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​ “Can we count on
your vote for Joe Biden?” Katie’s voice was mirthful and friendly,
a song on agreeable ears.

“You sure can young lady!” said the
homeowner leaning out of his front door, taking a political
pamphlet.

“Take two!” said Tanner, his large white
teeth all in a row. “One for you, one for that stubborn
conservative uncle who is on the fence!” The three of them laughed
together at that, and after ensuring another democrat vote, Katie
and Tanner moved onto the next suburban front door. And the one
after that. And the one after that.

By mid-afternoon Katie and Tanner were
getting further outside of the city’s main suburbs. The area they
were assigned to canvas ran from the southeast side of Jacksonville
down into the rural areas of the county, out in the woods. The
people in the boonies were, as anticipated, not so receptive to the
young couple’s political advocacy.

“Well, aren’t you a pretty little thing,” a
leering local man said, slack-jawed. “But not much for brains, are
you?” He laughed, his yellow teeth behind cracked lips. “Why in the
hell would I vote for a damn liberal like Joe Biden?”

“Well sir,” Katie jumped in, ignoring the
untoward remarks, “Joe Biden has a healthcare plan, an education
plan, he’s- “

“Oh save it,” the man rolled his eyes, “you
one of those beta liberals too, boy?” He was looking at Tanner now,
his eyes piecing the young boyfriend and girlfriend together. “You
just gonna let your woman walk around saying this crazy shit about
feminists and queers? Dress like that?”

“We don’t use that sort of language, sir,”
Tanner stumbled.

“What sort of language? Feminists?” the
local man replied.

At another home, one of the rural residents
seemed almost afraid of the young woman with the purple in her
hair. “I ain’t coming outside,” the woman said through the crack of
her door. “A group of that damn antifa been burning rebel flags.
How do I know you ain’t antifa?”

“I assure you we had nothing to do with
those burnings,” Tanner said as sweet as he could. “And we are not
antifa. Look! No mask!”

The woman closed the door in their face and
Katie and Tanner moved on.

“If I have to see one more of these inbred
rednecks look you up and down,” Tanner huffed, “I’m going to
freaking kill somebody.”

“Just relax, honey,” Alicia rubbed his thin
arm as they walked into the next yard, “we’ve only got a few more
houses and then we’re done. Done until next year!”

“You shouldn’t have worn that skirt today,”
he ignored her silver lining, “or that top. These hicks out here
have no respect for you or me.”

“Excuse me, Tanner?” Katie’s voice changed
on a dime, gone was the jovial tune. Her eyes narrowed and she
stopped walking. She stuck a finger in his bony chest and exploded,
“don’t you ever fucking dare to tell me how to dress. Do you
understand me? You have no right to tell me a goddamn thing so
check your male privilege, little boy. Or I will dump your ass so
goddamn fast it will make your little white boy head spin. Do you
understand me?”

Tanner agreed meekly, cowering from the red
rising in his girlfriend’s cheeks. Her small but perky cleavage was
dotted with sweat, the shirt she wore mostly see-through,
especially at the breasts which revealed a blue bra beneath. The
skirt was denim, and it rode just a breath past the bottom of her
plump ass cheeks. Stitched on the left back-pocket was the insignia
for Black Lives Matter.

It was hot under the Florida sun when Katie
and Tanner walked the long dirt driveway to a house tucked back
behind the trees. A Confederate flag hung limp in the still air,
held to a makeshift flagpole of wood and nails. The summer was
noisy with insects and bird call, and as they approached the front
porch a chorus of dogs erupted from somewhere behind the home.

“Maybe we should leave,” Tanner said,
reaching for Katie’s arm.

“We have to see if someone is home first,”
Katie walked ahead, “every vote counts, Tanner. You should know
that by now.”

Tanner followed his girlfriend up to the
screened-in porch.

“Hello?” Katie’s sweet song resumed, “is
anyone home?”

The dogs barked back, then a voice from
inside came sudden and aggressive - “Shut the hell up!
Shut the hell up!”

Tanner flinched at the sound of the man
shouting. Katie stood steadfast at the screen door, determined and
unmoving, pamphlet in hand with that disarming smile plastered
across her face.

“Who the hell is it!” came the voice again,
angry and masculine. The front door to the house swung open and out
stomped the owner, approaching the screen door with an outstretched
arm before flinging it wide to face the disturbers of the
peace.

“Who the hell are you?” the man asked.

He stood 6’6 if he was an inch, and his
shaved bulbous head glistened with the Florida humidity. His chest
breached the white t-shirt he wore, like a barrel breaking the
surface of water. His arms were a muscled sea of colors and lines,
too many tats to count. His eyes burned fierce warning, even as
they searched the young girl’s body in front of him.

“Hello sir, we are with the Jacksonville
chapter of Democrats,” Katie sharpened her gorgeous smile, “we
wanted to know if we could count on your vote for Joe Biden on
November 6th this year?”

The man stayed silent, a small smirk
cracking his hard features.

“We, um,” Tanner’s voice broke, his arm
extending with a pamphlet in hand, “we have some information here
if you’d like some…more, um…information.”

The hard man’s eyes flashed at the boy for a
moment before returning to the blue haired liberal girl.

“We’d be happy to talk with you as well, if
you have any questions about Joe Biden’s policy and campaign.”
Katie gave it all her perk, standing straight with eyes
forward.

“Well now,” the hard man spoke at last, the
southern twang of his voice like sugar in tea, “how and the hell
did two libtards like you find yourself at the door of a
god-fearing, country-loving patriot, such as myself?”

Though Katie and Tanner expected this sort
of ideology out in the boonies, they were none the less surprised
by its bluntness.

“We’re canvassing for the Democratic party,”
Katie said through clenched teeth, trying her darndest to ignore
the insult. “And we’ve come a long way to talk with you. So, if you
have a few minutes, we’d be happy to- “

“We can also come back at a better time,”
Tanner interrupted, “you seem busy.”

“Don’t interrupt- “

“-her”

Katie and the hard man froze awkwardly,
speaking at the same time and saying the same thing.

“Don’t interrupt me,” Katie shook off the
cringe, “I was speaking.”

“Yeah, beta boy,” the hard man warned, “let
your libtard girlfriend finish what she was saying.”

“There’s really no need to speak like that,”
Tanner mustered, trying to meet the gaze baring down on him, “no
need to be so insulting.”

“Do you need a safe space, liberal?” the
hard man chided, “too fuckin’ bad. You’re on my goddamn property.
Get the hell off if you don’t like it.”

“Let’s go,” Tanner said, eyes welling with
tears, “he’s told us to leave so we’re leaving. This is
pointless.”

“I didn’t say you had to leave, girl” the
man chuckled, leaning in the doorway of the porch, and making no
attempt to hide the direction of his stare. “I’d be happy to sit
down and chat with you about anything you’d like.”

“If you give me fifteen minutes and an open
mind, I think you’ll love what I have to say about our presidential
candidate,” Katie bit her lip and stood on tippy toes, swaying
slightly forward. “But you need to be nicer,” she finished, “we’re
not here to insult you.”

Tanner’s posture slouched, defeated.

“Well come on in then, kids. I’ll show you
around the place and you can show me…whatever it is liberals show
people.”

The democrats followed him inside.
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​ Cool air blasted
the couple as they followed the man into his house. The sweat on
their bodies chilled and Katie shivered as she passed into a
kitchen.

“My name’s Trevor by the way,” he called
over his shoulder, “I can read so I’m assuming from your name tags
you’re Tanner and Katie.”

“You’ve got a good eye,” Katie flattered
him.

“That ain’t all I got that’s good honey,” he
grumbled.

Tanner pulled up the rear as the trio walked
from the kitchen into a homely living room, furnished with leather
couches and a love seat. On the walls were assorted Confederate
flags and buck skulls. A shotgun hung above the mantle.

“We can talk out back unless it’s too hot
out for you soft liberals,” Trevor laughed, sliding open the glass
door that led into the backyard. “Dogs are locked up on the side of
the house so don’t piss yourself when they bark, Tanner. Tanner.
What kind of fuckin’ pussy name is that by the way?”

“I’m not going to stay if you’re going to be
rude, sir,” Tanner said, stepping into the backyard and standing
beside his girlfriend. “As a matter of fact, I think we’ve
overstayed our welcome, I think we will just be going.”

“Oh ain’t that sad?”

“No, we will not be,” Katie interjected. “I
promised this man fifteen minutes of our time and we will be
patient and moral and…”

“Blah blah blah,” Trevor rolled his eyes,
crossing his tatted sleeves across his wide chest. His smile was
goofy but charming. “More liberal nonsense.”

Tanner watched the two begin their argument,
mostly made up of Katie explaining condensed versions of policy
while Trevor rolled his eyes or lazily molested her body with his
stare. Standing in the heat, Tanner couldn’t help but notice the
way Katie had inched closer to Trevor as they spoke. She tended to
speak with her hands a lot, and often her fingers splayed and
pointed directly at Trevor’s chest. The man’s bulbous bald head was
streaked with sweat, and occasionally he wiped it away with the
palm of his hand.

“This is MAGA country, baby,” Trevor
flirted, his lips always on the move. “Don’t need no damn Joe Biden
muckin’ up the works. Puttin’ all these silly ideas in your pretty
little head. Your boyfriend here, he’s a cuck too?”

“So insulting, Trevor,” Katie sighed,
exasperated, “I’m trying to have a reasonable discussion with you.
What is it specifically you prefer about Trump to Biden?”

Trevor stood on tip-toes, his height ever
more ridiculous, and craned his neck as if to look at Katie’s
back.

“I’d prefer to see that little skirt you got
on from the other side,” he smirked.

“You’re sexualizing me, Trevor,” Katie said,
dropping all pretense of good manners. “Which isn’t surprising
since your president is also misogynist, not to mention racist and
transphobic. If you would open up and give new ideas a chance, you
might see that you’ve been influenced by the media and raised in a
white privilege society.”

“So yer’ a damn feminist to boot?” Trevor
rolled his eyes and took a stroll through his backyard. It was
littered with old car parts and rusted mowers. A shed hung
dilapidated against a tree on the back of the property. Forest
encroached on every corner. “You crazy feminists say you hate men
till you need one. Shit. Whose gonna protect you little lady?
Tanner? Don’t make me laugh!”

Katie glared at Tanner who stood hunched and
alone in the stranger’s backyard.

“Are you going to say anything, Tanner?” she
asked annoyed.

“What?” he said meekly.

“He’s insulting you and you’re just taking
it…stick up for yourself already!” she pleaded.

“That liberal pussy ain’t gonna do shit,
darlin’” Trevor guffawed. “Look at his puny little arms and bird
chest. Why do feminists always date these guys? Is it cus’ yall are
gay but not gay enough to be with a woman? I don’t rightly get
it.”

“Why do men with large muscles and cocky
attitudes always vote Republican?” Katie shot back.

“What you got against guys with large
muscles?” Trevor flexed, showing Katie the backside of his arm and
the bicep bulging there. “And if I’m cocky it’s because I got the
cock, darlin’.” Trevor squeezed the bulge in his
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