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			Introduction


			In King Donald readers join Donald Trump, Hillary Clinton, Bernie Sanders, Ted Cruz, Marco Rubio, Jeb Bush and many others on a raucous ride into a fictional world infused with facts from one of the roughest political races in modern U.S. history.  Rubio rips The Donald who insults Megyn Kelly who counterattacks, and the candidates begin battling around the nation for months, and often reveal what they’re thinking but dare not write.  They don’t have to.  Author George Thomas Clark writes from their points of view, offering satire, humor, and pungent political analysis.  Abraham Lincoln, Franklin Roosevelt, Vladimir Putin, and Benjamin Netanyahu also comment on the campaign.


		




		

			Contents


			Introduction


			One


			Great Wall of Trump


			Righteous Rick Santorum


			Bold Rubio Spanks Trump


			More Great Walls of Trump


			Two


			Hillary’s Emails


			Kasich Must Gamble


			Megyn Kelly Counterattacks


			Hillary Prays for Trump


			Jeb Slams Hillary on Iraq


			Alluring Emails


			Three


			Himmler Tutors Trump


			Big Crowds for Bernie


			Rubio Warns China


			Hillary Hoodie


			Saddam Battles ISIS


			Hillary Alert


			Four


			Rubio Vows to Destroy Iran Deal


			Hillary Plans Defeat of ISIS


			Marco Victory Sticker


			Putin Assesses Carly Fiorina


			Hurricane


			Five


			Trump Touts Take Our Jobs


			Dollar Deadline


			Kevin McCarthy’s Hillary Gaffe


			Clinton and Sanders Shine in First Debate


			Trey Gowdy for President


			Six


			Ben Carson’s Greatest Operation


			Jeb Says


			Hillary v. Carly


			Republicans Tame during Debate


			Bucks for Hillary


			Carson Clarifies his History


			Republican Picks his Candidate


			Seven


			Putin to Obama re Paris


			Trump Crashes Democratic Debate


			Netanyahu Campaigns in America


			Dining with Bill Clinton


			Thanksgiving Candidates


			Turkey Polls


			Trump Tightens Security


			Condom Cruz


			Eight


			Cruz Christmas


			Gun Lover’s Solution


			Trump Talks Strategy


			Bernie’s Gun Report


			FDR to Trump


			Trust


			Bacon Cruz


			Cruz Revolution


			Nine


			Fighting Ted Cruz


			Hungry Candidates


			Interviewing George W. Bush


			Cruz Alert


			Cruz Christmas Classics


			Ten


			Palin in Trump Administration


			Trumped


			Shotgun Cruz


			Fabulous Fiorina


			Ted Crucifies Obama


			Hillary Bernie Battle


			Eleven


			Cruz Arousal


			Palin for Trump


			Candidates in Need


			Marco’s Faith


			Anxious Cruz


			Trump Fires


			Trump Delight


			Twelve


			Cruz to Iowans


			Terrific Trump


			Revelation


			Little Iowa


			New Hampshire Speaks


			Cruz Can


			Thirteen


			Trump Documentary Thrills Voters


			Flint Water


			Trump Conquers South Carolina


			Trump Prepares for Coronation


			Super Trump Tuesday


			Fourteen


			Abe Lincoln at the Republican Debate


			Hillary Mulls VP Choice


			Commander Cruz


			Hillary-Bernie Debate Party


			Is Trump the Moderate Republican?


			Cruz to the Moon


			Fifteen


			President Paul Ryan


			Pfizer’s Little Pills


			Cruz’s Doomsday Strategies


			Bernie at Clooney’s


			Hillary’s Prediction


			Bernie Beckons


			Lectern


			Sixteen


			Pro Trump


			Reince Priebus Mobilizes


			Trump Erupts in Wisconsin


			Math Teacher Scolds Bernie


			Hillary and Bernie at the Laundromat


			Battle of Brooklyn


			Bernie Cruz


			Seventeen


			Cruz Trumped


			Gracious Donald


			Trump the Kremlinologist


			Hello Donald


			Trump Embraces Guns


			Bubba Does Kern County


			Eighteen


			Trump Counters Foreign Policy Speech


			Trump Subtle in Victory


			Trump Delight


			Banished by Trump


			Senatorial Guns


			Campaign Finance


			Trump Store


			Nineteen


			Vice President Mike Pence


			Cruz Convention


			Picking the Right Trump


			Trump Steps In


			Obama at the Convention


			Madame Nominee


			Trump Polls


			Titanic Trump


			Twenty


			Second Amendment Trump


			The Heritage Foundation Beckons Me


			Hillary Defends Clinton Foundation


			El Sombrero


			Calling for Hillary


			Calling for Trump


			Twenty-One


			Trump Invades Mexico


			Hidden Hillary


			A Text for You


			Secret Trump


			Dr. Trump Assesses Hillary


			Trump’s Physical Examination


			Ohio and Florida


			Twenty-Two


			The First Debate


			Smooth Operator


			Putin Picks VP Winner


			Trump Talk


			Pussy Hound


			Cesar Chavez Discusses Trump


			Twenty-Three


			The Second Debate


			Obama Seeks Third Term


			Presidential Behavior


			Trump Apocalypse


			No Concession


			GOP Genius


			Righteous Litigation


			March for America


			Twenty-Four


			Comey to the Rescue


			Anthony Weiner Counterattacks


			The Klan’s President


			Trump Phones


			Trump Math


			Twenty-Five


			The Fuehrer Endorses Trump


			Campaign Strategist


			Foxy News


			Election Morning


			Election Watch


			President-elect Trump


			Trump Visits Obama


			Sources


			About the Author


		




		

			One


		




		

			Great Wall of Trump


			I can’t wait for the Republican primaries. I’ll overwhelm the other candidates. I’m more celebrated than all combined. They aren’t brilliant businessmen. They’re bureaucrats who understand nothing but gobbling from the public trough. I showed them how a winner behaves, making a glorious escalator entrance into the audience at elegant Trump Tower and announcing my candidacy for president of the United States. The folks loved my speech, cheering and laughing in unison, and probably would have even if I hadn’t paid them fifty bucks apiece.


			They know I’m author of The Art of the Deal while Barack Obama is a Kenyan-born communist trying to destroy American supremacy by killing our economy. Don’t believe propaganda about employment declining last month to less than six percent. Ladies and gentlemen, the rate’s more like twenty-five percent, and most of those jobs are worthless. The good jobs we had are going to China and Mexico. They’re beating us every day. They’re beating a bunch of lazy politicians who don’t understand the world. I’m an expert and really rich. Look at this official accounting. I’m worth around nine billion dollars, my cool name alone representing a third of that.


			The Chinese and Mexicans already fear a Trump presidency. I may have to wait before I kick China’s ass, but tomorrow I’m going to start building a Great Wall of Trump along our Mexican border, and I guarantee you the Mexicans will pay for it. I’ve already billed them fifty billion – dollars, not pesos – for fleets of trucks and bulldozers and armies of workers now headed for the treacherous border where very bad people daily enter our country. These aren’t decent people, not more than a few, anyway. They’re rapists and others with problems. Some are probably terrorists from the Middle East. How would we know? We’ll soon find out. Here, look at the giant screens to see my artistic images of what the wall will soon look like. It’ll be grander than the Great Wall of China, which we may also have to force the Chinese to build around their polluted nation of thieves and America bashers. Now, though, we’re ready to seal off Mexico, and if Obama tries to stop my workers, I’ll deport him to Nairobi. America needs a tough and economically skilled leader. I’m that guy.


		




		

			Righteous Rick Santorum


			I’m not surprised Donald Trump belly-flopped the moment he initiated his presidential campaign. The presidency is not for amateurs. We’ve already got a neophyte in the White House, and look at the horrific condition we’re in. That will change when I become commander in chief. Unlike Trump and Barack Obama, I am no radical. I’m a thoughtful leader and student of history and therefore aware that from the 1880s to the 1920s we averaged about seven hundred fifty thousand legal immigrants a year. When I am president, we will simply lower the current figure of one million by twenty-five percent and begin to create a healthier nation. But we must remember that immigrants, be they legal or illegal, are coming in here and working for less than Americans and forcing wages down. This trend is more frightening than you may realize. There are fewer native Americans working now than in 2000, yet there are seventeen million more people in the workforce. Jeb Bush doesn’t get it. That’s why about illegal immigrants he says, “Yes, they broke the law, but it’s not a felony. It’s an act of love, it’s an act of commitment to your family.”


			While Jeb and The Donald dirty themselves, I’m going to say something we all surely agree on: “If these ISIS folks want to return to a seventh century version of Islam, then let’s load up our bombers and bomb them back to the seventh century… Radical Islam is confronting this country. Terror is a tactic, and radical Islam is an ideology.” It is a threat President Santorum will rapidly crush.


			You can be confident I know how to protect innocent lives. For that reason I would never attend a gay wedding. Such immoral and unnatural unions cannot result in the conception of children, and all adoptive children thrust into that environment would likely develop perverse values. We must also protect our young by overturning Roe v. Wade, murderous legislation I believe a majority of Americans despise. We need many happy and healthy children, and President Santorum will ensure their good health by also overturning Obamacare, which has gutted the nation’s health care system.


			Those of you who know me know I can win. The many who still, distressingly, haven’t heard the name Rick Santorum should understand that in 2012 I won primaries in Iowa, Colorado, Minnesota, and Missouri, and came within a whisker elsewhere despite not having the money of presumptuous frontrunner Mitt Romney. Campaign 2016 is going to be different. My website is designed to make it easy for you to contribute. Donate something for rational immigration policies and against ISIS, gay marriage, abortions, and Obamacare. Let’s make America great again.


		




		

			Bold Rubio Spanks Trump


			It’s unfair that liberal opponents of my presidential campaign, which is becoming a juggernaut, are criticizing me, and also other Republicans but mostly me, for waiting two weeks before denouncing Donald Trump for his remarks that most Mexicans who enter the United States are criminals and rapists and not the best people. Please understand, I would’ve instantly denounced The Donald had he been referring to brave Cubans who risk their lives to come here in small boats to escape the criminal Castro brothers. This is blood and politics, and in Florida many of my wealthiest and most powerful supporters are, like me, of Cuban ancestry.


			I love Mexicans and assure you I love them more than Donald Trump and all of the countless other Republican candidates. I can best help law-abiding Mexicans by becoming president and I’m more likely to do so by saying nothing even when saying something is called for but politically dangerous. What if I’d denounced Trump and suffered a conservative backlash. Okay, once I’d carefully determined that the majority of the electorate, and many companies, and millions of Mexicans, and even other Republican candidates like Governor Rick Perry of Texas and former Governor George Pataki of New York had said, at minimum, that Trump was out of line, I stepped up and stated that his “comments are not just offensive and inaccurate, but also divisive. Our next president needs to be someone who brings Americans together – not someone who continues to divide.”


			What really outrages me and spurs me to speak immediately are moves by the Obama administration to normalize relations with Cuba. I would prefer another fifty-five years of tension and failed attempts to isolate the communists and perhaps at least one more Cuban Missile Crisis. I’d be prompt and presidential then, and that’s what America needs.


		




		

			More Great Walls of Trump


			I’m glad people challenged my remarks that illegal Mexicans entering the United States are rapists. They spurred me to do more research and review the article I’d read in Fusion, which is owned by hypocritical Univision, and I found something far worse than I’d asserted in my original statements. You may not want to believe, but must since the sources are unimpeachably Hispanic, that eighty percent of Central American girls and women who try to travel through Mexico to the United States are raped. That’s appalling.


			You know Barack Obama won’t do anything. That’s why I’ve already started rapidly building my Great Wall of Trump on our southern border with Mexico. Now, as a humanitarian as well as patriot, I will soon also send my armies of engineers, workers, and equipment to Mexico’s southern border with Guatemala and Central America to seal off the godforsaken Mexican territory so more innocent women won’t enter and be raped or murdered.


			Someone must do this, and I’m the only one brave, talented, and rich enough to get the job done. Let’s be honest: there are currently three hundred thousand illegal Mexicans in our state and federal jails. We must send them home. America can never be home to countless new criminals. We do have quite a few homegrown wretches we can’t comfortably accommodate and really should send them to my new walled Mexico. Listen, I love the Mexican people, and most of those I’ve met love me. But they’re killing us at the border and taking our jobs, manufacturing, and money. That’s not entirely their fault. Their leaders are smarter than ours and will be until I’m elected president. In the meantime, in about two minutes, I’m sending another construction crew to build an impenetrable wall around the White House so Obama can’t get out and squander any more of our national wealth and dignity. If the president tries to circumvent my orders, I may have to electrify that wall, and cyber-jam and otherwise quarantine his residence, keeping him incommunicado and under house arrest, until I’m ready to move in.


		




		

			Two


		




		

			Hillary’s Emails


			I hope you already know that attacks on me for having a private email server while secretary of state are nothing more than a continuance of the vast right-wing conspiracy against Bill and me and have nothing to do with national security or legality or even ethics. It’s all about politics and the determination of fascist elements to prevent me from becoming president of the United States. We all know I should have won the election in 2008. Barack Obama was inexperienced and weak on foreign policy but excited millions with rather hollow oratory and the stunning prospect of becoming the first black president. Trust me, if Obama’s white, I win the election.


			President Obama, trapped in the Republican-induced economic catastrophe, also knew I’d likely challenge and defeat him in the 2012 Democratic primary if he didn’t somehow neutralize me. That he did by appointing me secretary of state. Then he and his agents planned to keep me under surveillance and read my emails. Fanatical conservatives also wanted to snoop, but I didn’t let them. I established my own secure server for personal emails, and that was my right and my duty.


			I never knowingly sent any classified information through my private server. I thought I was using the State Department’s when I emailed or received information about the attack on our embassy in Benghazi and that Ambassador Chris Stevens was there, and I typed a few details about NATO bombing plans in Libya. This was a tense and tragic time. It doesn’t matter which server I used. I was forging U.S. foreign policy while we were under attack. Now I’m assailed for being a patriot and fighting our enemies. That’s got to be political.


			Attempts to block my rightful path to the presidency simply will not work. I’ve already given investigators more than thirty thousand emails and am tired of their complaints the messages are “heavily redacted.” This precaution is essential to protect national dignity. Additionally, my staff has deleted thirty-one thousand emails that were assuredly personal and, prudently, turned my server over to the government. I bet you have different servers for home and work. Settle down, and read two examples of my always appropriate emails.


			To _____,


			Vladimir _____ just sent me a wonderful recipe for chocolate chip cookies. He knows he’ll soon be dealing with me and wants to build a positive relationship that’s been impossible with a radical like President _____. Some advisers have said, “Be careful. He doesn’t want to negotiate with you after 2016 and is trying to fatten you up so you lose either in the primaries or general election.” I doubt that. He’s a thoughtful man who knows I love baking cookies and am disciplined enough to make sure my _____ doesn’t get any fatter. True, I’m not likely to ever be thin again, but Bubba’s no ballerina, either. I expect conservatives to say or imply it’s all right for a male politician to be obese, like _____ Christie, but that a woman who’s merely chubby should be rejected. Voters are now too sophisticated to tolerate such hypocrisy. Look at _____ Palin and _____ Bachmann. They’re hard-bodied but crazy as _____, and we know what voters decided about them.


			Hillary


			To _____ and _____,


			Please keep your eyes on Bill when I’m meeting foreign leaders overseas. I know you’ve said we couldn’t even keep track of him when he was right down the White House hall with Monica _____. It’s more important now. Bill was already president. I still have to win the elections. I can’t do that if my husband creates more scandals. I know he can’t say no when he has opportunities, so I want you and others we trust to make sure he doesn’t get many good openings. If he ruins my chance to become president, I’m afraid I might cut his _____ off.


			Hillary


		




		

			Kasich Must Gamble


			(This memo to Ohio Governor John Kasich from his top political adviser was leaked early this morning.)


			I am not going to send you falsely optimistic analyses of your prospects in the Republican presidential primary. I’m going to tell the truth. It doesn’t matter that you were the youngest man ever elected to the Ohio Senate or that you served nine terms in the U.S. House of Representatives and chaired the House Budget Committee and in 1997 were hailed “chief architect of a deal that balanced the federal budget for the first time since 1969” or that you have twice been elected governor of Ohio and can tout some success in jobs creation and budget control. Those things don’t matter much when you’re running for the presidency, and neither does it that you initially failed to appoint a single person of color to your gubernatorial cabinet and told a plaintive black state senator, “I don’t need your people.”


			Stances on issues don’t count much as long as a candidate isn’t perceived as a crackpot. What counts is who looks and sounds cool, like Obama and W and Bubba and Reagan. Those guys get the girls as well as plenty of votes from men. I’m not suggesting you’re a klutz, Governor, but you’re a rather dreary supporting actor competing for the hottest lead role in the world. Don’t forget, you first tried to become president in 1999, forming an exploratory committee, but couldn’t raise more than chickenfeed and dropped out to support charming blowhard George W. Bush. You probably felt like those poor guys years earlier who’d heard the bedroom door shut after W escorted the prettiest cheerleader down the hallway.


			Before the first debate I wasn’t sure who should be favored to win the Republican primary. Now I understand Senator Marco Rubio is the real frontrunner. In the TV era, now amplified by YouTube, the most personally popular candidate has prevailed: JFK v. Nixon, Reagan v. Carter, Bubba v. Poppa Bush, W v. Gore and Kerry, Obama v. McCain and Romney. Marco Rubio’s a leading man like the five aforementioned winners. Most women aren’t going to vote against a young, good looking guy. He’s also bright and articulate. Really, he’s about got the nomination sealed unless you do something transformational. Don’t bother petulantly attacking him during debates. Accept that he’s going to surge. And roll the dice.


			Here’s what you must do. Arrange a secret meeting with President Obama. Admit the political realities I’ve delineated above. And promise him if you become president you’ll protect and expand Obamacare and support the nuclear treaty with Iran. Those are the right moves for the nation and world but you obviously can’t admit that during the campaign. Obama will want to know what you expect in return. Tell him you need his ultimate limousine, The Beast. I think he’ll say yes. He’s rumored to have a dozen, and can get by with eleven.


			You need to start appearing at all political events in your Kasich Beast, nearly ten tons of steel and toughness boasting blast and bulletproof windows five inches thick and doors eight inches wide and heavy as doors on large passenger jets. You need a limo eighteen feet long that can be sealed during a biochemical attack and is equipped with tear gas cannons and night vision cameras in front and a steel protector five inches thick underneath and puncture-resistant tires capable of rolling on steel rims and a satellite phone connected to everyone essential. Get one of those babies and you’ll rise in the polls, guaranteed. But I can’t guarantee that having the baddest car will make you the most popular cat. Nor can I promise that President Obama will make this deal. Convince him that his foreign and domestic legacies will be dismantled by anyone but President Kasich. You’ll also need to persuade him that Hillary Clinton can’t win.


		




		

			Megyn Kelly Counterattacks


			I was professional and dignified during the first Republican presidential debate as well as afterward, but now, on my day off, I’m tired of being restrained about Donald Trump, who I questioned about his many insulting remarks regarding the appearance of women who displeased him. He enjoys calling them “fat pigs, dogs, slobs, and disgusting animals.” Do we really want a president so crude and condescending? We decidedly do not. Mr. Trump wasn’t satisfied merely rebuking me for not being nice to him, which he claims to have been with me, he the following day said I was a woman looking at him with “blood coming out of her eyes, blood coming out of her whatever.” This would be coarse language in a high school parking lot. As part of the national political discourse, it’s unacceptable and exacerbated by Mr. Trump’s pitiful invention he was referring to blood coming out of my “nose.” And now he’s dug out a ten-minute interview I did on the Howard Stern Show in 2010 and is trying to use this to prove I’m a wild and wicked woman who owes him, The Righteous Donald, an apology. I’ll lift my dress during a Fox News broadcast before I apologize to that baboon.


			It’s absurd, and most ironic, that Donald Trump, who as a young man admittedly was handsome, continues to pretend to be so despite being almost seventy and fat as an apprentice sumo wrestler and crowned by a fried beaver that health authorities should impound. If The Donald’s face gets any chubbier I doubt it’ll fit on a TV screen. Evidently the chaste Mr. Trump was offended that Howard Stern, who maniacally drives every conversation toward sex, maneuvered me into admitting that I had relations with my husband during my third trimester and, before marriage, had “no issues” in regard to the size of his penis, implying that I’ve been happily hosting a big one. I wonder why Mr. Trump, a self-proclaimed Lothario, is bothered by this, and think I know the answer. So I’m simply asking, “Donald, do you feel emasculated because my husband’s cock is larger than yours?”


		




		

			Hillary Prays for Trump


			My senior campaign advisers, an optimistic crew, are popping corks and high-fiving and whooping around headquarters as if we just won the 2016 general election. That’s a long road and in the meantime we do need to periodically celebrate small victories, the latest of which is the stunning good news, for Democrats, that Donald Trump, despite sexist outbursts and unfamiliarity with all issues, emerged from the first Republican presidential debate still leading that long and eminent group of candidates, polling twenty-four percent to twelve for Jeb Bush, who lost five points, and no more than eight percent for anyone else. I’m taking a few swigs of the bubbly, too, but know our crazy good fortune cannot endure. Running against Donald Trump next year would be easy as taking on Rush Limbaugh.


			Alas, my opponent in the general election will be a competent politician and therefore someone capable of winning. I’m not underestimating anyone but tell you confidentially that, at least to this point, I’m worried about only two potential presidential candidates, the Floridians, Jeb Bush and Marco Rubio. Jeb is a proven governor, the popular chief executive of a state, like my man Bill, and is famous due not to his management of Florida but because of his last name. He is also, according to his father and brother and many others, the most talented politician in the family. For the time being he’s lost amid bluster on the crowded stage, and has lamented he’s a problem solver not a talker.


			Marco Rubio is probably cute enough to become more popular during every debate, no matter what the polls say, but I’d rather take him on because he steadfastly supports banning abortions even in cases of rape or incest. He won’t even state that abortions should be available to women whose lives are at risk. Instead, he mumbles about modern medicine providing other options. Almost eighty percent of Americans disagree with Marco Rubio about that. I’ll beat the doctrinaire lad if I face him, and am already attacking, but probably will have to face the more flexible and skilled Jeb Bush.


			Meanwhile, I drop to my knees, in a thoroughly righteous way, and pray to the Almighty: please let Donald Trump continue to insult Hispanics and women and his fellow Republicans and brag about his money and appall (while entertaining) most of the nation; please let him continue to lead Republican polls; please let him continue to be deluded by the extreme right wing of the GOP; please let him continue to survive and damage himself and my political adversaries. I beg you, protect this man and let him continue to be The Donald amid a group of cowed Republican opponents.


		




		

			Jeb Slams Hillary on Iraq


			I’m a Bush and no one understands Iraq as well as the Bushes and am proud to be the brother of George W. Bush who I still feel was right to invade Iraq in 2003. The facts proved him wrong, to the degree that any Bush can ever be mistaken about what Iraqis need, but he was right to accept intelligence reports, and ignore international arms inspectors on the ground in Iraq, that Saddam Hussein – weakened by military devastation in 1991, hemmed in by no-fly zones to his north and south, and surrounded by embargo-starved Iraqis – somehow stood at the nuclear precipice, preparing to use weapons of mass destruction on a helpless world. Thank God for George W. Bush, and George H.W. Bush, Saddam’s first conqueror, and, my fellow Americans, thank God that I, Jeb Bush, am here to save you from Hillary Clinton, whose weakness and incompetence are to blame for the rampaging disaster known as ISIS.


			I promise you, Hillary would be as bad a president as Barack Obama. We can’t survive any more of that. Though it’s politically impossible for me to state it this way, what I really mean is that we need to return to the belligerence and economic recklessness of my brother’s administration. Instead, I’ll euphemistically say let us not dwell on the past as we concentrate on the future and becoming stronger everywhere, especially in Iraq. President Obama and Hillary Clinton, secretary of state from 2009 to 2013, were not tough enough to admit that my brother’s surge of 2007 had worked, and then when surge-saved Iraq had been liberated they lacked the strength to force the Iraqis to tolerate the presence of a residual American force that could have protected them from ISIS and Iran. If I’d been president, I would have insisted that the Iraqis grant immunity for all our soldiers who committed crimes there. That, really, is the essence of Operation Iraqi Freedom.


			It’s probably true that scores of thousands of Iraqi civilians were killed during the liberation, though damn few by us and never intentionally, but I’m confident that by moderately strengthening our current deployment of three thousand five hundred warriors in Iraq, we can boost anti-ISIS forces and reestablish the liberty and happiness, thrown away by Hillary and Obama, that were enjoyed by our dear friends the Iraqis. There are other things we must do in Syria and elsewhere but today I only want to focus on the quintessential issue: we need another Bush in the White House and the long-suffering Iraqi people need another Bush to protect them from Islamic savages.


		




		

			Alluring Emails


			Following another night of much anguish and little sleep I stumble to my computer and boot up waiting to summon emails, which are usually advertisements. Every day I hope something magic, or at least personal, will drop into my inbox. Sometimes I peer into the heavens and pray. This could be the moment. Oh, Jesus, is this real? Please, let it be. If so, it’s even more than I’d dreamed of. It’s an electronic missive from Michelle Kwan, the lovely figure skater I so many times watched on TV as she won two Olympic medals and more national and world titles than I can recall. How did she learn about me? Perhaps she’s read some of my books or visited my website. Passionately, I click her name.



OEBPS/Images/Covers_-_1_-_Kindle_Cover_-_King_Donald.jpg
GEORGE THOMAS CLARK





