network’s new star political reporter, Jack 
Parish.  Parish is a journalist in his 40s and a Washington D.C. native with great 
looks to boot.  His striking steel blue eyes are set off on camera by his naturally 
premature white hair and his sparkling, yet not so naturally whitened teeth.

“Helen, Senator Taylor is scheduled to speak late this morning at a rally on 
the campus of the University of North Carolina at Greensboro.  This event was 
originally slated to be a standard campaign rally, like so many others we’ve covered 
over the past few months.  But when Taylor and his group arrived here at ten 
o’clock, just moments ago, they were greeted by something altogether different.”
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CNN video news footage begins.  Television viewers see an imposing red 
brick building, the Aycock Auditorium on the UNCG campus.  The picture pans 
back, revealing the two major streets surrounding the structure.  Tate Street on 
the eastern side and Spring Garden Street on the south side are shut down to 
regular traffi c.  In the front of the auditorium, a band of men — young and old 
alike — are dressed up as American Revolutionary War soldiers.  They stand 
alongside the steps of Aycock Auditorium armed with Colonial guns and bayonets.  
Groups of soldiers are also camped out along the streets in small battle-ready 
tents.  Additionally, the streets are lined with long tables full of food.  Women of 
retirement age in quaint Colonial dress are standing beside the tables, serving up 
an old-fashioned brunch — plates of southern barbecue, corn bread, biscuits, and 
baked mini fruit pies — to hungry reporters and enthusiastic voters.

As cameras scan over the festive sight, Parish’s voice continues.  “The Taylor 
campaign went all out today with their ‘Back to Basics’ message, putting on a 
lively patriotic re-enactment of the famous Battle of Guilford Courthouse.  This 
historic fi ght took place here over 200 years ago during the American Revolution.  
Colonial soldiers marched up and down the campus streets just before Senator 
Taylor arrived, engaging enemy soldiers in fi erce mock battle.”  TV footage breaks 
away and shows clips of two soldiers confronting a British soldier with guns 
and then shows three more Colonial soldiers grabbing and subduing two more 
modern-looking enemies — a pair of young men all dressed in black with red ties 
on their forearms.  Additional footage shows American soldiers capturing a group 
of Cornwallis’ British troops pushing an old cannon down the street and then 
another group of younger American soldiers capturing several more men dressed 
in black who are carrying fl aming torches.  Firecrackers go off with each capture, 
and onlookers cheer on the sidelines, while eating barbeque and drinking punch, 
jubilant with each American victory.

The Parish report continues.  “UNCG is known for its outstanding music, 
dance, and theatre programs, and the Taylor campaign put all of these to work this 
morning, highlighting the talents of American youth.”

Film clips show a number of traditional Scottish bagpipers and Irish fi ddlers on 
the steps of the Auditorium with a group of eighteenth century dancers performing 
in the streets.  The music is quite loud, making it diffi cult to hear exactly what 
the soldiers and the youthful mock enemies with shaved heads are saying.  The 
dancers also put on quite a show, pulling the spectators into the swaying circle.  
In some cases, with much laughter and good fun, the dancers pull the dreaded 
British troopers and those strange-looking men in black out of the streets and back 
into the thick hedges behind the campus buildings.  Parish wraps up his speech 
with a winning smile.  “For all the history buffs out there, you know that America 
technically lost the Battle of Guilford Courthouse, but today the Colonial troops 
were completely victorious, clearing the streets and leading the charge as Senator 
Taylor arrived to give his speech.”  CNN footage shows the presidential candidate 
and his party arriving moments earlier, waving and smiling at the cheering crowd 
as Revolutionary War soldiers young and old stand and salute as he walks up the 
steps of the auditorium.
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Helen King looks quite amused.  “Jack, is this the Taylor campaign’s way of 
predicting victory in a few weeks?”

Parish grins and holds up a hot sandwich.  “If so, I hope whoever made this 
barbecue will be in charge of the inauguration dinner.”

Helen shakes her head and laughs.  “Jack, you get all the good assignments.”
Jack takes a big bite of barbeque and grins.  “Yes, I do, Helen,” he says happily.  

“I most certainly do.”

Beside a table stacked with baked fruit pies and nut breads, Gary and 
Blaze stood watching carefully as Taylor artfully worked the cameras and 
the crowds.  Blaze was dressed normally, but Gary had on one of the 
Colonial costumes.  As they watched, another man — short, bald, and 
heavyset — came and stood next to them.  He reached down and picked 
up a slice of banana nut bread.

“Morning, gentlemen,” he said crunching while casually scanning 
the crowded street scene.

“Hello, Ned,” said Gary.  Blaze silently nodded in greeting.
“Quite a little party you put together, Gary,” observed Ned with an 

approving smile.  “Press happy?”
“Extremely,” said Gary.  “All well fed, entertained, and distracted.”
“That’s nice.  We like a happy press corps.  Wish the Secret Service 

were as cheerful.  Do you know what it took to get those boys out of their 
three-piece suits and into those Scottish kilts?  The unit agent in charge 
had to learn to dance a jig to boot, and he’s been complaining about his 
aching feet to me all morning long.  I think you’ve given him an ulcer, 
worrying over this crazy plan of yours.  Remind me to send him a thank 
you note, some Rolaids, and a copy of the Chieftains’ latest CD.”

“I’ll make a note of it,” replied Gary smiling broadly.
“Anyone recognize you?” asked Ned with concern.
“No one,” assured Gary.  “I think the one who tried dumping me into 

the lake was rounded up by the dancers a little while ago.  With this hat, 
he never saw me.”  Gary tipped his hat to Ned.

Ned nodded and continued.  “Good!  The area FBI chief seemed to 
rather enjoy all this hoopla.  He suited himself up in a British uniform 
and gleefully took over one of the cannons.”  Ned looked at Gary with 
satisfaction.  “Well done, Mr. Craig.  Senator Taylor and I are most impressed 
with your ingenuity and — how shall I say it — party planning?  Such 
skills will not go unrecognized by our party.  Per your request, we kept 
this whole thing rather hush hush, although we had to let McKay in on it, 
of course.  Besides Charles, only you and I, Taylor, and Mr. Phillips know 
about the undercover operation inside the campaign.  The rest of the staff 
just thinks this was a whole lot of fun.  Let’s keep it that way, shall we?”

Gary and Blaze immediately agreed to the superior’s order.



16  - Keeping House

“What about the girl?” asked Gary anxiously.
Ned smiled.  “The director of the Science Center got the name and 

number of the mother and the child.  The family has been protected this 
entire week, and the child has been given everything medically and 
emotionally she needed, at Taylor’s own personal expense.  The family is 
very grateful and is willing to keep it out of the press.”

“Glad to hear it, “said Gary, much pleased.  He had worried a lot about 
that little girl.  When he and Janet were together, he secretly longed for a 
daughter, more than anything else.

“Well then, Taylor suggests — and I agree — that you should be made 
my deputy assistant once we win the White House.”  Baldwin reached 
down for a mini apple tart before leaving.  “Ah, I see the university 
chancellor and Congressman Coble have just arrived.  Better go shake a 
few hands and make nice.  Keep up the good work, gentlemen.”

With that, Baldwin quickly walked away into the crowd of well wishers 
and reporters.  Immediately Blaze and two ladies standing nearby in old-
fashioned dresses gather around Gary with their praises.

“Oh, Gary, how wonderful,” gushed Harriet excitedly, wiping her 
hands on her white apron.  “You’re going to get a promotion!”

“Congratulations, Craig,” offered Mildred sincerely while adjusting 
her wide-rimmed white bonnet.  Her hat was designed to keep her face 
concealed as well.  “Everything went according to your plan.  You must 
be so pleased.”

“Relieved,” admitted Gary honestly.  “I’ve not had much sleep the last 
two days.”

“None of us has,” added Blaze yawning.  “And I thought this was 
supposed to be a vacation!”

“Don’t you worry, Mr. Phillips,” said Harriet, immediately handing 
Blaze an apple tart.  “You and Gary will come to the house for dinner 
tonight, and I’ll make you a homemade meal of meatloaf and country 
fried potatoes and onions.”

“Be still my heart,” murmured Blaze.
Gary laughed and was about to make a smart remark about Blaze’s 

hyperactive metabolism when a fi rm hand was placed on Gary’s shoulder.
“Mr. Craig?”
Gary turned and immediately came face to face with CNN’s reporter 

Jack Parish.  Gary had never met the man, but he had seen Parish many 
times at various rallies and photo ops along the campaign trail.  Parish 
fl ashed him a very white smile.

“Yes?”
“I was wondering if I might have a word with you, Mr. Craig?” asked 

Mr. Parish softly.  “In private?”
Gary stepped back cautiously.  “Me?  Uh, if you want an interview 

about Senator Taylor, Mr. Parish, I’ll be happy to get you one through Mr. 
Baldwin.  He handles —”
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Parish stopped Gary mid sentence.  “Oh no, Mr. Craig, I don’t want 
Baldwin.  I want to talk to the person who organized this little extravaganza.  
I’ve been asking around, and all fi ngers seem to be pointing squarely in 
your direction.”

Gary stared at the reporter dumbfounded.  He had never been asked 
to give an interview before.  He looked around nervously.  Given what 
happened, he didn’t want to be on camera today of all days.

Parish fl ashed another camera ready smile.  “Don’t worry.  It will 
be off the record.  Look.  My cameraman is over there across the street, 
trying to secure a phone number from a very attractive nursing student.  
Now, if you don’t mind, why don’t we walk over to the art gallery where 
we can be alone and talk?  I promise to get you back before Taylor begins 
his speech.”

Gary didn’t like the prospect of having a talk alone with one of the 
nation’s leading television reporters, but he didn’t appear to have much 
choice.  Reluctantly he quickly walked with Parish across the street and 
into the large building on the corner opposite Aycock Auditorium.  The 
Weatherspoon Art Gallery had been closed that day to patrons, but Gary 
fl ashed his credentials to the security guards posted at the door, and they 
were immediately let inside.

Gary and Jack slipped into the fi rst fl oor gallery, which was currently 
featuring a rare European exhibit of Pre-Raphaelite paintings that 
were touring the country.  Harriet had told him about the exhibit.  The 
Witherspoon normally only featured works of modern art, but a very 
wealthy North Carolina patron with a big donation towards construction 
of a new extension for the museum insisted they take the exhibit.  Jack 
stopped to admire a painting of John William Waterhouse, a lady in a red 
dress holding a crystal ball.

Gary waited anxiously.  He didn’t like this long pause.
“Well?” Gary fi nally asked.  “What did you want to talk about?
Jack smiled, gazing at the colorful painting, folding his hands up 

underneath his chin, almost like he was in prayer.
“That was some show you guys put on today.  Quite Out Standing.”
Parish said those last two words slowly and distinctly.  Gary felt his 

insides twist immediately into a knot.  He shouldn’t be doing this, not 
without Ned.

Parish casually turned and faced Gary with an amused look on his 
face.  “Know what my favorite part was?”

“No,” said Gary in a less than confi dent voice.
“It’s a toss up really.  It was either seeing those ever-loving FBI boys 

wearing eighteenth-century powdered wigs stretched over their funny 
little ear pieces or it was watching the Secret Service agents showing their 
bare kneecaps mid-morning while dancing in plaid kilts.

Parish knew!  This was not good.  This was not good at all.  Gary 
swallowed hard.  Parish could blow the lid off the entire operation, and 
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all their efforts and Gary’s future employment would be shot to pieces.  
Time for some serious damage control.

Look shocked and deny everything.
“I’m shocked, Mr. Parish,” said Gary emphatically, “and I’m afraid I 

don’t know what in the world you are referring to . . .”
“Oh, really?” said Parish in an incredulous voice.  “And I suppose you 

know nothing whatsoever about where the dancing Secret Service agents 
went off to, dragging the poor little Texas terrorists behind them?”

Gary froze.  He could talk to Jack Parish no longer.  Time to get out of 
there and fast!

“I’m afraid I can’t continue this discussion,” said Gary curtly, trying 
to walk away.  “If you have any more questions, you’ll need to speak with 
Ned Baldwin directly.”

Parish quickly stepped ahead of Gary and blocked the doorway.
“Hey, you don’t have to get all defensive with me, Mack.  Listen, did 

I blow the whistle on your little hoedown out there?  No, I did not.  Did 
I mention that terrorists — pro-environmental terrorists — were on the 
scene?  No, I did not.  Did I show any of those hoodlums getting cuffed 
and carted downtown to the poky?  No, I did not.  No, I bellied up to 
the bar — in this case, the buffet table — and gave the members of our 
adoring public exactly what you guys wanted, a fl owery report showing 
a patriotic parade and a mouth-watering picnic along the streets of 
sweet little old Greensboro.  It was so clean it could have aired on The 
Disney Channel.”

Gary silently stared at the reporter, suddenly now curious.  Why had 
he done that?  The story would have been a huge scoop.  He must want 
something.  But what?  Whatever it was, this savvy reporter wasn’t going 
to let Gary go till he got what he wanted.

“Okay.  What do you want?” asked Gary coolly.
Jack stepped back a bit and smiled.  “Now, now.  No need to hurry 

or get in a huff.  We’ll get to what I want in a minute.  I thought you’d be 
more interested fi rst in how I fi gured it all out.”

Gary fi nally gave in.  “Okay.  How?”
Jack motioned for Gary to take a little stroll around the exhibit as 

they talked.  They walked down a corridor displaying a number of 
colorful paintings of Rosetti, Dicksee, and Burne-Jones.  “Experience 
and luck.  The experience comes from years living in Washington.  You 
see, I’m a D.C. boy from birth.  Born and raised inside the Beltway.  My 
Dad was a G-man.  Heck, most of my neighborhood worked for the 
government.  I had plenty of high school friends with dads who were 
in some sort of intelligence work.  On any given day, we never knew 
where in the world our fathers were or what they were doing.  So, I 
was raised around cloak and dagger.  Trust me, Mr. Craig; I can spot a 
federal agent a mile away, even one wearing a skirt.  How in the world 
did you get them to do it?”
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Gary looked at Mr. Parish steadily.  “With lots of friendly persuasion 
and promised promotions.  Okay, that takes care of the experience part.  
What about the luck?”

Parish chuckled and shrugged his shoulders.  “I’ve got a wild and 
woolly Aunt Dorothy living down in Texas.  She’s a smart old gal, always 
sending me newspaper clippings, especially about things dealing with 
politics or the Dallas Cowboys.”

“You like the Cowboys?”
Parish gave Jack a look of distain.  “Are you kidding?  The Redskins 

are my team, son, which is why Auntie dearest sends me all the Cowboys 
crap.  She likes to rattle my cage.  Anyway, Auntie Dotty sent me some 
clippings about your precious little Stand Out crowd, detailing their 
antics in the state.  Nasty little buggers.  I sincerely hope your FBI drum 
and bugle corps threw the lot of them in jail.”

“I think I can assure you, off the record of course, that Stand Out will 
have no worries fi nding accommodations for the weekend,” said Gary 
dryly.  “Obviously, Mr. Baldwin and I would like you to keep this entire 
matter quiet.  So, what do you want, Mr. Parish?  Let me guess.  An inside 
track on the campaign in its fi nal days?”

Jack Parish’s bright blue eyes sparkled as he shook his head.  “No, 
not at all.  I’ll tag along and beg for scraps of information like the rest 
of my pitiful comrades.  And once your boy in is offi ce, I’ll sit around in 
the boring White House pressroom for hours on end, willing to wait for 
breaking news like the rest of the poor hacks.”  Parish then pulled out his 
business card and handed it to Gary.  “Consider this day an investment, 
Mr. Craig.  A down payment of good will.  We both know that barring an 
act of God, your man is headed straight for the White House.”

“We still have four weeks to go,” argued Gary cautiously, feeling a bit 
more relaxed with this crazy reporter.  Now that he knew Parish wasn’t 
going to blow the whistle on the story, he found himself actually liking 
the fellow a bit.

Parish continued.  “Listen, Governor Harris doesn’t have a snowball’s 
chance in hell of winning this election.  Don’t get me wrong.  He is a really 
nice guy, but he is totally stiff — on and off camera.  I mean, he makes 
Jimmy Carter look hyperactive, and I didn’t think that was possible.  If 
Harris got elected, he’d put his entire cabinet into a coma the fi rst week.”

Gary laughed.  “That is true!”
“You bet it’s true!  God, some of my Democrat friends are going to 

vote for your guy on the sly.  Taylor has done what Clinton did.  He found 
a real middle ground, which is a real accomplishment for a Republican.  
Now, listen, there’ll be plenty of important stories to report during the 
next four years — foreign and domestic.  But I’m willing to bet that 
one day something major is going to happen, something big.  I mean 
BIG in capital letters.  It will be a situation where you might, you just 
might, need a careful reporter, like myself, to help break that story from 
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behind the scenes.  And when that day comes, I want that reporter to 
be me!”

Gary stared at Parish, marveling at the reporter’s request.  Then Gary 
looked down at the business card.  It had a bunch of phone numbers on it: 
offi ce phone, home phone, cell phone, car phone, and pager number.

“How many phone numbers do you have?” asked Gary.
“More than God,” said Parish.  “We got a deal?”
Gary took the card and put it in his shirt pocket, then extended his 

hand out to the reporter.
“Deal.”
“Great!” said Parish shaking hands with Gary fervently.  “Now, I’ve 

got one more question before you go.”
Gary sighed.  “Now what?”
Parish leaned close and whispered.  “Who made the barbecue?”
Gary grinned.  “I did.”
Parish stared back at him astonished.  “No kidding!  You made that?  

Man, it was great.  Seriously, that’s the best damn sandwich I’ve ever 
eaten.  Can I have the recipe?”

“I’m sorry.  I’m afraid that information is classifi ed.”
Parish laughed out loud and punched Gary playfully in the arm.  He 

was still begging Gary for the recipe when his cell phone abruptly rang.  
“Hang on, Fred,” Jack told Gary, putting the cell phone up to his ear.  
“Yeah, Parish here.”

The voice on the phone started squawking immediately.  Parish’s face 
suddenly went pale.

“Oh, God, no!  When?”
The voice on the phone continued loudly with the details.
“Okay, okay.  I’m on it already.  I’ll get over to the auditorium, fi nd my 

cameraman, and get the reaction from the Taylor camp ASAP.  Will call you 
back in a few.”  Parish hung and looked at Gary with wide horrifi ed eyes.

Now Gary’s own cell phone started ringing.  He ignored it.  “What is 
it?  What did he say?”

“Crap.”  For a rare moment, Jack Parish was speechless.  He bit his lip 
and fi nally spoke.

“Hey, I’m really sorry, man.  I really am.”  Jack Parish shook his head 
and angrily pushed his thick white hair back with his hands to his head.  
“That was our news desk in Atlanta calling.  There’s breaking news out of 
Southern California.  Senator Taylor’s running mate, Congressman Eric 
Peters, had a heart attack a little while ago, at 7:00 A.M. California time.  I 
hate to tell you this, but Congressman Peters is dead.”
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Chapter 3

Election Day

Tuesday, November 7

The shocking news of Eric Peters’ death changed everything.
The fi nal debate in Winston-Salem was cancelled, the staff 

went into a state of mourning, and Senator Taylor’s campaign 
got triple press.  Taylor and his wife, Barbara, fl ew out to California 
to console Peters’ widow.  Three weeks before the election, they held 
the funeral and buried their dear friend, with the whole world closely 
watching.  The remaining weeks of the campaign were intense but now 
somber, and voters poured out in record number to express their support 
and deepest sympathy.

On Election Day, a group of animated reporters gathered around Ned 
Baldwin who was standing beside the life-size statue of Thomas Jefferson 
located in the upper entrance hall of the Rotunda, an imposing building in 
the center of the University of Virginia campus.  Baldwin was holding his 
fi nal press conference of the campaign.  It was Election Day, and Senator 
Taylor would await the election results from his home state at his historic 
alma mater.  Television crews were busy setting up inside the large 
building and outside on the front steps, where it appeared Taylor would 
be giving his victory speech before the night was out.  Baldwin was in his 
element, and Gary and Blaze stood by listening in admiration.

“As you know, yesterday Senator Taylor made fi nal campaign stops 
in several major cities.  He began in Los Angeles and San Diego.  Then 
he made stops in Chicago, Detroit, and fi nally a late-night stop in 
Philadelphia.  He returned here about two o’clock this morning.”
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Fox News reporter Justin Arrington, speaking into his microphone 
asked, “What’s Senator Taylor’s schedule today?”

“Sleep,” answered Baldwin smiling.  The reporters laughed with 
empathy.  Boy, could they relate.

“Actually, he was up early this morning thanks to his greyhound 
Gandalf’s insistence on a morning walk around the old farm!”  More 
laughter.  Reporters who had been on the campaign trail with Taylor had 
made friends with Gandalf.

“What else is on his schedule?” asked Dan Grubbs of NBC News with 
a bit of edge in his voice.

“Nothing,” said Baldwin fi rmly.  “Mr. Taylor plans to enjoy a quiet 
day with his family until about four o’clock this afternoon.”

All the reporters leaned in and held their microphones closer.
“What happens at four?” asked Grubbs on follow-up.
Baldwin grinned.  “He plans to vote.”
There was more laughter from the press, all of them making note to 

be at Taylor’s polling station at that time.  It would be an essential photo-
op.  Senior reporter Walter Irvin of CBS News asked the next question.  
“What time will Senator Taylor and his family be arriving at the Rotunda 
this evening and who has been invited to the reception?”

Baldwin pulled out a brown leather-bound notepad and checked his 
notes.  “The Taylor family will be arriving here about nine o’clock.  The 
reception will be held in the Dome Room on the top fl oor of the Rotunda.  
If you’ve been up there, you can see that space is limited, so our guest list 
is rather small.”

“And exclusive,” added Blaze in a whisper to Gary’s ear.
“Shhh,” ordered Gary, leaning back against the wall not wanting to 

miss Baldwin in action.  He loved to watch Baldwin take the reporters 
head on.  Gary couldn’t wait to see Baldwin at work in the White House 
Press Room, fi elding tough questions and dodging partisan complaints.

“Anyone we know?” prompted Bob Layton of ABC News.
“Yes, Bob, I believe there will be a few familiar faces.  Governor Coffey and 

Senator Warner will be in attendance as will several local congressmen.”
“Never mind them!” said Jack Parish with a smirk.  “What about the 

local celebrities.  Plenty of those are here in Charlottesville!  Any of them 
expected to show up?”

“Besides you?” quipped Baldwin right back.  The other reporters 
barked with laughter.  Parish immediately fl ashed his famous wide smile 
back at them.  “Uh, yes, Jack, a few Hollywood folks will be there.  Sissy 
Spacek and her family are planning to attend, as are Sam Shephard and 
Jessica Lange.  And I believe we just got a call from John Grisham.  He’s 
invited as long as he doesn’t turn the night’s activities into a plot for his 
next thriller.”

Justin Arrington stepped forward and asked, “Will Taylor’s new 
running mate be present?”
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There was a long pause, a very long pause indeed.  This was, of course, 
the question on everyone’s mind.  Baldwin slowly folded his arms and 
took his time in responding.  “Nice try, Mr. Arrington.  As you all know, 
the loss of Mr. Peters was a deep blow to Senator Taylor.  Eric Peters and 
Stan Taylor were more than political allies.  They were life-long friends.  
They grew up together in Lexington, Virginia, a small town just south of 
here.  They went to law school together here at UVA and served side by 
side in Congress for many years.  And they ran this campaign together 
from the beginning.  We buried Eric in Lexington just three weeks ago.  I 
know there has been much speculation by the press concerning Senator 
Taylor’s choice for his vice president.  But he and his advisors both think 
such a decision is much too important and honestly too painful to be 
made right now.”

“But does the Taylor campaign worry that people won’t vote for 
Taylor without knowing who his vice president will be?” asked Arrington 
earnestly in follow-up.

“Well,” said Baldwin with confi dence, “I guess we’ll fi nd that out 
tonight, won’t we?”  Baldwin folded up his notes and added, “There is 
one decision that has been made however.”

The reporters stood frozen, pens ready for the next bit of information 
to be tossed their way.  To Gary’s surprise, Baldwin pointed his index 
fi nger right at him.  “We have decided what will be served for dinner.  
And I believe you all know my able assistant, Mr. Gary Craig.  He is in 
charge of tonight’s menu and entertainment.  Perhaps you’d like to direct 
a few fi nal questions to him.”

Suddenly, for the fi rst time, all the lights, cameras, and microphones 
of the national media focused directly on Gary.  Ned had thrust him into 
the spotlight, and nimbly Blaze stepped sideways out of the picture.  Gary 
felt like a deer caught in headlights and looked to Baldwin for support.  
Baldwin looked back at him amused.  Jack Parish looked ecstatic.  Gary 
coughed to clear his throat and tried to sound more confi dent than he 
really felt.

“Ah, yes, well, tonight, as Mr. Baldwin alluded to earlier, we will be 
hosting a small number of guests here in the Rotunda while watching 
the votes come in.  Many people from the community will be gathering 
outside of the Rotunda on the Lawn as well, and we’re providing 
outdoor refreshments and music for them.  For the Rotunda group, we’ll 
have a seafood buffet dinner, featuring boiled fresh shrimp, Maryland 
crab cakes, and Maine lobster skewers with lemon and garlic butter.  
Additionally, we’ll be having hot seasoned artichoke dip, a medley of fi re-
roasted vegetables, and strawberry-asparagus salad.  For dessert, petite 
Boston cream pies, mini southern pecan crisps, and Swiss white chocolate 
cheesecake with raspberry sauce.  The Monticello Trio, an internationally 
acclaimed UVA ensemble, will provide music for the evening.  That’s it.  
Uh, any questions?”
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“Yeah,” said Layton delightedly.  “Do you do weddings?”
There was a roar of laughter, and the press conference ended.  Most 

of the reporters went off in separate directions to pursue other interests.  
Blaze stepped aside to speak with Ned.  However, Jack Parish and two other 
newspaper reporters remained close by.  Jack, with a wicked glimmer in 
his eye, kept the camera rolling and tightly held his microphone.

Parish quizzed Gary.  “Mr. Craig, I understand that besides having a 
talent for organizing events like this one, you are also a gifted gardener.  
You specialize in roses, I believe.”  Parish paused while one of the 
newspaper reporters, seeing the topic was turning to fl owers, yawned 
and abruptly walked away.

Parish smiled and continued.  “Seeing that Thomas Jefferson was 
a renowned botanist, I was wondering if you would like to show our 
viewers around Jefferson’s gardens here at the university?  I understand 
Mr. Jefferson brought a number of plants to America from France.”

With that request, the other newspaper reporter lost interest, shut his 
notebook, and went off in search of a nearby place to eat.  Parish then 
signaled his own cameraman to take ten, and he quickly took Gary by 
the arm to lead him outside and through one of the columned walkways 
on the Lawn.

“The Lawn,” Jefferson’s original academic village, is a large 
rectangle-shaped area of land at the center of the modern UVA campus.  
The Rotunda sits on the northern edge of that rectangle.  Along the 
east and west sides of the Lawn run a series of impressive red brick 
mansions, called Pavilions, with fi ve of them on the east lawn and 
fi ve on the west lawn.  Behind the ten Pavilions are ten Jeffersonian 
gardens, each with it own unique layout.  As they hurriedly walked 
down a graveled path lined with s-shaped curved brick walls called 
“Serpentine Walls,” Gary was pretty certain of one thing — Jack wasn’t 
going to be asking about shrubbery.

Inside Pavilion Garden VI, there was an oval gravel pathway with 
two white wooden benches on each end.  In the center of the grassy circle 
was a large stone obelisk, the Merton Spire from Oxford’s Merton College.  
The garden was empty, and Gary and Jack entered quietly and walked 
over and stood by the stone pillar.

Gary had other things to do and wanted to get this over with fast, 
so he took the lead in the conversation.  “Alright, Mr. Parish, let’s not 
beat around the bush, or in this case, around the spire.  I know why you 
wanted this meeting.”

Mr. Parish eyes widened.  “Is that so?  Do me a favor, and call 
me Jack.”

“Okay, Jack,” said Gary cautiously, taking out his wallet and pulling 
out Jack’s business card.  “You want to cash in your deposit with me for 
a lead story.”  Gary held the card out to Jack.  “You want to know who 
Taylor’s has chosen for VP.”
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Jack laughed heartily and pushed Gary’s hand and his own business 
card away from his face.  “Wrong.  That I already know.”  Jack casually 
turned and walked over to one of the white benches, sat down with a 
plop, and pulled out a cigarette and lit up.

Curious, Gary followed Jack over to the benches and stood in front on 
him.  “Oh, really?  And just who would that be?”

Jack Parish took a long drag of his cigarette and confi dently blew out 
smoke.  “Nobody, that’s who.”

Gary eyed Parish closely.  Jack was dead right, but he didn’t want him 
to know that for sure.

“Are you sure?”
Parish laughed again.  “Oh, yes, Mr. Craig, I am quite sure.”
Gary huffed and sat down beside Jack.  “Make it Gary.  And just how 

do you know that?”
Parish smiled and offered Gary a cigarette but Gary passed.
“No, thanks,” he said.  “I quit last year after my divorce, and honestly 

I’m still not sure which experience was harder.  I’ve switched to these.”  
Gary pulled out a couple rolls of Lifesavers from his pocket.  He chose 
a wintergreen and popped it into his mouth.  He like chewing on 
wintergreen ones when he had to concentrate.

Jack looked at Gary skeptically and then continued.  “I know because 
if your guys had picked Taylor a running mate, you’d be falling all over 
yourselves to leak it to the press.  Believe me, you’d be smiling and winking 
and dropping pieces of paper with the running mate’s name written all 
over it.  Nope, Baldwin was actually telling the truth up there.  Taylor 
hasn’t picked his VP yet.  And besides,” added Jack as he leaned back and 
airily blew out another puff of smoke.  “I wouldn’t waste my ‘deposit’ on 
that little transient piece of information.”

Gary looked at Jack with frustration and grimaced.  “Okay, so why the 
garden tour?  What do you want from me?”

Jack quickly looked around for a moment and then answered in a 
serious, hushed tone of voice.  “You got it wrong, pal.  I didn’t drag you 
down here to pump information out of you.  I brought you here to give 
you information, on the QT of course.”

Gary was taken aback.  “You want to give me information?”
Jack fi nished his cigarette and threw it down.  He ground it out fi rmly 

with the heel of his shoe and then leaned forward.  “I got an interesting 
e-mail from my Aunt Dorothy in Texas.  You remember me telling you 
about her?”

Gary nodded and listened intently.
“First of all, let me tell you a bit about the lady.  Aunt Dotty is the social 

queen of Fort Worth, Texas.  She’s a widow now, but she was married to 
money — big oil money — and trust me when I say money opens a lot of 
doors down south.  I’m convinced she’s on a fi rst-name basis with half of 
Fort Worth, and the other half is on her payroll.  Anyway, Aunt D writes 
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me about two weeks ago, fi lling me in on the latest scandals of the Lone 
Star State.  She included something strange that got her attention.  Caught 
my attention, too.”

Jack paused to light up another cigarette.  He got up and started pacing 
in front of Gary as he continued.  “Auntie plays cards with a bunch of rich 
broads with heavy-duty investments in West Texas.  If it has anything to 
do with oil, gas, or helium, they own it.  They get together every week and 
whoop it up over bridge, champagne, and hors d’oeuvres.  I live in mortal 
fear they’ll advance one day to beer and strip poker.  Dotty is very good 
at poker, by the way.  Anyway, two weeks ago they gather for their weekly 
game of cards and dirty gossip.  Sally Jo, one of Auntie’s best friends — 
currently married to husband number fi ve I think, a high-powered Dallas 
real estate lawyer — speaks up.  Sally Jo tells the gals about a weird bunch 
of clients who recently showed up at her husband’s offi ce.  Her husband 
said they looked scary.  The young men came in and wanted to buy an 
offi ce space in downtown Dallas.  They opened a suitcase and laid down 
a cool two million — in cash — on his desk.  It was a scene just like in 
the movies.  Sally Jo’s husband has been in business a long time, but he 
swears he’s never had that much green stuff littered on top of his desk.  
Needless to say, it made him skittish.”

Jack paused and waited for Gary to respond.  Gary stared at 
him puzzled.

“Did Sally Jo’s husband call the police?” asked Gary.
“Nope.  Aunt Dotty said he was too frightened.
“Can’t say I blame him,” observed Gary truthfully.
“You don’t get it, do you?” said Jack, puffi ng hard on his cigarette.
“No.  Should I?” responded Gary impatiently, looking down at his 

watch, aware of the time and his pressing calendar for the day.  “I don’t 
see what this has to do with me.”

“Oh, it has everything to do with you, Clyde!”  Jack threw down 
his half-smoked cigarette, stamped it out, and sat back down beside 
Gary.  “The guys with the suitcase were your two-stepping friends in 
Stand Out.”

The mention of that name made Gary inwardly freeze, and he stared 
at Jack Parish in alarm.  Had the guy in Stand Out fi gured out Gary was 
part of the Taylor team and was the reason their attempt to demonstrate 
at the UNCG rally failed?  Oh God!  Gary had just given an on-camera 
interview!  His face was on national television.  If Stand Out didn’t know 
Gary’s connection before, they would now.  Gary felt sick.

Gary asked, “Are they here?”
Jack eyed Gary narrowly.  “You don’t look so good.”
“Well, if they fi nd out I’m here, I’ll look worse,” muttered Gary.
“You personally?  Why is that?”
“Um, I bashed one of them in the head.”  Gary then told Jack what 

happened down at the lake in Greensboro.
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“Alrighty then,” said Jack enlightened.  “So Stand Out had a personal 
vendetta against you already.  Interesting.”

“Are they going to demonstrate against Taylor tonight?”
Jack threw his hands up in exasperation.  “God!  Do I have to connect 

all the dots for you?  No, they aren’t showing up tonight.  Focus on the 
big picture, Sam.  Focus on the money!  You know the Watergate rule, 
follow the money.  Stand Out is not supported by anyone on the Hill, 
Hollywood, or New York City.  True, those folks love environment causes, 
but this bunch is certifi ably crazy, and nobody likes them, and nobody 
gives them cash.  So, the question is, how in the hell did they come up 
with two freaking million dollars?”

Gary gazed uneasily at Jack Parish, who continued speaking 
in a fervent whisper.  “Still don’t get it?  Think, man!  Your dancing 
demonstrators just didn’t show up in North Carolina to crash your party 
last month because they had a beef with Taylor.  What awful sin did 
Senator Taylor ever do to the environmentalist cause?  They’re not that 
mobile, they’re not that smart, and they are not that patriotic.  Nor did 
they suddenly appear out of a deep desire to star on national television.  
They showed up in Greensboro because somebody paid them to be 
there.  Somebody hired them.”

Hired them.  The impact of those words hit Gary full force, and it 
suddenly all made sense.  Now it was his turn to stand up and start 
pacing.  He took out a roll of peppermint Lifesavers and popped two into 
his mouth.  Peppermint was good for stress.

“But two million dollars?  Why would somebody pay them that much 
money?  Their plans fell through.”

“Easy,” said Jack coolly, carefully picking off a piece of lint from his 
pant legs.  “They were paid half the cash up front.  Which means you, my 
friend,” he said emphatically pointing to Gary, “truly are in deep doo-
doo, not for bashing one in the head.  He probably gets bashed in the head 
on a weekly basis or should.  Might knock some sense into him!  No, the 
fact is that it was your tasty Colonial barbeque that cost them the rest of 
the loot, at least another two million is my guess.”

Gary stopped pacing and faced Parish, who was eyeing him closely.  
Gary felt his mouth go dry.

“You think I’m a target now, you think I’m in danger?” he asked weakly.
“From Stand Out?  Actually, no.”  said Jack plainly.  “While they are 

annoying, loud, and volatile and while you did give one of them a nasty 
headache, they are strictly small potatoes, my friend.  I seriously doubt 
they have either the brains or the means to give you or Taylor any further 
diffi culties.  Your fi rst worry isn’t about them.”

“Who do we have to worry about?”
Parish looked at his watch and abruptly stood up.  “You have to 

worry about whoever bank rolled the pre-empted show down in North 
Carolina, the real brains and dollars behind the operation.  Somebody 
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bad is out there, buddy boy, and is probably mad as hell.  So, pay attention 
and watch your back!”

Gary took a deep breath and nodded his head in understanding.  He 
extended his hand out to the reporter in gratitude.

“Thanks, Jack.  Guess I owe you two stories now.”
Jack gave Gary one of his awarding winning smiles.  “No problem.  

Just quietly pass the information along to your boss Baldwin and that 
large behemoth that works for you.  What’s his name?”

“McKay.”
“Right, the ex-general.  I feel like saluting every time he walks 

by.  Anyway, tell them the skinny, and they can pass the intel along 
to whichever super secret agency handles that sort of thing.  Taylor is 
going to become future president of the United States in a few hours, 
and all of you will soon be stepping into the crazy life inside the 
Washington Beltway.  Take a word of advice from a homegrown D.C. 
boy: Trust no one.”

Gary grinned.  “Except for reporters?”
Jack laughed heartily as they started out of the garden.
“Especially reporters.  Don’t forget that.  I’m the only one you can 

trust.  Now, I need to run.  I have a few incoming congressmen to harass 
and to hound.”

Gary followed Jack to the white gate and down the three stone steps.  
“Sounds like fun.  I’ve got an appointment, too, to deliver a personal 
invitation from Taylor to a local resident for tonight’s party.”

Jack instantly slowed his step and raised a curious eyebrow.  “That’s 
interesting.  Anyone I should know about?”

Gary shook his head negatively.  “Hardly.  It’s a her, and she’s a widow 
with three kids.”

Jack cheerfully put his arm around Gary’s shoulder.  “Not so fast.  I 
happen to like women of all varieties.”

They walked to the end of the gravel lane and re-entered the 
grassy Lawn.

“Trust me, Parish.  You wouldn’t like this one.”
Parish feigned offense.  “What makes you think that?”
“She’s smart.”
“How smart?”
“Real smart.  She’s the Dean of the UVA Law School.”
Parish made a sour face.
“Sounds awful!  Does she live in one of these mansion things?”  Jack 

waved his hand around fl ippantly towards the brick Pavilions.
“She could have, but Ned told me she turned it down and lives in her 

own home somewhere in town”
Parish shuddered.  “Smart and independent!  What a lovely 

combination in a woman.  I think I’ll pass.”
Gary laughed out loud.
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Jack put his hands out in the air as if he were framing a picture.  “I can 
see her now.  She’s about your height, thin, prematurely gray hair pulled 
back in a tight knot at the back of her neck, no makeup on whatsoever, 
bifocal glasses, faded wool cardigan (also gray), black sensible shoes (fl ats, 
no heels!), and disposition of a snake.  How I wish I could go with you and 
meet this dream of womankind.”

“Right,” said Gary dryly.  “Thanks a lot.”
“Does this ravishing creature have a name?”
“Yes, wait a minute.”  Gary fi shed a small piece of paper out his 

coat pocket.
“Johnson.  That’s her name.  Dr. Martha Dameron Johnson.”

Cell phone call from Charlottesville that afternoon . . .
“The press conference just ended and everything is set for tonight.  Too bad 

that nobody Craig went and wrecked all our plans. . . .  I agree.  It would have 
worked beautifully.  Stand Out would have appeared on the sidelines, threatening 
to make a scene, and I would have stepped in and averted the crisis.  Taylor would 
have been so appreciative of my leadership and negotiation skills that he would 
have turned to me for advice on selecting his new VP.  Now that part of the plan 
is shot to hell.  I hope taking out Peters doesn’t prove to be a waste of time and 
money.  Speaking of wasted, I understand there’s news from Dallas. . . .  So our 
protestors are protesting too much?  Demanding the rest of their money?  Well, 
maybe it’s time for them to run into some trouble with the law, something like 
Waco perhaps?. . .  Yes, I thought you would like that.  Explosives should tie 
up that loose end quite nicely, and we can always blame the current attorney 
general’s offi ce later on if the need arises. . . .  Right, I’ll sit tight while you make 
the necessary arrangements. . . .  No, no word yet on exactly when we’ll hold the 
VP meeting with Taylor.  But rest assured I will be there and will see to it our man 
is chosen.  Then we can proceed as originally planned. . . .”
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