The last time she felt this way was the day the moon smelled of flowers. As she leaned into the motion of the bus, the conversation behind her escalated.

“How many times do I have to tell you that dogs don’t THINK – aren’t capable of stringing two thoughts together anymore than that idiot, Mike in Accounting!”

Mumbling from the pal. 

“If dogs could think, do you really THINK they would hang out with US? For the three hots and a cot – and they aren’t even getting hot food unless you are one of those old folks who cooks whole chickens for your dog. If you were a dog, wouldn’t you be living free in the country somewhere, catching rabbits and bedding down in the bushes instead of dozing in a stuffy living room stinking of cigarettes and beer with a television blaring in a language you barely understand and certainly don’t give a rat’s ass about?”

Mumbling.

“Look, I know it sounds like the life of a homeless person but it is what dogs WANT! Not to be locked up, obeying orders like a slave.”

As the bus lurched to a stop, she woke from the notion of freedom under the bushes and pushed through the crowd lounging on the steps of the back doorway, just squeezing through the door as the crosswalk light changed necessitating a return to her early morning stupor as she zoned out on the corner.

Glancing across to the Starbucks in front of her building she noticed the pigeons relentless working the tables and wondered if they slept peacefully in bushes or buildings, enjoying their freedom from corporate responsibility. Eating crumbs did not appear to meet the nutritional standards of a bird, any bird – much less a plump bird like these, but perhaps they spent the afternoons in the square feasting on flower petals or the delicate greens growing on the balconies of Chinatown.

She resumed her life, crossed the street, and entered the offices of Jackson, Jackson, and Hooligan, Textile Artists at Large. Having always wanted a sunlit atelier overlooking the world’s most loved city, she thought it only fitting that her first assignment took her to a magic place each and every day – WORK. Designing fabric swatches for men’s shirts may not seem terribly important (unless, of course you are a banker for the World Bank participating in a conference on releasing women from subjugation in third world countries by funding businesses based on the concept of renting cell-phone time to people living without electricity or running water.) These bankers NEED just the right mixture of cotton and polyester to produce results – or at least profit – or at least that is what she was working on convincing herself.

Testing the limits of human creativity involved sitting quietly at her desk, alternately staring at the windows of the buildings across the street and imaging who was staring back other than the most obvious of the gargoyles and the occasional pigeon and doodling randomly on the computer with assorted subdued shades of traditional menswear colors. 

The fun began when the monkey in the cubicle next to hers stuck his head over the divider and crowed “SHOES – SHOES – we get to design SHOES!”

Not even for a moment did she take him seriously – after all, how could he know that she had long dreamed of taking the place of that little old man somewhere in the Midwest who made all the skates for the world class figure skaters. Can you even imagine how cool it would be to have a job where you were the only person in the world who was capable of producing a product on which the fate of International Skating Events depended? 

OK, he worked in his basement which didn’t look like it had any windows, and he certainly didn’t appear to be rich and famous even though he was booked (or shoed) years in advance. But he was Important. Well. Maybe not as important as Blahnik – certainly not as well known to the readers of Vogue – it is all relative.

Peering down at the black clogs she had on (purchased on her sister’s insistence that everyone was wearing them) had finally broken in – two years to work out the stiff spot on the right front band where it caused a bruise on the top of her foot for the first two years, even though she had thought to herself, every time she wore them that if she just took a few moments and worked the leather in that one spot – not like a cave woman tanning a hide with her teeth, but just held it between her hands and jiggled that bit back and forth for a couple of minutes – they would have fit two years ago. Not that fit was ever in issue when it came to making a fashion statement.

Could she bring herself to design for the fashion conscious youth – or was the intended audience to be the high-heeled pitch-women of fashion – the secretaries, no, make that Administrative Assistants, that graced the offices of every building in America – the ones with small salaries and enormous wardrobes of the latest and greatest. Having become a firm believer in fit, form, and function, comfort with a capital C – would she be able to imagine life teetering on the stiletto heels of today’s fashion maven facing the world with a toe pointy enough to score concrete. 

Then again, as a textile firm, the rumor (since that is all the monkey head next door ever came through with during the moments of contact they shared) might mean something like shoes made from leaves or cobwebs wadded  and painted with glitter for the latest window dressing at some fancy-scmancy store. Does Saks still exist? What happed to the Magnin stores – the stuffy I. and the hipper but sillier J.?  Excursions to Ross may produce results in terms of sheer volume and a closet full of silk tee-shirts but is hardly the place to go for a sense of what is happening at the heart of fashion.

As she glanced out the window and noticed the fog was beginning to burn off, she decided to take a mini-break from the design process and check Amazon for a couple of books. Waiting for the torturously slow boot process, she fiddled with the scrolling wheel on the mouse and slipped her right foot in and out of the black leather clog a few times while doing a clenching her stomach muscles. Who said you couldn’t get a good work-out a few minutes at a time?

The picture of her husband standing proudly in front of his baby-blue Mercedes convertible in the center of her computer screen made her smile as it always did. Never thinking he could save enough money for a Datsun B2-10 much less a Mercedes (they ARE better than BMWs – aren’t they?) she was more than a little surprised when the $100 raffle ticket he purchased at the grammar school fundraiser had netted him a “new” car. The repair bills were enough to finance a membership in the yacht club, but she had to admit the surprised looks on the faces of the neighbors when it appeared – and re-appeared in front of their apartment building was worth the cost. For now anyway. 

Check the email, read the headlines over at msnbc.com, unwind with the mental gymnastics of ordering a few books at bn.com and then never complete the order. Feeling the headache starting in the back of her neck, she reached for her water bottle (from the pitcher with the filter that lets you know when it needs changing without any tiresome record keeping) and took fifteen swallows – might as well finish a quarter of the bottle and get it over with unlike her friend, Marilyn, who takes the tiniest squirt every few minutes until you are ready to slap her and say “Drink already!”

A car horn blaring just below the window reminded her it was probably a good time to stand up and take a bit of a movement break. Do a few one legged squats – who says you have to go to the gym every day? Try not to fall out of the clogs while squatting, wish they had the little leather straps on the back that can go either around your ankles or fold forward over the front of the clog – wonder if those are even made anymore. Just be happy these clogs don’t have those awful staples along the sides. 

She headed down the hall wishing she would encounter someone new in the office, someone looking a bit like Clark Kent or maybe Bon Jovi – old, but not too old, kindly, with a past – but more of a History than a Past. And why is “past” one of those words that makes less and less sense the more you look at it? 

As usual, the hall was empty although the clicking of keys led her to believe that someone, somewhere was getting some work done – too bad for them, don’t they know ten o’clock is break time? Fortunately she was dressed warmly enough to brave the outside line at the coffee vendors and managed to snag the last of the Extremely Butterly Shortbread Cookies (they deserve an entire store of their own – All Shortbread – All The Time) to go with a cup of way-too-hot, over roasted java. The thought of over-roasted coffee beans ticked the circuit in her brain that reminded her of the possibly pending shoe contract.

Flexing her toes in their clogs, she wondered if her feet had grown over the summer – something about five month of lounging about in sandals and flip-flops with no support seemed to lead inevitably to ever-so-slightly larger feet every fall, leading to the purchase of more shoes – not a bad thing as long as the too tight shoes are sent immediately to the thrift store bag at the back of the closet and moved out to new homes as soon as the bag was full.

“Dennis! Hey Dennis – did you get the job?” 

The bicycle messenger interrupted her reverie  as he skidded to a stop at the table next to hers, slamming his shoulder bag to the ground and dropping the balloon tired bike close enough for her little toe to flinch with the imagined injury. At least he was good looking in a grungy, artiste sort of way with  maroon spiked hair and ear plugs the size of quarters. Wonder how long it took to stretch the holes that big? And wouldn’t it be interesting if you could suspend something inside the holes like a little wind chime – or even fill it side to side with a golden spider web – one tiny spider blowing out the back on the thinnest gold thread as he flew down the street on his bike.

“Dincha see the paper? They picked some chick, Dude.”

“ Bummer.”

She flinched, still unable to grasp the dictum that youth must have a language of its own, no matter how lame. Do they talk like this on MTV? Not having cable has its advantages.

Bike Man slumped in his chair, revealing a tattoo on his lower back of a panda. She couldn’t help but consider its significance in light of the recent negotiations with China to bring a breeding pair of pandas to the local zoo which were being fought vigorously by a group called Citizens Against Slavery – EVER. Their protests had nearly shut down the downtown business district as they, wisely, massed in front of every bank involved in trade with China and in front of every business using animal products in any form. She had amused herself that afternoon by counting the number of protesters wearing (what appeared to be) leather shoes or belts – and stopped counting at one hundred – it was too easy. 

Her coffee had chilled in the morning breeze and lost its immediate charm, the cream congealing on the side of the paper cup, and the sugar still stuck in shiny bits to the edge of the rim. Stuffing her eco-friendly brown paper napkin into the cup and crushing it, she made the short lob to the open topped trash bin - so much nicer than the cans  with the hinged swinging doors covered with the grime of the ages and graying blobs and drips of mysterious goo.

Edging around Bike Man’s personal transport, she glanced at the headlines through the scratched plastic of the paper rack before turning into her building and was reminded once again of the full rich scent of like in the city as the odors of corruption and fetid death wafted from both the sewer vent at the end of the gutter and the front page of the dally paper.

“PRESIDENT To Be Chosen Today…In the first national election to involve all adults, members of the Electoral Collage will convene today to select the new President, the first to be selected randomly from a list of all US citizens over the age of 35 with an email address. Designed to eliminate the rampant abuse of the electoral process, which had been hijacked by special interests (read Big Business and Big Bucks) in the closing years of the twentieth century, the new system promised to focus on the needs of average citizens. The two year term would still maintain consistency of process by allowing the House and Senate to be populated with two members from each state – one drawn from a list of self-proclaimed “politicians-by-trade” and the other being selected from the same email address lists used to find the new President. 

She allowed herself a small fantasy – being Chosen, getting the huge salary for two years (not to mention the cushy lifetime health benefits – wonder if the President of the Free World has to pay a deductible on his dental insurance or if the dentist is so happy to have him as a patient it just gets written off?) Having a personal chef and never needing to dust or clean a sink…surely the White House staff does everything including lay out your clothes the night before. Walking in the Rose Garden, meeting celebrities, trips on Air Force Once and Again with the little bags of M &Ms with the Presidential Seal. 

Of course there would also be a lot of boring foreign policy decisions – surely the Joint Chiefs of Staff and the CIA give you a list of answers – errrr, suggestions. But then again, didn’t she always have an opinion of her own after listening to the commentators gnaw on the issue for a couple of hours on Sunday morning. How much worse could her opinion be than that of the consummate professionals who were always being castigated on the Op Ed page no matter which way the decision was presented.

“If I were the dictator,” she thought as she circled up the old marble stairs secure in their mustiness, “things would be different.” Stopping to catch her breath at the landing, she leaned into the railing and did twenty-five push-ups. Ever since Bernie the building maintenance man had reassured her of the railings intrinsic stability, she enjoyed the sensation of pumping up her upper body without having to take time out to trek to the gym or get down on the floor (ick!) 

Danissa, the receptionist glanced at her as she let the heavy glass door fall shut behind her.

“Logan is looking for you – something about a new project afoot.” 

Please, oh please don’t let the monkey be right – she so did not want to be designing shoes. The very thought of fabric shoes brought back memories of the displays of shoe dye in the supermarkets of her childhood – visions of shiny satin shoe worn by bridesmaids and prom-goers (neither of which she had ever had the misfortune to be.) Plain and simple beige shoes tarted-up with apple green or hideous pink paint to match the Dress for The Event – shoes that were then retired to a box in the back of the closet, on top of a stack of never-to-see-the-light-of-day clothes for losers, right next to the stack of boxes filled with dried corsages from embarrassing first dates and, if you dug deep enough, maybe even a slightly crushed box with a see-through plastic window containing a chocolate Easter bunny with one ear bitten off, its flesh drilled full of holes by the mysterious chocolate-eating closet bugs.

Plopping herself down in the chair, she realized that either her glasses needed to be cleaned, necessitating a trip to the ladies room, or she needed to scrub the rounded ridge at the front of her Microsoft Natural keyboard because, while she advocated never resting your wrists on the wrist rest while typing, clearly Someone was resting their wrists because the two dirty half-crescents were too disgusting to ignore a moment longer. 

How much work does one actually do on the boss’s time – or dime as the case may be? Is all of this fidgeting considered the creative muse inaction? Does the lack of an immediate deadline (immediate in this circumstance is defined as with the next hour) mean NOTHING in the work realm will get accomplished until a deadline materializes? She pondered the nature of work while cleaning her lenses, considered getting contacts, and wet a paper towel to attack the keyboard with while glancing in the mirror. Remembering how much time she must have spent in front of a mirror in high school – how else to explain her intimate knowledge of every pore – she considered adding a fashionable parrot red streak to the front of her hair where the white streak was starting to develop but stopped herself with the idea that science really needed to invent a pill that would make your hair become different colors as it grew – eliminating the annoying problem of the roots always being a different color.

Faced with a clear and renewed vision of life and a clean keyboard she checked her personal email – carefully using webmail – not a good idea to clog up the office mail program with The Good Clean Funnies, even though the textile arts list might be called work related. As was often the case, the Thought for the Day was worth a second look, so she printed it and taped it to the back of her monitor so her infrequent visitors would have something to comment on – or at least think she was wittier than she herself did.

The ringing phone interrupted her reverie.

A voice she did not recognize (and in retrospect, it should have been a much stronger voice – more of a deep, solid Sean Connery without the accent – instead of the Don Johnson, ever so slightly wimpy voice that it was – a voice that may as well have been the voice of God or god or Goddess, the voice told her she had been chosen the first president of the new government.

Chapter Two

Fortunately she had cleaned out her desk and her computer last month when one of her co-workers threatened to report her to the head Mojo for sending a particularly interesting screen saver (fireworks – enough exploding carnations and shrieking whistles to really get your fill of fireworks) to Jim in the mailroom. Jim had set the fireworks to play at full volume and it had scared the bejusus out of Ms. Friendly Co-Worker when the first rocket went off and she had her back to the computer. After an afternoon spent thinking of unusually inventive and untraceable ways to get even, she had realized her future may not lay in a textured universe, spent the rest of the week throwing out the poorly crafted certificates she had collected from the company awards dinner every year, dumped the accumulated email boxes – saving only the ones relating to benefits and enrollment timetables (just in case), and emptied her drawers of every item that could even be considered the least bit personal. 

After all, if you were considering beating a hasty retreat- errrr, quitting either suddenly or with the standard “I’m taking all my vacation days and then not ever coming back…” you would not want to have to stop at your desk and toss your spare deodorant, toothbrush, and half pound of raw peanuts into your already full purse. 

She had limited her theft to one roll of scotch tape and one each of all her favorite colors and sizes of Post-It Notes. 

Wondering if this would affect her ability to make presidential decisions, she turned to her email inbox as she had been instructed and, opening the missive from whitehouse.gov, she printed out a copy of her schedule for the day – the day that would start in fifteen minutes when Real Life began. Wishing she still had the bag of peanuts and acutely aware that it was time for real food, she could only hope her new job would start with a ride in the limos one sees on Entertainment Tonight – not bottles of champagne in a little refrigerator, but maybe some really nice fruit and cheese. Croissants would be nice with a lot of butter – but wheat made her bloat.

Wonder how they would handle picking up her clothes, and husband, and life – she hadn’t paid to much attention to the details of the new administration other than thinking whoever won couldn’t do any worse than the last ten presidents even if they served the same gods – Moola and Hype. Does anyone’s life really change after an election? Campaign promises always sound good but the checks that appear, months later in the mail never seem to buy lasting peace or even a big screen TV unless you find one on sale the very same day you have measured the width of the shelf so you are sure it will fit AND you have someone in the building who can carry it up the stairs for you.

A confusion of voices coming from the reception area caused the Monkey’s head to pop up over the cubical wall – clearly waking from a nap, he glared at her and she wondered if her new powers included the use of the words “Off with his head.” Probably not although if put to a vote, it would be more likely to pass than – well, what was that last Amendment they tried to cram in?

Men in Suites started filling the hallway and the first one to break from the pack introduced himself as SomeOne Special – a fuzziness had started to fill in the spaces behind her eyes and she was conscious of wanting to tug on the back of her sports bra to pull it down just a little and wasn’t there a reason she had not worn these pants in a long time – was there something wrong with the zipper. 

She seemed to remember seeing him on the news – appointed by a special commission of the House and Senate as the liaison for the new president. His eyes were too far apart – was it too close together or too far apart that was a bad side – fetal alcohol syndrome or just squinty, pig meanness. Fortunately his smile (big white teeth, front two just a little longer than the side ones, and ever so slightly crooked) brought her focus back to the intelligence and warmth of his overall presentation. 

“Are you ready to go, Ma’am? We have a very full schedule today…”

Trying not to look foolish, she hoisted her bag – the expensive, designer bag big enough for two checkbooks, lunch from home, water bottle, magazines to leave in the reception area, books to return to the downtown branch library, and a couple of half-wrapped Hershey’s Kisses if she dug deep enough. And the prescription pain pill in a tiny baggy left over from her last dental surgery that she carried around just in case she got one of those really awful headaches that started in the back of the neck and wrapped steel bands across her shoulders – wondered if the Secret Service was going to search her bag or they would be going through one of those inspections points at the airport – wondered and tried to relax her shoulders.

“Your advisors and family will be meeting you at the airport and we will fly to Washington for the swearing in ceremony before Congress this evening.”

The rules, as she had skimmed them over before registering to vote last year when the new system was instituted – the rules had required everyone to re-register in order to participate in the new, non-party process. In addition to name and address, you had to list five people you wanted for your advisors. They had to be US citizens or she would have put the Dalai Lama at the top of her list – you couldn’t go wrong with someone that calm on your side. Trusted family members probably would have been chosen by most people – it was an long standing joke with her husband that they would have to change their names and leave town if they ever won the lottery – or just go ahead and give all the money to his feckless sister.

She had spent one rainy Sunday afternoon mulling over her choices as she had often planned how to spend the million dollars she was going to win in the lottery. While she considered listing her sister, as much because she wanted to pull her out of her latest series of miserable relationships, she finally decided there would be no point in having an advisor who simply mirrored her own ideology. Not having kept in touch with the rest of the family meant casting her net a bit further along the great pathway of relationships. Television has promoted the idea of your co-workers being your extended family, and she had certainly learned how to feign interest in their stories of babies and boyfriends, ailing parents and runaway cats, she preferred to keep her private life quiet and shared her most intimate thoughts with only the night.

Husbands and wives were not allowed the dual role of official advisors and she realized hers would be most happy scamming for a ride in a fighter jet or checking out the Secret Service’s special weapons locker. Maybe she could send him out to find new wilderness areas. For a moment she wondered if he would have more fun being First Husband – then she remembered she LIKED making decisions – as long as she got her own way, that is…and she assumed the President got her own way most of the time.

As she settled herself in the limousine – some sort of big black car, she never had been very good at auto identification but assumed it was an American vehicle even though a Mercedes limo certainly sounded plusher. At least it wasn’t one of those silly stretch jobs you saw thirteen year olds renting for birthday parties. No one on the sidewalk had paid the least bit of attention to them, but, as a faithful watcher of Entertainment Tonight, she suspected her time of anonymity would be coming to a screeching halt after tonight nationwide telecast of the swearing-in ceremony. Wonder what the kids who made fun of her in eighth grade would be thinking. Assuming they remembered her at all as she had certainly tried to forget them and done a darn fine job of it if she did say so herself.

Assured that food would be forthcoming when they arrived at the airport (special VIP lounge maybe – that would be fun) she spent a few minutes worrying furiously about her new job. Having a vague memory of the New Rules, she didn’t think she would have to send the nation to war should the occasion arise – a joint committee from the House and Senate had been empowered to meet the Joint Chiefs of Staff (hoping she would not be asked if she could name any of them and secretly praying there was some truth to the story that someone stood next to the President at all times whispering the name of the next guest – she had never had a knack for remembering names, in fact, never even made much of an effort. Once she had seen a name in print a few times and had heard an interesting enough story to make a connection to the name, it would be easy to remember just don’t make a lot of introductions without printed name tags and fascinating anecdotes.

She wasn’t foolish enough to think people would like her anymore as President of the United States than they did now – which was to say, she did not go out of her way to look for companionship in her free time. Chit-chat was a learned response as far as she was concerned, useful at work to kill little awkward moments (people didn’t REALLY think you were interested in the health of their aged and ever-ailing mother did they?) But she had learned to make the polite noises even though she was in her late thirties before she realized she could take the offense and, with enough well-paced inquiries about their kitties and kidlets, she need never answer any personal questions about herself. Not that she didn’t think she had accomplished some interesting and perhaps even difficult things in her life, it just didn’t seem right somehow to talk about them, as if it were bragging. Life is not a self-help television show.

The Suits had asked for a short list of guests she would like to see at the ceremony and hating to make a fuss, she had kept it short to the point of being curt , not to mention she didn’t want to disrupt anyone else’s life the way hers was surely spinning out into the ozone of new experiences. Her sister, who happened to be going through a nasty divorce (roll model for most of  Middle America),  the lady at the dry cleaners – older, mom-like in the sense that she was further down the path of experience but still related the journey as a friend rather than a parent, parents tending to be a bit more patronizing to their children; and the college instructor who introduced her to the great Existential writers so many years ago. They hadn’t really kept in touch, but she had seen the professor’s name mentioned in a book review column recently so it was easy enough to assume she was at the same university.

She wondered if they would come.

SomeOne Special cleared his throat and she realized they were all looking at her. She wondered if she should be more entertaining, start a conversation, or something. Hopefully SomeOne Special would speak up when he needed to as she was used to being along with her thoughts. 

“Ma’am? We’re approaching the airport and I’ve arranged for your husband and guests to meet us at the plane. We should be airborne shortly for the four-hour flight. I’ve also taken the liberty of having a selection of clothing put on board in case you would like to freshen up.”

She assumed he meant new clothes and assumed the old jokes about the FBI knowing everything about you including your shoe size must actually be true. Thank heaven they hadn’t asked her husband to pack for her – he was a last minute packer at best and seemed to think shorts were warm enough for all but the most arctic conditions. While she was clear about which was her favorite pair of jeans  (the most faded ones with the frayed edges – the ones she wore when she wanted to feel especially good about how she looked, in a hip, world-traveler kind of way) she would have bet money that her husband had absolutely no idea which pair was her favorite and probably would have packed one of the three pairs of trendy hip huggers she had recently purchased, succumbing to the dictates of fashion.

As the car made a final turn into the airport she could see they were heading out to a runway in the far corner – the older part of the airport where the clumps of marsh grasses sprouted seagulls and white plastic trash bags along with the occasional heap of stones and broken bits of wood and metal. The piles looked like renegade building materials awaiting use by enterprising squatters. She didn’t see any signs of life today.

A little smattering of applause broke out as she hoisted herself out of the car, having stiffened up on the ride. Something about being in a car full of strangers had caused her to make the whole ride sitting stiff and prim like a waxed dummy in the seat instead of her usual squirming, shoes off, one foot up on the dashboard usual passenger mode. Her hips ached just a little and she thought again about the pain pill in her purse and wondered if she should flush it once she got on the plane. Of course the plane was probably some kind of totally secure system where every drop of weight was accounted for…probably not a good place to try to loose something. 

Happy to see a security person waving a metal wand over everyone waiting to climb the stairs to the plane, she was glad she didn’t have a metal plate in her head, although it would have been great for those days when you really needed a built in excuse to fall back on. Wondered for the thousandth time if the rules had changed about ending sentences with prepositions. Seems like she had read somewhere that it was allowed now.

Focusing on the small group by the stairs she was happy to see her husband, knew he would want to kiss her hello, and hoped she could dodge it because she always felt odd kissing in front of strangers. Good thing he was so affectionate – it probably made her look like a nicer person than she really was. His hug was warm and encompassing and she leaned into his neck for a little sniff. There was something endearing about the intimacy of smelling the neck of a loved one, nuzzling that spot behind his ear, planting a tiny secret kiss. It was good to have him here for the adventure. 

The lady from the dry cleaners was standing off to one side looking stunned. Surprised to see her surrounded by what looked to be family members – short, dark husband and a couple of tall, college-aged children. Wondering if she was excited or resentful to have been chosen. Brought back to the moment by HUNGER, she turned abruptly and tugged at her husband, figuring if she made a lunge for the plane everyone else would follow. 

And so they did.

Flight attendants were out of their seats and busy setting up lunch before the plane had stopped climbing. She assumed the rules were different up here – after all, the plane looked more like a glorified rock star’s RV with the emphasis on spacious seating and individual rooms. Hoping her husband wouldn’t ask for a beer this early in the day, she tried to make eye contact with one of the attendants and failing finally gave a little wave which immediately brought two of them running.

Fortified with a large glass of milk and assured the turkey sandwich would be ready momentarily, she opened the folder SOS had given her in the limo when she had asked what was going to happen next. Leather bound, gold lettering (her name – cool! Oh, cool probably wasn’t the cool word to use anymore. She would have to see if she could get a list of more sophisticated or at least current terms to impress the world with – of course, who was she kidding, she had trouble impressing herself, much less the world. Her stomach gave a lurch as she contemplated the enormity of her position.

“Remember” she thought to herself, “You’re doing it for the lifetime pension and the cushy medical benefits. Yes, you will do almost anything to avoid speaking in public but the President has a speech writer to spout all the witty remarks and you get to read them off the teleprompter – how bad can it be?” And the perky young lady who drifted over at that very moment made her think that it might be very bad indeed.

Introducing herself as The Head SpeechWriter, the Writer pushed her tiny, trendy black glasses up against her tiny, trendy nose (which was already turned up just the tiniest bit) and gave a blazingly fast soto voice resume ending with a short list of the chi-chi – or is it sheesh-sheesh publications for which she was often called upon to do op-ed pieces. Indicating her willingness to pen some remarks for tonight’s swearing-in ceremony, the Writer requested a short list of topics and paused, clearly eager to be one of the first to learn the new President’s agenda.

Looking around the cabin for her husband, she realized he had not returned from his trip to see the pilot. She sighed, asked for a yellow legal pad (they all seemed to carry one) and fishing a favorite rubber-barreled, fine point black pen from the cell phone pocket in her purse began to write.

Chapter Three

The Goals of My Presidency

No more fines for overdue library books – surely libraries were funded with property tax monies not fines. 

Would like to disallow the keeping of pets but don’t think that one would fly.

Freeze property taxes at the amount they are when you buy the property (this is for the old folks.) When the property is sold, then the tax goes up to the current valuation.

Fix the IRS marriage tax penalty – that one had always seemed just plain stupid – especially in a country that made such a big deal about the sanctity of marriage.

