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In these strange times, two movies inspired and motivated me to write this novel. “A Face in the Crowd” (1957) and “Mr. Smith Goes to Washington” (1939).

Both movies are about national politics in the United States.

“A Face in the Crowd” scared me.
“Mr. Smith Goes to Washington” gave me a spark of hope.

Table of Contents

DEDICATION

Prologue

1 - The Meeting

2 - Class War

3 – BIRTH of a screenplay

4 - SATURATED Sheets

5 - summer

6 - Think baseball

7 - the push

8 - election ‘26

9 - post-election holiday

10 – a message from maga

11 – security blanket

12 - Senate Life

13 - on being who you are

14 - sacramento fundraiser

15 - neighbors

16 - story time

17 - Economic restoration

18 – The Ritz escape

19 - primary plans

20 - Democratic primaries

21 - The performance

22 - security

23 - the running mates

24 - the campaign trail

25 – the rural initiative

26 – 72 hour rest

27 – two debates?

28 – renewed pride

29 – dodger staduim

30 – the final push

31 – the count

32 – the speech

33 – home

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

1 - The Meeting


[image: ]


Looking out on 10th St. waiting. A woman is knocking on the window. She’s trying to get someone’s attention in the restaurant to acknowledge her for a handout.

It’s a brisk spring day in Sacramento, the woman’s breath fogs the window, and John turns his attention towards the entrance of the Grange. A familiar figure hurries through the corner door, steps in and turns his gaze towards John.

Eric is always late, but friends ignore these minor flaws because of what one might be in for once he settles in and meanders through his many passionate ideas and speeches. The close friends hug.

“Who are we visiting today...oh, sorry...Hi buddy, how’s your morning going?” 

“Good morning, Eric...great, Don Whitsell”, John replies.

“Perfect! I want to ask him what the fuck is Leland thinking by allowing those farm workers to be rounded up. What is this... 1933 Germany!” 

Eric blasts at John like he couldn’t wait to pick a fight.

“Dude, we can’t go in there with that as an opening line. Don with throw us out before we get anywhere with our pitch about the midterms.”

John counters.

“I know, but I can’t stand the direction we’re headed with this immigration disaster in our backyard. We’re supposed to be the beacon of freedoms in this country, and this seems like we’re weak and cooperating with this lunatic.”

“We must talk Don into getting us a seat at the table with the governor and his staff. This is all smoke and mirrors to cover the big move by the elites in this ‘Big, beautiful bill’ he’s about to get passed...it’s got us all looking here one day, there the next, while the uber-rich plan to clean up...did you read what’s in that bill? This is about class, my friend, a class war with a Hitler-type puppet at their beckon call.” 

“John, I want to see our party crush these idiots in the midterms and afterwards, the right will be willing to listen once this all backfires.” 
Eric motions to pound his fist but hesitates as the server approaches.
“Is it save to ask what you fine gentleman would like? The cappuccino and black coffee are on their way. You Ok Eric?”

Sarah, our server, always seems concerned about Eric, John thinks its love, but everyone seems to fall in love with his Jimmy Stewart-George Clooneyness.

Eric’s demeanor softens. He turns to her and orders his usual lumberjack breakfast, half goes to the woman outside, and John’s regular pick is avocado toast.

Trying to live forever John, is usually his reply. Since he doesn’t respond, John is concerned. Eric has been putting himself through a bit lately. His parents not doing well, his daughter’s law school costs are skyrocketing, and his drinking & partying has ramped up since the start of the year with Trump back in office.

They sit in silence. The woman outside is arguing with a police officer trying to get her to move on and stop annoying the restaurant patrons as they start filing into the Grange to start their Monday morning. 

John sips the thick foam of his cappuccino and stares into Eric’s tortured soul as he stares out the window. They both want the party to hear the progressives’ plea to start reaching out early to unite around a single message. But what message.

“If the party can take the House, it will slow down the massive assault, and we can concentrate on ‘28.”

The message as Eric sees it is to regain control and not just to somehow undo the mess but swing the country back to ‘New Deal’ era change, if not further. Pie-in-the-sky thinking obviously, but he wants to concentrate on the 89 million non-voters and pull 5 or 10% of them into a blue wave of victories. John, on the other hand, has a firm believe that Democrats have had an equal part in pushing this huge swathe of non-participates away from the election process.

“Remember, we’re just trying to get Don to explain why Leland’s wavering on his support for immigrants and banning camps for the unhoused, NOT to get him riled up and upset. We’re working for Don...remember...consulting, not bullying!” John pleads.

Eric breaks a strip of bacon in two, offers John half, and says, 
“Got it Sarge.” 
Eric was a highly decorated Spec 4 and John was his reluctant squad leader with a Sergeant’s rank in Vietnam. He knows it annoys John when he calls him Sarge.

They finish their breakfast and walk to the state capitol. Eric catches up to the seemingly homeless woman on the next block and hands her his leftover breakfast.

After going through security, they reach Don’s office. Eric grabs Maria’s free hand to give it his traditional kiss as she waves them through. Eric has an indescribable charm and grace about him...and a bit of a dark side. John tries to harness the charm and empathy, and with kid gloves, diminish the darkness.

Don is on the phone and motions for them to sit in the two leather chairs that face his sleek desk full of books, papers, phones, and a laptop. To his side is a large, curved screen monitor attached to a computer hidden somewhere. Out the large window, the Tower Bridge over the Sacramento River is visible in the distance, a translucent mist carpets the water beneath. It brings back memories of fall protest marches Eric and John attended over many years.

Whitsell hangs up, taps a button and says to Maria to hold all calls for at least 30 minutes. Eric and John look at each other as if saying, Don has never stopped calls for us before, what the hell is coming?

“Huge news Batman and Robin!” (Don’s pet name for them)
“Ariana Fuentes has decided NOT to run in the midterms! She called me earlier. We need a strong candidate to replace her. Ideas?” 
“Did she say why?” 

Eric inquires. 

“Just that it was personal, but I have the feeling it’s her partners health,” Don replies.

After a short silence, John states what he thinks. 

“I’m relieved. She’s been slipping a bit and not pressing Kingsley’s buttons like she once did with such flair and venom.”

“The choices floating around in my brain are not worth mentioning.”

Eric says slowly.

“I’m stumped as well, maybe Betty Tang?” 

John is reluctant to admit.

“Well, I’m glad to hear that. Since her call ended, I’ve felt the same, BUT news flash my dear dynamic duo, I’ve nailed it, we run Eric!” 

Don says raising his voice with pride and determination.

“WHAT!”

Eric and John say in unison. They both start making a point of ‘he’s a consultant for Christ’s sake’, ‘I have a past we may not want to put under a microscope’, ‘his rants’, somewhat shady affairs, dope-smoking, cocaine-sniffing, and psychedelic adventures’. They’re yammering filled the room while Don listened with an amused look plastered on his face. He gets up, hands on his desk, staring at the both of them.

“Calvin already gave this a nod, my friends, and he has wealthy friends behind him to make this happen. You two know the landscape of California politics. You, Eric, are just what’s needed in the U.S. Senate AND we want you, John, to run the campaign. You’re the only person that can control the manic side of Eric.” 

Don stares at the two of them.

They’re both thrown back into the leather chairs, Eric staring at Don.

John at the ceiling.

“I might as well pull the other trigger. Calvin is so sure, seemingly positive this non-politician thing will work... that he’s stepping aside to make you the Presidential pick for the country!”

He waits. John and Eric are both in shock.

“Let this sink in, we have time, text or email your decision within a week. I have work to do, and I won’t start on this project until I see that you two are on board. Understood?” 
Don stands and looks out the window.
“Time to graduate from west coast politics to Washington gentlemen.”
Don mumbles loud enough for the two to hear as they leave.
Eric doesn’t let this life-changing directive poison his mood as he approaches Maria and even manages to put a slight bounce in his step.

“How did it go?” she says in a way that convinces Eric that she didn’t eavesdrop.

“Fine, just fine, until next time my dear.”
And once again adorns her well-manicured hand and compliments her nails.
After greeting several colleagues and friends on the way, they stop at Ambrosia’s nearby for fresh squeezed juice and some baked cookies. They find a table outside for a little privacy.

John opens the conversation. 
“On this short walk in the chilled air I’ve decided this is our destiny, Batman.” 
“Cut the Batman shit, this is a seriously crazy situation I did NOT see coming. We’ve been working behind the scenes for what seems like forever, and it’s damn gratifying. Can you picture me a U.S. Senator?” 
Eric is staring a hole through John.
“I’m sorry Eric, I see just what Don and Calvin see...think ‘Mr. Smith or George Clooney Goes to Washington’, you are ripe for this, especially because most Americans are sick of ‘politicians.’ These are crazy times calling for a crazy fucker just like you, my friend!”

Cecil, a poet friend approaches. Eric motions him to have a seat.

“Cecil are you a crazy fucker?”

Eric says as Cecil takes a seat.

“I’m sitting with you two...must be?”

“Would you like to run for the U.S. Senate?” Eric says with sarcasm.

Cecil leans away from Eric and says, “If I could muster up a fart, that would be my answer to such a bizzarro question.”

“My former sergeant and partner in crime thinks I should run for Ariana Fuentes seat.”

“You, Eric, run for office ...against Senator Fuentes? You two must be smokin crack to run against that pillar of our community.... now that is INSANE!”

“Senator Fuentes is not going to run; we just found out. We had a sit down in the governor’s office and they’re encouraging Eric to run.”

John says, looking down, hiding his smile.

“I’m sorry to hear this, she’s been a staunch advocate for us folks on the street but I’m sure Eric would be too, right buddy? Do you mind?”

Eric slides the cookie dish over to Cecil and says, “You’re a lot of help.”

Eric slaps Cecil on the back and grabs the bill. 

“Thanks, and good luck gents.”

Cecil says as he raises the cookie.

“Just try to stay in good trouble buddy.” Eric says as they leave. 

Cecil reminded him of the late civil rights legend, John Lewis, hence the ‘good trouble’ reference.

They walk silently to the Citizens Hotel only a few blocks away to get their bags, check out and take an Uber to the airport for a midday flight back to Santa Monica.

Eric was feverishly writing in his notepad during the short flight home. John gives him some space and stares out the window. Eric is humming tunes, stopping to ponder from time to time.

As the pilot announces their initial decent into LAX, Eric taps John’s shoulder.

“What do you think of this playlist for our Saturday night gig at the Troubadour?”

“‘Flat Hat” strikes again. Billie Holiday, Blue Hawaiians, Hozier, and Todd Rundgren, the Stones, Randy Newman, the Steely Dan duo Fagen and Becker, Bob Dylan and the Averner?” “What the...” John say.

“The Averner is a French DJ that did a remake of ‘Masters of War’, you’ll
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