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Prologue



The February night was cold and dark. Icy winds skimmed over the homeless encamped in Lafayette Park, and on through the fence surrounding the White House. The Marine guards at the White House sentry gate huddled at their stations. The nation's elite, the brightest and the best, sat by their hearths in Washington's most exclusive neighborhoods, far from the ghetto that sprawled across Rock Creek toward the deep, violet sky.

Missing from their firesides, however, was the select group invited to the White House that night. "Tonight's dinner is not an official White House function," President Wade F. Hoak's press secretary told the White House press corps. "It is a private dinner and we would appreciate it if you treated it as such." But the press pool could not help but be intrigued by the number of limousines driving up to the West Gate of the Executive Mansion. They contained President Hoak's most important friends, fund-raisers, and advisors: in sum, the nation's business leaders. President Hoak insisted that they come that night, and if he insisted, they could only accept, remanding mergers, divestitures, overthrows of foreign governments, and other excellent pursuits to another day.

And not just because it was the president, but because it was President Hoak. People loved President Hoak. He was strapping and good-looking. He had large shoulders and a massive chest that kept them apart. He had a wide smile full of naturally engineered teeth and a full mane of gray and brown hair. And in the presence of these assets people had the feeling of being somehow smaller, as if they were under a shade tree or within a walled city.

He was neither liberal nor conservative, left nor right. He was the center; he defined the center as does a fulcrum. He favored laying bare the facts, helping those who helped themselves, maintaining safety in our streets and neighborhoods, helping those who could not help themselves, and keeping America strong. He opposed special treatment for the few, helping those who would not help themselves, compromising our national security, helping those who had not helped themselves, and turning a deaf ear to the needs of the people. How could anybody argue with a stance so well reasoned? Despite his native Texan twang, he could bridge almost every regional and ethnic gap. He knew that a knish was a perogy, a calzone, and an empanada, that a tamale was a crepe, that chitterlings were derma, and that all of them gave you indigestion. His captivating smile, his immense presence, and his completely average and uninformed view of the world made him the biggest kid in the American schoolyard. "Finally," the voters said when they pulled the Hoak levers just three years before, "a president who will fight our battles for us."

President Hoak's inner circle was ushered into the East Room for cocktails, where they exchanged speculation and innuendo masked as pleasantries.

"You've been a Hoak man for a long time, Leo," the managing director of the investment bank said to the chairman of the integrated steel producer. "What are we doing here?"

"Honestly, Harry, it beats me," said the chairman as the media conglomerate mogul nodded along, "but the president's reelection's only a year away, and it's time to —"

Their conversation was suddenly drowned out by a shrill fanfare and "Hail to the Chief." Resplendent in their creased white pants, the White House Guard entered. All this! thought the chairman of Datacompusoft, and he only takes in two hundred Gs.

President Wade F. Hoak and Vice President Herbert J. Honeycutt appeared at the door of the East Room. The executives burst into spontaneous applause out of as much respect for their offices as they could muster, and began to file out past the president and the vice president, each shaking the First and Second Hands as they walked to the State Dining Room, where dinner was served.

Two hours and several courses later, President Hoak rose and looked out over the gathering. He cleared his throat and stoked his cigar.

"Thanks very much for coming," the president said. "I appreciate your being here, and that you've all kept this meeting low-key. Sometimes I think that the only way to keep a secret around here is to tell Herb Honeycutt about it because nobody listens to him anyway." There was a ripple of laughter as Vice President Honeycutt cheerily waved his hand. President Hoak grinned and continued.

"Well, it's been a little over three years since I took the oath of office, even if it seems like yesterday. So I thought that this would be a good time for us to get together to discuss my plans.

"You know," he drawled, "this isn't a bad job. I've enjoyed lots of the places that I've had the chance to go. I've been pleased to meet all of those world leaders—even the Russians and the Arab types, though you can't trust them as much as you want to. And living in the White House is a pretty good deal. They've got movies here and a bowling alley and a swimming pool. It's not Graceland, but it's home."

He stoked his cigar again. "The rest of it, though, has been pretty close to hell." His guests laughed at this as they always laughed when President Hoak talked this way. It was part of his charm, his public persona. As a noncandidate, his steadfast desire not to be a candidate had propelled him to the nomination. As a candidate, his take-it-or-leave-it attitude led to his landslide election. As president, his indifference to his office was the key to his unbridled authority. His service as chief executive was the Official National Favor. "Sometimes I find this job," he continued, "well . . . depressing. I just can't help feeling the decisions I make are going to determine whether some poor kid—maybe a Mexican kid, I don't know," he shrugged indifferently, "is going to have dinner, or a job or a car or something. I know it's been proven scientifically that if you get a job or a car or something, it's because of how hard you've worked, but it would be a pretty sobering thought if it turned out they were wrong. Sure, you all tell me not to worry about it, and Euraline," he said, referring to his second and current wife, "tells me there's nothing I can do about it anyway. But I just can't help it sometimes.

"And another thing is all those nuclear weapons," he said. "Now I know that to most of you, it's a product that meets a need in the marketplace just like any other. But if you decide you're never going to use them, you guarantee the other side is going to walk all over you, even if we don't know who the other side is anymore. But if there is another side, and if you do use them, the other side is going to use theirs, too, and before you know it, the world is going to look like the barn floor at milking time. I don't want to sound like some folksinging college professor, but it's a frightening business.

"And when it's not depressing or frightening, being president is just annoying. I'm tired of meeting Boy Scouts and Girl Scouts and Olympic heroes and people with diseases. I live in a fishbowl and I'm surrounded by Secret Service agents. I have to wear a bulletproof vest that makes me sweat like a pig. I have to fly everywhere and you know how I hate that. I've forgotten how to balance my checkbook, and how to light a barbecue. I'm sixty-two years old and, frankly, I don't need it. Particularly since Euraline won't be sixty-two for twenty more years yet. Sure, making history is interesting work, but the fact is, we can't all be Nixons. And after three years, I can safely say that I'm not."

He contemplated his cigar smoke. "Before the last election, you fellows came to me with a problem. You said there was going to be a Democratic president and a Democratic Congress and pretty soon the country was going to be run by lesbians and people on Prozac. You-all came to me and said, 'Wade, you've got to run.' Well, you got what you wanted. The party's intact, we've won the White House, and you even let me have Herb here to help me run the show.

"So this is the way I see it. We had a deal. You wanted me to keep the country out of the hands of a bunch of liberal whale-huggers and I did it. Well, it's three years later and the country's in fine shape. But I don't like being president, and Euraline doesn't like being first lady. Hell, Euraline doesn't like being any kind of lady. So from where I sit, I can only see one solution."

He sucked in a chestful of air and paused.

"I quit."

Silence filled the room. President Hoak's guests were stunned. Some of them began to chuckle, convinced this was the latest instance of President Hoak's unique approach to leadership.

"Don't laugh," President Hoak insisted. "You've all known from square one how I felt about this job. Look at the bright side. I've served three full years, so Herb here is eligible to finish my term and serve two terms all on his own. He'll have nine years to do whatever it is that you-all want him to do." He paused and swept his eyes over the tables of his assembled guests. "Trust me on this, boys. I'm out."

The small trickle of nervous laughter yielded to the subtle sounds of coffee cups, cordial glasses, and silverware being set down on plates. It wasn't a joke. The realization swept through the room faster than inside information. He was—the word crept into everyone's mind at the same time—serious.

"There's only one remaining point," President Hoak continued. "I came to Washington with a minimum of capital, if you get my drift. And what I've got today might have been enough for me and the ex, but it's not enough for Euraline. So I'm going to need a bankroll. I'm not going to be a TV commentator and I don't want to join any boards of directors. I'm not smart enough to write a book. Heck, for that matter, I'm not smart enough to read a goddamned book. So I'm going to need some money. I figure there are a hundred of you here, and you're all from big companies, so if each of you could raise $500,000 for me, that would give me $50 million. I could make do on that."

He rubbed his palms together, happy to be past the hard part. "So that's the story. We've been real friendly so far, you and me, and there's no reason we can't be friendly some more. The folks out there love me, you know—hell, everybody loves me, don't they? And right now they love you, too, 'cause we're all buddies," he said with a dangerous grin. "You guys see what I mean? There's only one good way to settle this thing. So what do you say?"

America's corporate leaders are regularly called upon to make immediate decisions. It's lonely at the top, where the buck comes to rest and the bullet must be bit. But questions plagued them. Could a president simply get up and quit? Could the office of Jefferson and Lincoln be vacated for a life of endless summer vacation? Could the president be paid off for his efforts? Would the payoff be tax deductible?

President Hoak was right: America loved him and, therefore, his friends. What's more, if he was intent on quitting, he would probably find his money somehow. If it didn't come from them, there would be hell to pay later. But could he be allowed to walk away with $50 million in full view of the public?

They had bought presidents before, but they had never sold one.

Warren Weddington, chairman of the largest financial institution in the country, rose from his seat. His peers looked up at him, their breaths held tightly. He moistened his lips, prepared for the bullet's bitter taste, drew his shoulders back, and looked up at President Hoak.

"No problem, Wade," he said. "We appreciate everything you've done for us."

"Spoken like a gentleman, Warren," President Hoak said, the smile never leaving his face. "We can work out the details in the morning." He reached for his glass and raised it as he spoke. "To President Honeycutt."

They rose as one. "To President Honeycutt."







 

Chapter One



And it is my pleasure to introduce to you," said the pastor of the Walcott Falls Lutheran Church, "our neighbor, our friend, and our representative in Washington, D.C., Congressman Ezra T. Wheezle." A round of applause wafted through the autumn air as Congressman Ezra T. Wheezle (D.-Pa., 4 C.D.) rose and walked to the podium. A banner stretched across the top of the band shell behind him:

WELCOME!

WALCOTT FALLS INTERFAITH LEAGUE PICNIC

WALCOTT FALLS STATE PARK



Congressman Wheezle gave the audience a practiced appreciative smile for as long as seemed appropriate, and then began to speak. Having nothing substantive to say about any of the issues of the day—the Falkland Islands, budget-busting tax cuts, the unforeseeable decline of disco music—and speaking to an audience with no collective interest save the fact that their churches held their picnics on the same day, Congressman Wheezle chose to speak about freedom and government. In particular, he decided to speak about the freedoms that allowed people such as them to come to picnics such as this and listen to representatives such as him. It would be grave if they forgot the value of these freedoms, he warned, although there was no evidence that they intended to. As for government itself, Congressman Wheezle emphasized his support for it—not big government, the bad kind, but good government, the kind that he personally favored. It was the kind of government that cared about the average person and built projects like the Walcott Valley Water Supply System that provided that average person with cheap power, drinkable water, and parks such as this one. "This is the kind of government that I am proud of," he said. "It was my personal privilege to have championed the congressional decision to build the Walcott System and this park," he said, reinterpreting the transaction in which he had bartered his support for an African coup d'état in exchange for the appropriation for his local project. "And it reminds me that government can work if we want it to."

"There's a girl drowning in the river!" an excited voice shouted from the back of the crowd by the riverbank.

Congressman Wheezle muttered to himself. He never failed to be surprised by where and when hecklers showed up. "If you'll excuse me, my friend," he said, leaning possessively into the microphone, "I'd like to—"

"There's a girl drowning in the river!" the voice repeated.

"Excuse me, Congressman," said the pastor, "but I think a girl is drowning in the river." Congressman Wheezle looked up from his notes, craned his neck to see, and bit his lip pensively. If the girl drowned, it would put a pall over the entire affair, with which he unfortunately would be associated. And if she drowned, how exactly should he respond? He snarled and wondered whether better staff work might have anticipated this contingency. But, then again, the incident could warrant congressional hearings on the safety of federal water projects. He could move the hearings to Walcott Falls. His attitude began to improve.

Congressman Wheezle pondered as all eyes turned to the river. A small girl had fallen in and the current swept her out to the middle. Suddenly, a young man jumped in and stroked frantically to catch up to her. In a moment he was near enough to grab the girl's dress and gathered her in his arms. Rolling in the white water, he tried to bounce against the rocks and, by luck and a series of caroms, came up against a lodged tree trunk, pinned above the rushing water.

Some men in the crowd formed a chain, and a man with a rope around his waist finally reached them and passed them into the arms of the waiting crowd. The girl was quickly given to her anxious parents. Her rescuer, actually just a boy himself, was barely out of the water when he was whisked up to the stage, his hair plastered over his forehead in strands, to stand next to Congressman Wheezle. He looked to be about twelve. He had an intelligent and pleasant face, and wore an understandably bewildered expression.

"What's your name, lad?" Congressman Wheezle asked.

"It's Lenny Keeler, sir," the boy, water slowly forming a pool around his feet, replied politely.

"Well, you're a very brave young man, Lenny. You've done a very brave thing."

"Thank you, sir," the boy said.

"Stay right here with me," Congressman Wheezle whispered to the boy and put a fatherly hand on his shoulder. "I'm sure that we all feel the way I do right now," he said, turning back to the audience. "And what I feel is pride, intense pride, that a young person in our community has the stuff of which heroes are made. This young man has just given us a perfect example of what our country stands for, each of us working to help the other. Ladies and gentlemen, won't you join me in a round of applause for a wonderful young man from our own city, Lenny Keeler." There was a wave of applause and Lenny's dripping hands were suddenly clasped by beaming clergymen of every denomination, none of whom offered the boy what he wanted most in all the world, a towel.

Fifteen years later, Lenny Keeler sat at his desk in Congressman Wheezle's office. The girl had moved away five years after Lenny saved her, when he was a high school senior. Her father had worked at the railroad switching yard, but the railroad, acquired and reorganized by the federal government, was reacquired by the company that originally disorganized it so as to necessitate its subsequent reorganization, and the switching yard was shut down. Lenny, on the other hand, graduated from college with an interest in politics and the public good, and knew who to call.

Lenny was Congressman Wheezle's legislative assistant, which meant he was in charge of matters of substance, a notably unrewarding job given Congressman Wheezle's decided lack of interest in substantive matters. He worked closely with Congressman Wheezle and Jeff Monge, Congressman Wheezle's office director, an overreaching young carnivore of thirty who handled all matters of backroom politics (in which Congressman Wheezle had a decidedly strong interest). Jeff Monge agreed with everything that Congressman Wheezle said and disagreed with everything somebody else said. As a consequence, his opinions always corresponded with those of Congressman Wheezle, who gave him high marks for political judgment. Among his duties as office director, Jeff took note whenever the three bells rang to indicate that a congressional vote was taking place. He would then ask Lenny what the vote was about and how Congressman Wheezle should vote, information he would share with Congressman Wheezle, who would exit the private door of his office, take the elevator to the basement, take the underground tram to the Capitol, take the Capitol elevator to the House floor, ask Speaker Rollo Plank (D.-Oh., 10 C.D.) if he was voting the right way, vote, backslap for a few moments with his colleagues, and return to his office by the same route.

Congressman Ezra T. Wheezle (D.-Pa., 4 C.D.) was a small man with sparse gray hair waxed over a balding dome, well past sixty but animated by a certain nervous energy, who smoked too much and wore expensive suits and starched shirts to shore up a rotting frame. He was the second most senior Democratic congressman on the Committee on National Economic Affairs. It was a situation that led naturally to wanting to be the most senior Democratic congressman on the Committee on National Economic Affairs, and, therefore, committee chairman. Becoming a chairman was a goal that called for almost endless waiting and Congressman Ezra T. Wheezle took up the task with relish. He chose the Committee on National Economic Affairs not for intellectual challenge or parochial interest, but because its existing chairman, Congressman Senior Younger, Jr. (D.-Id., 1 C.D.), was seventy-eight years old when Congressman Wheezle first arrived in the Congress, and had been in the Congress for forty-two years, more years than Congressman Wheezle had been alive. His departure, therefore, appeared imminent.

It was a strategy that would have worked had it not been for the fact that, thirty-six years later, Congressman Senior Younger, Jr., was 114 years old and had been in the Congress for seventy-eight years, still more years than Congressman Wheezle had been alive. Other congressmen veered from membership on his committee, having come to see his age as fool's gold not worth the mining. Congressman Wheezle waited it out nonetheless, convinced that somehow a 114-year-old man was bound to screw up.

Congressman Wheezle's plan, however, had a second flaw. He was about to be voted out of office. Changing economic winds were eroding the base of foundries, hearths, and loading docks that made up his district, and a trend toward the right had emerged in an electorate disgruntled by hermaphroditic teenage musicians, steadily shrinking paychecks, and Americans taken hostage. Congressman Wheezle had seen the polls and knew that a viable opponent could end his career with voters who were coming to like their laissez-faire straight up.

Lenny worried about that, too, partly out of self-interest and partly out of what remained of his conviction that Congressman Ezra T. Wheezle was a better agent for good in the world than whoever might take his place. It was a sentiment to which he clung despite ever accumulating evidence to the contrary. Congressman Wheezle's reelection, he knew, was going to be a problem. And it was the reason Lenny was summoned one afternoon to Congressman Wheezle's office.

Lenny entered to find Congressman Wheezle at his desk with Jeff in front of him. A young blond man sat on the sofa next to a heavyset man in a blue pinstripe suit. The first was Steve Lowry, The Speaker's point man, a political troubleshooter dispatched whenever the affairs of the party were in disarray. Congressman Wheezle nodded Lenny toward a chair, and Steve Lowry began to speak. "Ezra, I've brought Buddy Youngblood along from Message Concepts in New York, one of the leading political consulting firms. The Congressional Campaign Committee has signed up Buddy to help out on the campaigns of selected senior members, and you're very high on our list."

"Is Ezra in trouble?" interrupted Lenny.

"No," Steve Lowry said, "but we regard the fundamentals in Ezra's district as a problem." He spoke so quickly and forcefully that it took Lenny a moment to understand that his answer was yes. "Ezra's demographic base has been changing. Walcott Falls isn't a mine, mill, and foundry town anymore. It's about computers, services, industries of the future.

"We can appeal to that base. Don Green, in fact, is a voice for them," he noted, referring to their party's presumptive candidate in the upcoming election against President Hoak, although everyone present knew Hoak was going to be tough for anybody to beat.

"Nonetheless," Lowry continued, "we can't afford to run a mill town candidate in a high-tech election. And we have to consider Congressman Wheezle's age. Sixty-four isn't old, but it dovetails poorly with the demographics issue, and puts us at a disadvantage with Congressman Wheezle's opponent, who really isn't old. So we need a strategy that makes Ezra's age and experience a plus. That's why we've asked Buddy to come in today."

Buddy Youngblood moved to the edge of the sofa as Lowry retreated into it. He was the best media man The Speaker knew, a chubby, double-chinned man of fifty with graying, frizzled hair. He had a moist jowly face that he dabbed with a small pudgy hand. He had rocketed his way through advertising, starting with paper towels and laundry soap, moving through vaginal preparations, soft drinks, and automobiles, until the only thing left unsold was people and, rising to the challenge, he became a campaign consultant. "Thank you, Steve," he began. "My firm, Message Concepts, has been asked to outline Congressman Wheezle's reelection campaign." With that he rose to his feet and began walking about the room.

"With all due respect, Congressman Wheezle is old, slovenly, knee-jerk, and sexually unappealing. But that view of the situation doesn't tell us what to do about it. That's where Message Concepts fits in. So if you don't mind," Buddy continued, oblivious to whether anybody minded, "let me talk a bit about Message Concepts and how we see our work.

"Why do you use the media?" His eyes swept the room. "You use the media to distinguish your product from its substitutes. The closer the product to its substitutes the greater the need to draw a distinction. The more things are the same, the more you have to prove they're different, whether it's a product, service, concept, message, deity, or sentiment. Many are called, few are chosen. Three car companies, two soda companies, one elected candidate. The only real question is how to differentiate what you're selling from what everybody else is selling."

He had their rapt attention. "Let me tell you something, gentlemen. Advertising directors, media consultants, and campaign managers have wasted billions of dollars and thousands of hours of their valuable time trying to figure out a product's distinguishing characteristic. Even more time and money have been squandered inventing meaningless differences, and then actually building them into the product itself, in the hope that a trivial distinction would trigger waves of decisiveness in the minds of the public.

"At Message Concepts, we find that approach futile at best and pitiful at worst. Product design is the last refuge of the unimaginative. There's no need to change the product. All you need to change is what you claim the product does. The public has enough on its mind already without you adding to it. It doesn't need advertising that instructs it to want new things, it needs to be told how to get what it already wants. It doesn't want new ideas, it wants the ideas it already has figured out. If you can figure out what the public wants, there's no need to give it to them: telling them that you have it is just as good."

Having outlined this basic proposition, Buddy pushed forward. "Now let's consider Ezra. He's old when everybody else is young. He's liberal when everybody else is conservative. He's low-tech when everybody else is high-tech. His opponent is young, handsome, dissembling, and a latent crypto-fascist. He's obviously going to do well on television. His advantages are so compelling that he would walk away with this election if he weren't making the mistake of running on the basis of who he is rather than who the voters want. We are going to beat him because we've figured out what the public really wants, and we'll convince them we've got it, even if we don't."

Lenny looked about the room to see if anybody else was as confused as he was. Congressman Wheezle sat impassively in his chair. Jeff sat with one eye on Congressman Wheezle, waiting to see what Congressman Wheezle's, and thus his own, response would be. "The important question then becomes," Buddy Youngblood continued, "what kind of a candidate does the public want? I can answer that question with three words: dependability, familiarity, and convenience."

Lenny looked up, incredulous. "Are you saying that people judge candidates the way they judge fast food?"

"Precisely!" Buddy Youngblood said, delighted that somebody had expressed his point with such economy. "That's exactly what I'm saying! A candidate has to look dependable, seem familiar, and be convenient. Say all you want about war and peace, prosperity and tolerance; voters still pick candidates the way they select a convenience store. Is it dependable? Is it familiar? Is it convenient? That is exactly how our system works. People elect representatives so that they don't have to get involved; the same way we have frozen foods so they don't have to cook, and calculators so they don't have to add. Civilization is a history of substituting things for effort. The American colonists didn't fight for the right to make their own laws. They fought for the right to pick somebody to do it for them. They fought for the political right to be consumers." Buddy Youngblood paused, moved by his own vision.

"That's how we intend to build Congressman Wheezle's campaign," he continued, "on these three traditional American values: dependability, familiarity, and convenience. And this is the cornerstone of that campaign, the idea that expresses it best." Buddy Youngblood unzipped a large leather folio and extracted a campaign poster. It was a black-and-white photo of Congressman Wheezle looking congressional. Underneath, in large red letters, it said:

WHEEZLE!

HE'S A CONGRESSMAN . . .

SO YOU DON'T HAVETO BE!



Buddy Youngblood gleamed. "This," he said, "says it all."

Lenny stared at the poster. Steve Lowry looked at his watch. Jeff looked at Congressman Wheezle. Congressman Wheezle sat mesmerized with his feet up on his desk, his hands folded in his lap, and a cigarette dangling from his lips. There was a long silence. "You know," he said slowly, "you may really have something there, Buddy." He lowered his feet to the floor and sat forward in his chair, all eyes upon him. "Isn't that exactly what we're trying to say?"

"I think you're right, Congressman," Jeff chimed in. "It has a really good feel to it."

"I'm glad you feel that way, Ezra," Buddy said. "In fact, I want everyone on your staff to feel that way, because we see them as a major asset in the campaign. You see," he said, addressing the room at large, "the fact that Congressman Wheezle is a congressman with a large staff becomes a compelling advantage when you ask people to vote on the basis of who looks more like a congressman. A large staff is so . . . congressional. People may legitimately wonder if Congressman Wheezle's opponent will ever have any staff at all. They have no assurance that a new guy is even going to get a desk and a telephone. But Congressman Wheezle has all those things, and that's a big advantage for us.

"Ezra," he said, turning back to Congressman Wheezle, "you're going to have the most advanced campaign that any democracy has ever seen. Once we get in gear, you could go to sleep on Labor Day and wake up reelected in November," he said with satisfaction.

Congressman Wheezle looked up and smiled. "That's the ticket," he said, sitting back in his chair. "Maybe I will." He lifted his feet onto his desk and leaned back in his chair until its wheels skidded out from under him, sending him to the floor with a crash.







 

Chapter Two



For Dr. Burton Horton, being chairman of the Department of Geophysics at the South Florida Institute of Technology was an exercise in personnel management. First, he had to convince the assistant professors to teach extra courses and work for minimal pay in the hope of receiving tenure. That part was easy, since most assistant professors arrived at the South Florida Institute of Technology hoping to receive tenure and were willing to do virtually anything to get it. Second, he had to tell the assistant professors who had taught extra courses and worked for minimal pay that they were not going to receive tenure, given the university's extreme financial duress and its freeze on new tenured positions, and to point them toward career opportunities outside education (which would eliminate any future contact with them). Third, he had to convince those assistant professors who successfully appealed their tenure reviews and were promoted to associate professor that they should forgo im med iate raises and provide extensive university service in the hope of becoming full professors. Of course, the associate professors readily acceded to this request. Finally, he had to inform those associate professors who had been promoted to full professors that they would not be given large raises or easy teaching assignments. The full professors did not like this, but accepted it when they realized that they probably would be unable to bring their tenure and rank to another institution. Dr. Horton dreaded having these conversations, since telling people that they could not have what they wanted seemed to put them off. But transacting his chairmanly responsibilities was a price worth paying for his chairmanship.

Dr. Horton was about to work the second stage of this sequence on an assistant professor named Dickie Vanderhaltz. Dickie Vanderhaltz was a tall young man with an impressive carriage and unmistakably American good looks—blond hair crisply parted on the left, clear blue eyes, a strong chin and nose, and thin lips that formed a rugged expression. He was thirty-two years old, older than most of the other assistant professors in the Geophysics Department, having spent nine years in graduate school pursuing his Ph.D. He had failed his Ph.D. exams twice, formulated several dissertation experiments involving volcanic heat transfer that provided no results of scientific value, and lost his fellowship money after failing to produce his dissertation on time. He finally wrote one after spending two years in the Icelandic hinterlands taking ground temperature readings during a period of volcanic activity, including the grim day he lost his only companion, a stray dog named Vulcan, to a lava flow.

He obtained his position at the South Florida Institute of Technology by inducing his dissertation chairman to provide Dr. Burton Horton with a recommendation based on pity rather than merit. Once at S.F.I.T., he discovered that there was little interest in the geophysics of volcanic heat in a state dominated by swamps and flatlands. He persevered nonetheless, attending stultifying conferences, presenting uninteresting scientific findings, and writing for geophysical journals inept articles that were not accepted.

Dickie did not merit tenure nor had he the guile to get it. Dr. Horton was therefore doubly frustrated that Dickie's general ineptness would also make it difficult to recommend a career opportunity outside academia. It would have to be a clean kill.

Outside the window it was springtime in Florida. Mosquitoes the size of dragonflies and dragonflies the size of sparrows bounced against the windowpane. Dr. Horton diverted himself with the morning's mail. It contained a variety of announcements concerning new books in geophysics. Most of these he threw away. As chairman, he had no need to collect books and no desire to read them. There was a memo from the dean of science requesting course schedules for the coming semester by the fifteenth of the month. It was now the eighteenth of the month, so he threw that away, too. There was a memo from the academic vice president, reminding him that tenure-recommendation decisions for assistant professors were due at the end of the week. He exhaled deeply and looked at his watch. Dickie Vanderhaltz would be in to see him in fifteen minutes.

The return address on the last envelope in the stack read: Metkovich, Earth Sciences, M.I.T. Metkovich was the chairman at M.I.T. and he enjoyed talking about M.I.T.'s various geological programs. He didn't enjoy talking about the work being done at less prestigious institutions, like Dr. Horton's.

He opened the envelope. Metkovich wrote that he had received a sizable grant from the National Association for Physical Science allowing him to select several young graduate students or faculty members in the physical sciences for Public Policy Fellowships. The recipients would receive a stipend to serve on a congressional committee or in the office of a congressman or senator. Nominations, Metkovich wrote, should be sent to him immediately, along with letters of recommendation.

Dr. Horton burned as he read the letter. He had proposed such a program several years before but was told that funding was not available. That plagiarizing bastard. Dr. Horton was contemplating how much he loathed Metkovich when his concentration was interrupted by Dickie Vanderhaltz, who appeared at the door.

"Come in, Dickie," Dr. Horton said, and extended his hand toward a chair in front of his desk.

"You asked to see me, Dr. Horton?" Dickie said, seating himself.

"Yes, Dickie. It's time for us to talk about your relationship to our department and this institution," he said by way of introduction. "You've been with us for—"

"This is about my tenure review, isn't it?" he interrupted.

"Well, yes, Dickie, it is," responded Dr. Horton. "I've given the matter a considerable amount of thought—"

"I'm not going to get it, am I?" Dickie asked.

"No, you're not," Dr. Horton agreed. This was going to be easier than he thought.

"I knew I wasn't, Dr. Horton. I knew it all along." He immediately went about defending himself from dismissal using the same tactic he'd used to get his Ph.D. and the recommendation for his first job at S.F.I.T.—unabashed self-immolation in the hopes of mercy. "It was a mistake to have come here, sir. There's no interest in volcanic heat experiments in Florida, and if there were, there are probably plenty of people who could do them better than me. I fully understand your position, sir, I really do."

His self-denigration took Dr. Horton aback. "Don't be too hard on yourself, Dickie. The university is under extreme financial duress and has put a temporary freeze on new tenured positions," he found himself reciting again, "so it's impossible—"

Dickie's eyes began to mist. "I'm sorry. It's just that nothing seems to work out for me." He wiped his nose with his forearm in a sweeping gesture. "What am I going to do?" He looked up, hoping that Dr. Horton might tell him, having no idea of his own.

Dr. Horton looked down at his desk to avoid Dickie's forlorn gaze and his eyes fell upon the letter from Metkovich.

"Well now, Dickie, perhaps I can offer a suggestion. I've been asked to nominate a candidate for a fellowship offered by the National Association for Physical Science. The fellowship allows young scientists to go to Washington, D.C., to learn about the policy-making process. Would you be interested in that kind of situation?" Dr. Horton's enthusiasm for the idea grew as he spoke. Why not make him Metkovich's problem as opposed to his own? The thought of Dickie in Washington, D.C., made perfect sense. It was far away, and he could imagine no better place for somebody who wasn't good at anything. "Frankly, Dickie, I think you could go far with this," Dr. Horton said, cryptically. He retrieved a package of tissues from his desk and pushed them over to Dickie. "Has the thought of going into government ever occurred to you?"

"No, it hasn't, sir," Dickie said as he dried his eyes.

"I'll tell you what," Dr. Horton said enthusiastically. "Put your vita and a publications sample together and let me call Metkovich about it."

"Metkovich? The Metkovich at M.I.T.?" Dickie asked, in awe of the great man's reputation. "Why, yes," Dickie said, warming to the idea. "I'd appreciate it if you did." A smile flashed across his face. Washington, a new place! He had no friends in Washington, but he had no friends at S.F.I.T. either, and at least in Washington he could tell himself he lacked friends because he'd never been there before.

"I really appreciate this opportunity, Dr. Horton," Dickie said earnestly as he rose. "I'll get my materials together as soon as possible." He pumped Dr. Horton's hand in gratitude and left the office. Dr. Horton smiled to himself. He would never hear from Dickie Vanderhaltz again.

Lenny sat at his desk and stared down at the work still awaiting his attention. An empty pizza box balanced atop his wastepaper basket. It was about eight in the evening and everyone else had gone home for the day.

The television droned on in a corner of the room. The Congress was not in session that evening, so C-SPAN was covering a live Col. Cody Clark event. Col. Cody Clark, the evangelical investment advisor, was now on the screen, saving his flock's soul and solvency. "There's a woman sitting in her living room in Topeka, Kansas," he said. "I'm getting a reading from her right now. She is in great pain, and she has had several operations. She hasn't been able to move her right arm for several years, but she will now. This same woman, who can now move her arm for the first time in years, is holding a major portion of her late husband's estate in utility common stocks. But she must sell those common stocks and switch to higher-yield preferreds because of her low taxable income. Yes, Jesus wants us to be spiritually well and financially well, Hallelujah! So let this woman, we pray, Lord, realize high returns and great stability and preservation of capital, Amen."

Lenny looked about his desk for the remote control but couldn't find it. "Ladies and gentlemen," Col. Cody Clark persisted, "let me ask you a question tonight. Let me ask you: why is the free enterprise system like the Kingdom of Heaven? Friends, do you know why? Because those are the only two places you can invest with the expectation of earning a fair return. Because that is what God guarantees us," he said. "Nothing more, and nothing less, than a fair return."

Lenny opened the folder in front of him. On top was a letter to Congressman Wheezle from the Executive Committee of the Committee for Government by the People. The Committee for Government by the People was a public interest group that supported good government in general and themselves in particular. They stood for everything President Hoak stood for but never supported any of President Hoak's proposals, all of which struck them as tawdry sellouts of the principles they so vehemently supported. They criticized most government activities and supported all initiatives to reform them until those initiatives became law, at which time they opposed them. Their unequivocal opposition to all administrations, coupled with their unqualified support for each administration's objectives, cemented the sanctity of their reputations. Toward this end they would raise enough money to buy newspaper advertisements announcing these positions, making sure that enough was left over to pay their salaries, rent their offices, and to write ponderous policy memoranda to influential individuals such as Congressman Wheezle.

The Committee for Government by the People in this particular instance was writing in opposition to a bill that had been directed to the Committee on National Economic Affairs, the equipment-that-doesn't-work tax credit. Enclosed was a copy of the bill itself. Lenny quickly turned through the various Findings and Whereases and tried to find the place where somebody got something. Every bill had a place where somebody got something and no bill was truly understood until Whom and What were clear. He was only vaguely aware of Col. Cody Clark in the background. "Yes, the Lord watches all of us, and in return for our deeds, our investments in holy grace, we are provided with a reward, a spiritual return. The righteous will truly witness God's bottom line. And in return for your prayers, I will recommend for you Patterson-Wylie, a medium-size machine tool company out of Muncie, Indiana, that specializes in microelectronically assisted lathing machines and is now selling at a price-to-earnings ratio of only 6.5 due to strictly transient financial restructuring problems. Act now and be rewarded."

Lenny turned his full attention to the monitor, though, when it began to emit music of dramatic moment and Col. Cody Clark was replaced with a graphic heralding a special report. "Good evening, ladies and gentlemen," a news anchor said from a desk before a blue drape. "And welcome to a special broadcast from the White House." The camera moved in for a tighter shot. "Tonight, we are told, President Wade F. Hoak will make a historic announcement. In a departure from usual procedure, he has not provided us with an advance copy of his speech, so we're just as curious as you are to find out what he's going to say." The news anchor's head tilted slightly as he listened to the voice in his headset. "I understand that he's ready now . . . very good

. . . ladies and gentlemen, the President of the United States, Wade F. Hoak."

President Hoak suddenly appeared on the screen, sitting at his Oval Office desk, smiling his magnificent and widely loved smile. "Good evening, my fellow Americans," he began. "I want to thank you for taking the time to be with me tonight. This is a special night for both of us, for me and you. I'm probably going to surprise most of you with what I have to say tonight. But I want you to remember that nothing I ever do is going to hurt you. You can count on that."

Lenny looked down at the folder on his desk and let his attention slip for a second. President Hoak said something about something being just the point. "I've always felt that if you wanted to be president, you had to take the responsibility seriously," he continued. "You had to want to do it. You had to want to get out of bed in the morning and run the country. And when I took office three years ago, that's how I felt. If there was one word to characterize the Hoak administration, it was determined. We were determined to bring prosperity back to our great nation. And the prosperity we now enjoy is the result of the sound economic policies that my advisors and I have put into place. And let me tell you something, folks," he said. "My advisors are smart guys, really smart guys. But if their advice hadn't worked, I'd have fired every last one of them. I can promise you that."

President Hoak paused and adopted a reflective tone. "Now, you all know why I came here to Washington, D.C.," he said, allowing his audience to forget that he had been a senator for years. "It was because I was determined to fix up the mess that the other party handed us, to clean house. And you all know that I didn't chase this job. But when I was asked, when you, the people, came to me and said, 'Wade Hoak, it's time for you to be president,' I told myself: set yourself some goals, get some determination, and you can be just as good a president as the next guy.

"And I'm mighty proud of everything we've accomplished. We were determined to fight crime, and we're fighting it. We were determined to save the environment, and we're saving it. We were determined to get the cheaters and the loafers off the welfare rolls, and now they're gone. You remember the woman I told you about during my campaign, who was getting welfare benefits and drove around in a brand-new Lincoln Continental? Well, I'm proud to say we were able to get the car back and take her off the welfare rolls, and that woman lives in poverty again today!" He beamed.

"But I'm not here tonight to talk about my accomplishments. What I'm trying to say is that when I took this job, I was determined to accomplish my goals. Well, I've accomplished them. So now what? I could stick around in the Oval Office and be president some more. I could cut some ribbons and sign some treaties and entertain myself, I suppose, but would that be fair to you? I don't think so. It would be like paying someone for eight hours' work when they could get all the work done in four. You've had your fill of do-nothing presidents, and I don't intend to become one. So I'm going to do the one honorable thing that there is to do. I'm going to resign."

Lenny looked up at the television set in the hope that it would have the decency to offer an instant replay to confirm what he thought it had just reported to him.

"I know what you're thinking," President Hoak said with a wry smile. "You're thinking, 'Presidents don't quit.' But why not? Haven't you ever quit your job before? Haven't you ever felt that the job you had was wrong for you, wasn't paying you enough, or was just plain done? Well, my job's done.

"There might be some of you who think I'm just doing this to collect my pension. You know how it is for ex-presidents. They write their memoirs and sit in their big presidential libraries that you, the taxpayers, pay for, and they have Secret Service agents waiting on them hand and foot. Well, I can promise you there'll be none of that for me. I don't want one blessed dime of your money. Why should all you hardworking Americans pay for me when I make a pretty good living as it is? I'm never going to be a burden to you. I promise you that, and you know I keep my promises.

"Vice President Honeycutt will take the oath of office tomorrow at noon. He's going to be a great president, folks, believe me. And after he takes the oath of office and they give him the football—that's the special device that allows the president to begin a nuclear war no matter where he may be—I'll be on my way. It's been nice knowing you, folks. God bless all of you, and God bless America."

And with that, President Hoak was gone.

"Let me turn to you first, Tom Baines," said the news anchor to the commentator. "What's the real message that President Hoak was trying to convey tonight?"

Lenny looked down at the file on the equipment-that-doesn'twork tax credit and closed it. He sat there agape for a moment as the miracle of Constitutional succession acted itself out on the television before him. Then it occurred to him that suddenly, maybe, possibly, Congressman Ezra T. Wheezle (D.-Pa., 4 C.D.) had a chance.







 

Chapter Three



Dickie Vanderhaltz strode briskly down the fifth floor of the Dirksen Senate Office Building, wondering what great adventures lay behind each of its silent oaken doors. This was more than his first day at work, he thought. It was his first day in history.

He stopped and presented himself to the door numbered 654. Committee on Science and Engineering. He fumbled for his letter from Metkovich and compared its contents to the information on the door. He drew a breath, ran his hands over his hair, and squared his corduroy sport coat under his down vest. He shook each leg to fight off the numbness that unfamiliar hard leather shoes had sent climbing up both shins.

He opened the door and entered. A receptionist smiled up at him from underneath a poster advertising Florida vacations.

"Can I help you?" she asked.

"Yes, uh, I'm Dickie Vanderhaltz."

"Yes?" she prompted.

He did not understand why she did not recognize his name. "I'm Dickie Vanderhaltz," he repeated seriously. She looked at him quizzically. "I'm here on a fellowship from the National Association for Physical Science."

"Oh, of course," she said. "Mr. Brock told me you'd be arriving today. Won't you take a seat while I see if he's available?"

"Certainly," said Dickie. He sat and looked about. Opposite him was a door with a sign above it: HEARING ROOM. His imagination swirled with visions of witnesses speaking for the commonweal, gavels punctuating the nation's progress, laws constructed by panels of solons. He inserted himself into the picture. Perhaps that was him, sitting behind the senators, maintaining a vigilant expression. Perhaps that was him, passing a note to a senator, perhaps to Senator Luther A. Moss himself:

"This witness is lying. Ask him if his design for an impervious geological repository for strategic minerals would survive the intrusion of a hot magma formation moving through a sedimentary fault trap on the repository's perimeter."

Perhaps that was him, sitting back smugly, as the witness broke down into a pitiful stammer, confessing that his plan to build a geological repository to store strategic minerals was little more than a hastily crafted fraud, that he might as well have proposed leaving the nation's stores of tungsten, chromium, and vanadium under the front porch for a few summers. "These hearings are adjourned!" bellowed the imaginary Senator Moss as his gavel guillotined the witness's perfidy.

His reverie was broken as a matronly woman of fifty approached him. "Dickie Vanderhaltz?"

He nodded.

"I'm Elsie, Hugh Brock's secretary," she extended her hand, confident in her authority.

"Who is he?"

"Mr. Brock is the staff director. He runs this committee."

"I think I'm here to see Senator Luther A. Moss," he said apologetically.

The woman acted as if she hadn't heard him. "Would you come with me?" she said and turned and opened the door before Dickie could open it for her. He followed her past a confusing sequence of corridors, bookshelves, Xerox machines, and secretarial stations to another door. She opened it and poked her head in. "Dickie Vanderhaltz is here," she said, and then turned back to him. "Go right in."

Dickie entered and saw a man of forty with an unforgiving expression rise from his desk. The American flag and the flag of the State of Florida flanked the window behind him. "I'm Hugh Brock," the man said. "Welcome. Won't you sit down?" Dickie sat himself in front of the desk.

Hugh sat down rigidly, as if his reflexes were about to be tested. For Hugh, life was a series of tests. He was the product of a military academy as a youth and had spent several years in the service on board a submarine. "His temperament would be unaffected by prolonged confinement," his psychological record reported coyly, and so off he went for three submarine crossings of the Arctic Ocean. After his requisite years of service he hastened to Washington, where Senator Moss gave him a job on the committee. By the end of the year he looked down on the world as staff director.

He smiled at Dickie. "We're always very pleased to have a physical science fellow on staff. Were you a colleague of Dr. Metkovich?"

"No, I'm from the South Florida Institute of Technology."

"Of course. Florida. Our chairman's home state. Well," he said, reasserting control of the conversation, "let's talk about the things that we do here. Have you ever been involved in government before?"

"No," said Dickie apologetically.

"Did you vote for President Honeycutt?" Hugh asked. "Nobody voted for President Honeycutt."

"I meant for President Hoak," Hugh said.

"Oh. Well, I didn't vote in that election." He saw Hugh's eyebrows rise. "But I certainly would have voted for President Hoak, though, if I had voted."

"Good, good," Hugh said. "I'm glad to hear it." He looked at his watch and decided that he had undergone enough formality. "Now, you're going to have to learn the routine here. But, first, remember this," Hugh offered, throwing back his head and addressing the soundproofing dots on the paneled ceiling above him. "Politics is at once both very simple and very complex. The first principle is always the same: keep your old friends and make some new ones."

Dickie had a hard time following what Hugh said, but he agreed. If politics meant having friends, he was all for it.

"We always work on that first principle of politics: we keep our old friends and make some new ones, groups of like-minded people whose interests parallel our own. You'll be doing lots of new things with the committee," Hugh assured Dickie, "but keep the first principle in mind and you'll be fine. Your work, of course, will be designed to take advantage of your background as a scientist and your specialty in . . . what was it again?"

"Geophysics," Dickie responded.

"Of course," Hugh said. "I can't recall, offhand, a project that we have in that area right now," his voice trailed off as he ransacked his memory, "but oil and gas are always important and they're geological, aren't they?" Dickie nodded in agreement. "Good, then. Let's get the show on the road, shall we?" he said as he picked up the phone. "Would you ask Miriam to come in here, please?" he said. He hung up. "I'm going to ask Miriam Moskowitz to join us," he said, having just done so. "Miriam's a valuable member of my staff. If you have any questions, Miriam will take good care of you."

Dickie was pleased that somebody would take care of him and wondered if Miriam Moskowitz would be the first friend he would get and keep. In a moment, she entered. She was taller than Dickie expected, about thirty years old. She wore a gray flannel suit, white blouse, and black shoes. She was attractive, almost pretty, with dark hair that curled to the bottom of her neck, and dark brown eyes that studied Dickie as intently as he was studying her.

"Dickie is a geophysicist with us under a fellowship from the National Association for Physical Science," Hugh told Miriam. "I'd like you to take him around the office. There's that desk next to yours in the back room behind the galley. Why don't we put Dickie there?"

Miriam nodded in agreement as she cursed under her breath. She had planned to have the properties office remove that desk and then rearrange the remaining furniture to annex that space into her own. She clenched her teeth and looked at Dickie, the interloper. "Sure," she said with a forced smile.

"Very good. Dickie, welcome aboard," Hugh rose and shook Dickie's hand. He tried to retract it but Dickie gave it a few extra pumps to signal his commitment. Dickie walked backward a few steps and said, "See you later" to Hugh, who did not look up as Miriam followed him out.

"Did you work with Metkovich at M.I.T.?" she asked as they began to walk.

"No," he said. "With Burton Horton at S.F.I.T."

"Where?" she asked, passing a row of dividers and leading him into the galley where most of the senior committee staff worked.

"South Florida Institute—" Dickie was saying when he looked up and saw Miriam already beckoning him from the other end of the galley.

She opened the door into a second room. It was cluttered with old furniture, bookshelves, file cabinets, and stacks of reports, papers, and newspapers. Two desks faced the window on the left. Miriam walked over to the far one and gestured toward the other. "This one's yours," she said. Nearby were a set of bookshelves, and a chair. He sat down at his desk and looked out the window. The view was of another wing of the building, an endless white wall with a matrix of windows like his own. Across the top of the window was a ribbon of blue sky. A dying plant had been left on the sill.

He dropped his knapsack on the desk and took off his down vest. His hands ran over the flat of his new desk. "What do I do now?"

Miriam had already put some papers in front of her in a studied effort to look busy. "I'll give you some background materials on the things the committee's doing this session. Did you ever hear of the equipment-that-doesn't-work tax credit?"

"What's the equipment-that-doesn't-work tax credit?" Dickie asked.

"It's a bill that gives companies a tax credit if they give equipment that doesn't work to colleges and universities."

Dickie considered for a moment. "We're against that, aren't we?"

"Oh, no," Miriam answered. "We're against tax loopholes. Tax loopholes force the many to pay taxes for the few. But the equipment-that-doesn't-work tax credit isn't a loophole. It's a legitimate incentive that supports colleges and universities. We're all for legitimate incentives. And our support for colleges and universities is unqualified."

"But don't we need the tax money to balance the budget? Aren't we for keeping the federal budget in balance?"

"What's that have to do with it? We're definitely for keeping the federal budget in balance. The budget deficit is the most pernicious economic force in our country today, even if we don't have one. After all, the budget deficit is linked to the trade deficit and the savings deficit."

"It is?"

"Of course it is. All deficits are related."

"They are?"

"Until somebody suggests otherwise, it's unambiguous."

"Then what are we going to do to keep the budget balanced?"

"Senator Moss is for strong action."

"Is Senator Moss for cutting spending?"

"Without a doubt, except for science and technology." "Then what programs would he cut?"

"None in particular."

"But how can Senator Moss be for cutting spending without cutting any particular program?"

"Easy. Everybody else is. Why shouldn't he?"

"But if you're for cutting spending you have to cut something!"

Miriam looked at Dickie and shrugged. She studied the vest and knapsack lying at Dickie's desk. Instead of an easy chair and a tree in a tasteful planter, she was going to share her office with a down vest, a knapsack, and a geophysicist. He was an imposition in every sense of the word, an affront to her framed Monet print and bountiful hanging plants, a denial of her efforts to expand not only her office space, but her career with the committee. For Miriam, the point of sitting in the back room was to sit in the front room. And now she was presented with a back-room challenger. She knew how these things went—biology professors came to Washington on one of these science fellowships and became deputy staff directors; physics professors became defense issues experts before taking jobs as lobbyists.

She resolved then and there that Dickie would not beat her into the front room. It was only a matter of time before one of the people out there went somewhere else; everybody went somewhere, sooner or later. But what if Hugh were impressed by the new man, with his advanced degree in—what was it?—geophysics? After all, he had been a professor at the South Florida Institute of whatever it was, hadn't he? He had to have something upstairs, even if it wasn't immediately apparent what that might be.

She would have to be careful, she thought. She could never give the appearance of trying to sabotage him. But she had invested three years preparing for the day when a new job would open up for her. She certainly wasn't going to let a science fellow stand in her way. She looked his way and felt the slightest twinge of pity for what was going to happen to him.

It was nine o'clock: the morning light came in through Dickie's window at the Science and Engineering Committee. Miriam was busily returning her phone messages. She had divided her stack of messages into two piles. The first pile contained messages from the people to whom she wanted to talk. She put this pile aside for later. The second pile were calls that she did not want to return. She returned these calls immediately, before the callers arrived at their desks. If they then called her back during the morning, she would return their returned calls during lunch, when they would be out again. She repeated this procedure until they stopped calling. You could learn plenty just watching her, Dickie thought.

Dickie had only been with the committee for a week and a half, but his desk and work area were already as cluttered as everybody else's. Before him sat stacks of Congressional Records, hearings transcripts, and appropriations records. Next to him lay technical and scientific journals. On top of the journals sat lists of witnesses for committee hearings. Atop these lists sat memos from Hugh asking him to prepare questions that Senator Moss could ask if he were awake and interested. Atop these memos were drafts of statements for Senator Moss, giving his views on the state of America's readiness in the area of particle acceleration; on providing more funds for upgrading and maintaining the nation's particle accelerators at those educational institutions with particle accelerators but without the means to upgrade and maintain them; on building new particle accelerators at those educational institutions that did not have particle accelerators but were capable of upgrading and maintaining them; and on dedicating new graduate fellowships to address the imbalance between the projected widespread availability of particle accelerators and the unavailability of students interested in doing particle accelerator research.

"Umm, excuse me, Miriam," Dickie said as he leaned over toward the next desk, "but could I ask you a question?"

Miriam's smile clicked like a switchblade. "Sure, Dickie, what's the problem?"

"Well, I've got all these things to do. I just don't know where to begin."

"I see the problem, Dickie," she said sympathetically as she swam toward the smell of blood. "Let me ask you this: what are you here to do?"

Well, that was a good question. He had come to Washington, he told himself, to gain valuable insights that would allow him, a geophysicist, to fathom the workings of public policy. Actually, he had come because he had been fired at S.F.I.T. and dumped in Metkovich's lap, but he had managed to forget his life at S.F.I.T. in the intoxicating rush of his new Senate career. As his memory reprogrammed itself, he became a geophysicist Minuteman who left the comforts of blackboard and faculty lounge to answer his nation's call—a scientist-patriot, a spokesman for the colleagues he had forgotten he never had. "Well, I guess I'm here to be the resident scientist."
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