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            The great enemy of the truth is very often not the lie—deliberate, contrived, and dishonest—but the myth—persistent, persuasive,
               and unrealistic.
            

            —John F. Kennedy
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            Chapter 1

         
         Balloons. Countless balloons.

         
         Jack lifted his gaze to the domed ceiling above the jumbotron, his attention drifting from the monotony onstage. Suspended
            high in the rafters, nestled in giant nets that stretched from one end of the arena to the other, thousands of shiny latex
            balloons hovered like red, white, and blue storm clouds ready to burst and bury the 4,763 delegates on the convention floor.
         

         
         It had taken nearly a half century for the Democratic National Convention to return to Miami, and probably with good reason.
            The convention that had sent Senator George McGovern off to slaughter was remembered only for air-conditioning so faulty that
            delegates passed out from the South Florida heat, and organization so lacking that the acceptance speech was delivered after
            most of America had gone to bed. So uneventful was it that, just four years after clashing with Chicago Police and shouting,
            “The whole world is watching,” leaders of the antiwar movement spent most of the 1972 convention at the Poodle Lounge or the
            Boom-Boom Room at the Fountainebleau Hotel in Miami Beach talking about the good ol’ days.
         

         
         “From my first day in office to my last,” the nominee droned on, “my primary mission as president will be to create more opportunity
            and more good jobs with rising wages.”
         

         
         It was yet another stock line from Florida’s junior senator, which drew dutiful applause from the nation’s most enthusiastic
            Democrats, who were determined to make their nominee’s uninspired speech worthy of prime-time television. Some delegates on
            the convention floor looked on with adoration in their eyes and tears streaming down their faces. Jack could only guess what
            moment in party history they were reliving in their minds to tap such emotion. As for Senator Evan Stahl Jr., history would
            record that his ninety-minute speech had hit its high point roughly eighty-nine minutes before its ending, with “I accept
            your nomination with humility, determination, and boundless confidence in America’s promise.”
         

         
         Jack was still counting balloons. There appeared to be an equal number of red ones, white ones, and blue ones. He wondered
            why. The American flag was mostly red and white.
         

         
         “God, this is awful,” his father muttered.

         
         Harry Swyteck had been Jack’s ticket to the convention. The former governor and his wife were guests of honor, but Jack’s
            stepmother was feeling under the weather, so Jack got the former First Lady’s ticket. Father and son joined distinguished
            Democrats in a mezzanine-level box that came with theater-style leather seats, flat-screen TVs, a wet bar, and waitress service.
            Had the arena been rocking for basketball instead of politics, not even a second mortgage on the house could have put these
            seats within Jack’s financial reach.
         

         
         “So it’s not just me?” Jack whispered. He and his father were standing in the back by the bar, a semi-private area that was
            perfect for business talks that couldn’t wait until after the game, the concert, or whatever the event.
         

         
         “I’ve heard filibusters more interesting.”

         
         That was quite an indictment. Decades earlier, Harry had served in the state legislature with Senator Stahl’s father, where
            they’d once combined to read the entire Tallahassee phone book into the record to filibuster a bill.
         

         
         “What’s wrong with him tonight?” Jack asked.

         
         Harry didn’t answer, but Jack’s question was sincere. Evan Stahl was a skilled politician, and by all accounts he was living
            a charmed life. Stahl had been a three-time NCAA scholar-athlete at the University of Florida and a Rhodes Scholar, then earned
            a law degree cum laude from Harvard. He’d returned to Florida with big political aspirations. Marrying the daughter of a Cuban
            immigrant turned multimillionaire, the ultimate American success story, certainly didn’t hurt his meteoric rise from state
            legislator to congressman to junior U.S. senator. As if to complete the presidential package, his wife had her own career
            as a hospital-based psychiatrist for the Florida Department of Law Enforcement, treating institutionalized inmates, but still
            finding time to raise a nine-year-old daughter who was as smart and passionate as her mother.
         

         
         “I’m serious,” Jack whispered. “Something’s not right here.”

         
         Some said that the senator was most effective in a town-hall setting, where he could engage directly with people. But never
            had he fallen on his face at the teleprompter the way he had tonight. It was the biggest speech of his life, and he was as
            flat as the Florida Everglades, his words lacking heart, as if his mind were elsewhere.
         

         
         “America is once again at a moment of reckoning,” the candidate continued. “Powerful forces are threatening to pull us apart.
            Bonds of trust and respect are fraying.”
         

         
         Jack felt his father’s hand on his shoulder. “Moments like these make me truly sorry you had no interest in politics. You
            could do better than this with no script.”
         

         
         Harry was right on one count: the political bug had never bitten Jack. Like three and a half million other Floridians, Jack
            was an independent with no party affiliation—a fact that Harry had kept quiet to get his son inside the building under the
            honored-guest invitation to the former governor “and guest.” Jack wasn’t exactly passionate about the Democratic candidate,
            but he was no fan of the incumbent, Malcolm MacLeod, whom Democrats had been threatening to impeach since retaking the House
            of Representatives in the midterm election. The House never did vote on impeachment, instead making a calculated strategic
            decision to oust him through the ballot box. MacLeod’s base rallied behind him, but rumors of corruption were so pervasive
            that most experts proclaimed him a one-term president. Heading into the summer conventions, pollsters projected a Democratic
            cakewalk to the White House. Pundits quite seriously proclaimed that it didn’t matter who the Democrats nominated, as long
            as the nominee managed to avoid indictment for a capital felony between the convention and the general election in November.
         

         
         The worry lines on his father’s face had Jack wondering if, as usual, the pundits were dead wrong.

         
         “You know something, don’t you?” Jack said in a serious tone. “What is it, Dad?”

         
         They retreated deep into the corner, farther out of earshot from the other guests. Harry kept his voice low as an added measure
            of privacy.
         

         
         “I had a chat with Senior before dinner tonight,” said Harry, meaning Senator Stahl’s father. “He’s trying to talk his daughter-in-law
            out of suing for divorce.”
         

         
         The news surprised Jack. He’d met the Democrats’ First Couple earlier in the campaign. They’d seemed happy, no sign of tension.
            “What happened?”
         

         
         “The story will break tomorrow. Turns out, the senator has been having an affair.”

         
         “I’m sorry to hear that.”

         
         Jack glanced at the jumbotron, where two hours earlier a DNC video had extolled the nominee as a family man who stood for
            family values.
         

         
         “We have to decide whether we’re going to work together, so we can all rise together!” said Stahl, speaking in a voice that
            didn’t boom the way it should have.
         

         
         Harry just shook his head, lacking the enthusiasm of the floor delegates, who at least pretended to be moved. “This affair
            is the answer to MacLeod’s prayers,” said Harry. “I honestly don’t think Evan’s campaign is going to survive.”
         

         
         “I don’t mean to sound cynical,” said Jack, “but don’t you think you’re being a little old-fashioned? Plenty of politicians
            have survived extramarital affairs.”
         

         
         “Not like this one.”

         
         Jack’s imagination ran for a moment, but it was hard to conjure up anything in the nature of an “affair” that would shock
            the modern political world. “Who is she?”
         

         
         Harry glanced at the stage again, then looked Jack in the eye. “That’s the problem. Rumor has it that the ‘other woman’ isn’t
            a woman.”
         

         
         The senator reached for a big, fiery finish—and it sounded like a reach.

         
         “My fellow Americans, there’s a clear choice ahead of us. One that looks at the future with fear and hatred, or a new vision
            of courage and confidence that builds a better tomorrow for our beloved children. That honors our beloved country. And that
            makes America greater than ever!”
         

         
         The crowd erupted. Stahl thrust his arms in the air, but his gestures, like his words, lacked heart.

         
         “Thank you! And may God bless the United States of America!”

         
         On cue, the music blared, and the bulging nets fell away from the catwalks to release the colorful finale. Balloons poured
            down from the ceiling, covering the candidate, the stage, and the screaming throngs of delegates on the convention floor.
            Jack noted that the would-be First Lady did not join her husband onstage, which left the candidate awkwardly alone, knee-deep
            in inflated latex, engaged in a silly game of balloon volleyball with his supporters in the first row.
         

         
         “You get the picture?” asked Harry.

         
         Coming from his father, the question had Jack thinking of two other governors, Sanford of South Carolina and McGreevey of
            New Jersey—one who served out his gubernatorial term and was elected to Congress after he went missing in Argentina with his
            mistress; the other who resigned his office and disappeared from politics after announcing that he was gay.
         

         
         “I get the picture, all right,” said Jack.
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            Chapter 2

         
         It was the first Tuesday after the first Monday. The morning sun was a distant orange sliver rising from the Atlantic as Jack
            emerged from the bedroom dressed and ready for work. His wife and daughter were in the kitchen. Jack grabbed his car keys
            from the pewter dish on the counter, kissed his family good morning and goodbye, and headed for the door.
         

         
         “Why you leaving so early, Daddy?”

         
         Ever since her kindergarten teacher had introduced the concept of time, Righley found any occurrence outside the normal rhythm
            of things to be worthy of comment.
         

         
         “I want to go vote before work,” said Jack. “Daddy has to cancel out Nana’s ballot.”

         
         Andie popped a couple of frozen waffles into the toaster. “Just because my mother is a Republican doesn’t mean she’s voting
            for MacLeod. I’m a Republican, and I’m not voting for him.”
         

         
         Jack liked his mother-in-law, and the fact that her heart was big enough to have adopted Andie out of foster care only elevated
            her in his eyes. But he had her pegged as someone who talked progressive and voted her pocketbook.
         

         
         “No matter how many different ways I ask, your mother refuses to tell me who she’s voting for.”

         
         “She’s a firm believer in the Australian ballot system.”

         
         “What’s an Oztrain ballot?” asked Righley.

         
         “It’s when kangaroos elect our president,” said Jack.

         
         “Daddy’s so funny,” Andie said with a roll of her eyes. “It means that you don’t have to tell anyone who you voted for. It
            started in Australia a long time ago, so it’s called the Australian ballot system.”
         

         
         “Mommy’s right. And the good thing about a secret ballot is that it stops bullies from telling you how to vote.”

         
         “So stop telling my mother how to vote,” said Andie.

         
         It made him stop and think. People said MacLeod was a bully, but both sides were guilty. “Fair enough,” he said, and he started
            toward the door, then stopped. “Oh, I almost forgot. Dad asked me to watch the election returns with him tonight.”
         

         
         “Where?”

         
         “Somebody’s house in the Gables. Not sure. It’s a watching party.”

         
         “Jack, I really don’t feel like going anywhere tonight.”

         
         “Actually, it’s invitation only. Dad got invited, and Agnes isn’t feeling up to it. He asked me to join him.”

         
         “Seems like Agnes is playing the ‘not feeling well’ card a lot lately. Is she okay?”

         
         “I wouldn’t read anything into it. I think she’s just tired of the campaign.”

         
         “Or maybe Agnes is voting for MacLeod,” she said, teasing.

         
         It wasn’t outside the realm of possibility, and it wouldn’t have been the first point of disagreement between Jack and his
            stepmother. Not by a long shot. “Guess I’ll have to vote twice.”
         

         
         “Daddy, you can’t do that!”

         
         “That was another Daddy joke,” said Andie. “They’re easy to spot because you have to remind yourself to laugh.”

         
         Jack opened the door. “So you don’t mind if I go tonight?”

         
         “Honey, if this race is as close as it’s supposed to be, I’ll be in bed hours before we know the winner. Go. Have fun.”

         
         “Thanks. I hope we will.”

         
          

         Jack and his father were at Miami International Airport when the Stahl campaign jet touched down at 6:35 p.m., Eastern Time.

         
         The senator had started the day by casting his vote three blocks from his house in Coral Gables. Then it was off to morning
            rallies in Michigan and Ohio, followed by quick hits in Tampa and Orlando, all in a last-ditch effort to turn purple voters
            blue before polls closed at 7:00 p.m. A cheering partisan crowd was on hand to welcome him home.
         

         
         “I’m still not a fan of those caps,” Harry said.

         
         Stahl and his staff never wore them, and there was no official campaign cap, but almost every supporter who’d turned out to
            greet him at the airport was wearing a pink baseball cap with the post-convention campaign slogan: make america fabulous again. It had started after President MacLeod got caught up in the moment at a campaign rally and turned on an effeminate accent
            to say that Senator Stahl wanted to “make America fabulous again.” It immediately caught on with Democrats. The caps were
            a nationwide sensation.
         

         
         “What don’t you like about them?” asked Jack.

         
         “I have no problem with gay pride. But this man cheated on his wife. Those hats disrespect Mrs. Stahl, and you don’t disrespect
            a wife and mother who’s hurting.”
         

         
         Jack took the point. The caps would have been fine if an openly gay man were running for president. Nobody knew if Senator
            Stahl was gay, straight, or bisexual. The only thing for certain was that he was an adulterer.
         

         
         The candidate and his team piled onto the campaign bus. Jack and his father went to the car, and Jack got behind the wheel.
            “Where to?”
         

         
         “Just follow the bus,” said Harry.

         
         Jack hesitated. “You said we were going to a watching party.”

         
         “We are. At Senator Stahl’s house.”

         
         “Dad, I’m not even a registered Democrat.”

         
         “Nobody’s perfect,” said Harry.

         
         “I’m serious. I felt awkward enough as the stand-in for Agnes at the convention.”

         
         “You’re my son. Relax.”

         
         Jack couldn’t help but be impressed that his father was on the invitation list. The run-up to the election had made it clear
            that the senator from Florida couldn’t win the White House without carrying his home state, so it only made sense to pull
            a popular former governor into the inner circle.
         

         
         “How many people will be at the house?” asked Jack.

         
         “A dozen or so.”

         
         “Seems like a small group. Maybe I should just drop you off.”

         
         “Are you nuts? I’ve already gotten you Secret Service clearance. Stahl is going to win, and this is your chance to be in the
            room with him as it happens. Be a part of history.”
         

         
         It was indeed an excellent fly-on-the-wall opportunity, so Jack stopped protesting.

         
         The drive to the Stahl residence took about twenty minutes. A Secret Service agent directed them through the gate to overflow
            parking on the other side of the fountain, and another agent checked their identification at the front door. Harry was instantly
            recognized by guests who’d arrived ahead of them, and even though Jack and his father were greeted with smiles, Jack could
            feel the tension in the air.
         

         
         The final months of the campaign had been a bloodbath. Before the conventions, most analysts had given President MacLeod a
            better chance of being indicted than reelected—and that included analysts who were of the view that the Constitution probably
            prohibited the indictment of a sitting president. When news of an extramarital affair transitioned to rumors of a gay lover,
            support for Stahl in certain demographics dropped like a stone. It wasn’t just older voters. The biggest hit was among fiscal
            conservatives who embraced progressive social policies—the twenty-first-century version of “Rockefeller Republicans”; their
            progressivism had a limit, and for many that limit fell short of “His and His” bathrobes in the Florida Governor’s Mansion.
            By Election Day, the race was a dead heat. It would all come down to Stahl’s home state.
         

         
         “Florida, Florida, Florida,” television analysts proclaimed as the polls closed.

         
         It was the refrain made famous by NBC’s Tim Russert and his low-tech whiteboard in the 2000 election, when “hanging chads”
            and Florida’s twenty-nine Electoral College votes put Bush 43 in the White House. The squeaker of 2000 was only the first
            of three presidential elections of the new century in which the margin of victory in Florida was 1.2 percent or less. With
            a fourth in the making—the second to involve MacLeod—Florida again was the nation’s focus, with analysts on every network
            borrowing the late Washington bureau chief’s three-word mantra.
         

         
         “It’s going to be a long night,” said Harry.

         
         The doorbell rang, and Jack made himself useful by answering it. A team of caterers wheeled in enough hors d’oeuvres and refreshments
            for a weeklong watching party. Last in the line of excess was a cake in the shape of Senator Stahl from the shoulders up,
            so lifelike that it was downright creepy. Fondant struck Jack as the perfect political confection: it looked amazing, but
            in the end, not nearly as good as promised.
         

         
         The senator’s father walked over to check out the cake. “My granddaughter would absolutely love this,” he said, a hint of
            sadness in his voice. “Such a shame she can’t be here tonight with her father.”
         

         
         The senator’s divorce was filed but not final. Last Jack had heard, Mrs. Stahl and her daughter were waiting out the campaign
            from an apartment in Singapore, where homosexuality was a criminal offense punishable by caning, and where freedom of the
            press lagged behind countries like Egypt and Afghanistan—which made it the perfect place to insulate a nine-year-old girl
            from constant media speculation about her father and his alleged boyfriend, her father and a male prostitute, her father and
            a gay porn star, her father and a bacchanalian orgy of young boys and centaurs.
         

         
         Harry walked over to greet his old friend. Behind them, in the living room, were four flat-screen televisions brought in for
            simultaneous viewing of different network coverage. Senator Stahl and his closest advisors had choice seats on the overstuffed
            couch. Senior was about to reintroduce Jack, but the group was suddenly gripped in awkward silence, as the attack ad of the campaign aired one more time before the polls closed on the East Coast. It began with Senator Stahl standing
            before a bouquet of microphones at the historic press conference he’d called just three days after the convention, his wife
            nowhere to be seen as he delivered his prepared words.
         

         
         “The truth is that I did break my wedding vow to a woman I love very much. I had an extramarital relationship that was not
            appropriate. In fact, it was wrong.”
         

         
         The image froze, locking onto a strategically selected frame in which the senator seemed to be winking at the camera. Voice-over
            followed:
         

         
         “Why won’t Senator Stahl tell us who it is?”

         
         The senator slowly faded into the background, as if hiding from the voters. A man and a very concerned-looking woman replaced
            the senator on the screen. They were seated on a bench at a playground, a group of preschoolers behind them climbing on monkey
            bars.
         

         
         “If you ask me, there’s more to it than cheatin’ on his wife,” the man said into the camera. “That’s why Stahl won’t tell.”

         
         “Honestly, I don’t even want to know who it is,” the woman added. “I’ve heard enough.”

         
         The voice-over returned: “Haven’t we all heard enough?”

         
         The ad ended with the American flag flying over the White House and the voice of the president: “I’m Malcolm MacLeod, and
            I one hundred percent approve this message.”
         

         
         To say that Stahl survived the ad was to say that Michael Dukakis neutralized convicted killer Willie Horton and the revolving
            prison door, the 1988 mother of all fear-mongering attack ads. The campaign’s initial response—“We see no reason why gender
            matters”—only confirmed that Democrats had no clue what mattered outside a Democratic primary. Finally, after an eleven-point
            swing in the polls, the Democratic narrative shifted to “the senator’s affair was with a woman, but we still believe gender
            shouldn’t matter.” By then it was not only too late, it was laughable. Late-night comedians turned it into a twenty-first-century
            version of the old Seinfeld joke, “Not that there’s anything wrong with the senator having an affair with a man.” The ad didn’t
            explicitly accuse the senator of having a same-sex extramarital affair, but the gay dog whistle called home millions of lukewarm
            MacLeod supporters who had voted for him once and vowed never to do it again.
         

         
         “I need a drink,” said the candidate, and he started to the kitchen.

         
         Stahl and everyone else had seen the ad countless times, but it never seemed to lose its effect.

         
         “Evan should have paraded out a former Playboy model and shut down this gay talk from the get-go,” said Senior.
         

         
         Jack understood the cynicism. “For what it’s worth, my wife liked his explanation in the final debate—that he got involved
            with a woman who regrets it and wants to save her marriage.”
         

         
         “What’s to like about it?” asked Senior.

         
         “Naming her would make it impossible for her to reconcile with her husband. It’s not an honorable situation, but in a way
            the senator did an honorable thing by respecting another family’s privacy.”
         

         
         Senior seemed to appreciate Jack’s attempt at a silver lining. Then he looked at Harry. “You think we’ll ever find out who
            Evan slept with?”
         

         
         Harry shrugged—not that he didn’t know, but because it was inevitable. “Certain people would pay a lot of money for that information.
            Everyone has his price.”
         

         
         It was grammatically correct, but in this context Harry’s use of the male pronoun left an awkward silence hanging over them.

         
         “Her price,” said Senior. “Everyone has her price.”
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 3

         
         President MacLeod and his wife were home, in their Fifth Avenue penthouse apartment, in time to hear the first media projection
            of the night. Paulette Barrow, Florida’s attorney general, phoned the president with the news. Barrow was a rising star in
            the party and one of the president’s favorite people—“and not just because she’s a gorgeous blonde,” the president had said
            more than once on the campaign trail. Barrow had delivered the “why women love MacLeod” speech at the Republican National
            Convention.
         

         
         “Great news, Mr. President. MSNBC projects that Michael Moore will move to Canada if you’re reelected.”

         
         “Good riddance. Communist.”

         
         “Best of luck, sir.”

         
         “We don’t need luck. We need Florida.”

         
         Of his final twenty-four hours of campaigning, MacLeod had spent eighteen in the Sunshine State. Florida’s I-4 corridor—the
            nineteen-county, 132.3-mile swath from Gulf-side St. Petersburg to ocean-side Daytona—was arguably the most valuable political
            cache of swing voters in America. Political consultants called it “America’s corridor of power,” paved with presidents made
            and contenders broken. It was the six million registered voters in the middle third of the peninsula that put Florida up for
            grabs: Republicans racked up votes in the conservative north and southwest, Democrats cleaned up in the southeast population
            centers, and the two sides battled it out in the high-growth “purple” areas along Interstate 4. Prior to the conventions,
            MacLeod’s campaign strategists had all but conceded Florida to Stahl. Then everything changed.
         

         
         “How we looking in Florida?” the president shouted across the room.

         
         His campaign manager checked the latest numbers on his tablet. “It’s literally fifty-fifty, Mr. President. But that’s with
            less than one percent of precincts reporting.”
         

         
         “One percent? What the hell good is that? They could have just polled Senator Stahl’s parents. No way Evan Senior voted for
            anyone but the straight candidate. There’s your fifty-fifty.”
         

         
         The eighty-inch flat-screen television suddenly turned bright red. A real projection was about to be made, and it was the
            right color.
         

         
         “Where’s the remote?” MacLeod shouted.

         
         There was only one remote, and only one television, because MacLeod watched only one network. He found it wedged between the
            couch cushions and raised the volume to hear the important announcement.
         

         
         “. . . is projecting that President MacLeod will win the key state of Ohio, adding another eighteen Electoral College votes
            in his march to the magic total of two hundred seventy he needs to win reelection.”
         

         
         The living room erupted with joy, MacLeod shot two fists into the air, and high-fives were slapped all around. Ohio was just
            one of three “toss-up states”—Pennsylvania and Florida the other two—that strategists said the president needed to win. But
            MacLeod was feeling momentum.
         

         
         “Where’s the First Lady?” he asked, popping a handful of Tic Tacs into his mouth. “I deserve a kiss!”

         
         “She’s getting her hair blown out, sir.”

         
         “Good. We all need to look our best. Oscar, bring me my victory speech!”

         
         Oscar Teague was the president’s chief strategist and senior counselor who, in life before the White House, founded an online
            news platform that brought the alt-right out of the shadows. Even Teague conceded that no one ever knew what the president
            might say at any given moment, but Republicans and Democrats alike agreed that if anyone could hold him to a script, if only
            for a little while, it was Teague. He took a seat on the couch and handed the president the latest draft, which was freshly
            bleeding with red ink.
         

         
         MacLeod skimmed the first page and then laid it aside, scowling. “Where’s that line I liked so much? You left it out.”

         
         “What line, sir?”

         
         “The one you texted me right after midnight. ‘It’s morning again in America.’”

         
         “Sir, I wasn’t suggesting we use it. That was President Reagan’s 1984 campaign slogan. ‘Prouder, stronger, better. It’s morning
            again in America.’”
         

         
         “Oh. I knew that.”

         
         Political slogans were not MacLeod’s strong suit. MacLeod was a businessman, not a politician. He’d made his first millions
            in multilevel-marketing companies, but his real fortune had come later in life, when at the age of forty-nine he was literally
            the old man in the digital world, pioneering the multibillion-dollar industry of peer-to-peer (P2P) file trading on the so-called
            dark side of the Internet. It was “the dark net” that had come back to haunt him, unleashing a chain of events that led to
            the appointment of a special counsel and threats of impeachment by the House of Representatives.
         

         
         “Can I have a minute in private with you, Mr. President?”

         
         Andrew Blake was right behind him, the president’s personal attorney—personal criminal defense attorney. The president excused
            himself from his guests, and the two men retreated to the library. MacLeod closed the double doors of dark mahogany, shutting
            out the buzz of excitement from the watching party.
         

         
         “I’ve always been straight with you, Mr. President. And I’m being very straight with you now.”

         
         “Straight” was Blake’s favorite word. Straight talk. Keep to the straight and narrow. At times, MacLeod felt like telling
            him to go straight to hell. But Blake was irreplaceable. Against strong Democratic opposition, he’d convinced the Justice
            Department to stick to its long-standing position that the U.S. Constitution prohibited the indictment of a sitting president.
         

         
         “Tell me,” said MacLeod.

         
         “There are millions of Democrats who still think you dodged a bullet when the House decided not to bring impeachment proceedings.
            They had the votes.”
         

         
         “But they didn’t have the votes to convict in the Senate. That’s politics.”

         
         “Correct. But that’s not the end of the story. I spoke with the U.S. attorney in New York. There’s no doubt in my mind that
            if you lose this election, you will be indicted on the day after Stahl is inaugurated as president.”
         

         
         “All this P2P file-sharing nonsense was over twenty years ago. At some point, the statute of limitations has to run on those
            crimes.”
         

         
         “Those crimes” were identity theft. MacLeod had been an early investor in file-sharing software and platforms that allowed
            complete strangers to connect online to search for shared files on the computers of their “peers” on the same network. Most
            people shared music or video, prompting the lawsuits over illegal trading of copyright-protected material that shut down Napster
            and others in the early 2000s. Of greater interest to law enforcement was the fact that, on most of the P2P networks, roughly
            two-thirds of downloadable movies and other files contained malware—viruses, worms, Trojan horses—that turned personal information
            on a home computer into the cyberspace equivalent of an unlocked and unattended vehicle with the keys in the ignition and
            the motor running. P2P became a virtual smorgasbord for identity thieves. MacLeod cashed out of the P2P industry at the right
            time, before Silicon Valley discovered that stealing personal information was completely unnecessary, that people would happily
            shovel everything about themselves into the social-media maw, as long as their friends would “LIKE” it.
         

         
         “The indictment won’t be based on the violation of any cyber-security laws,” said Blake. “The offense is lying to an FBI agent
            in violation of Title Eighteen of the United States Code.”
         

         
         “What’s the lie?”

         
         “There are actually thirty-one of them, sir.”

         
         MacLeod grumbled. “I should never have agreed to sit down and talk to those bastards.”

         
         His lawyer’s expression said it all: I told you so.
         

         
         “What’s done is done,” said MacLeod. “What’s our strategy?”

         
         “Win the election.”

         
         “I mean if I lose. What’s Plan B?”

         
         Blake paused, which was what he always did before delivering news the president didn’t want to hear. “You should resign, sir.”

         
         “What?”

         
         “Vice President Kincaid will become president for the final two and a half months of your current term. There’s no guarantee,
            but it would be within his prerogative to issue a full pardon before President-Elect Stahl takes office. In the best interest
            of the country, of course.”
         

         
         MacLeod rose from his chair and began to pace, considering his lawyer’s advice. Then he stopped and looked at Blake. “I much
            prefer Plan A.”
         

         
         MacLeod hurried from the library, walking with purpose down the hallway to the living room. Election coverage continued on
            the television screen, but MacLeod went straight to the whiteboard in the corner, where his advisors had been doing the election
            math all night long in two columns, blue for Democrat and red for Republican. So many numbers had been crossed out and recalculated
            that it looked more like a physics equation than an election tally.
         

         
         “Am I going to win?” he asked his chief strategist.

         
         Teague struggled, there being no doubt what the president wanted to hear. “Right now, the only thing we know for certain is
            that we’re getting clobbered in the popular vote. We’ll lose by at least four million. Probably closer to five.”
         

         
         “We didn’t run our campaign to win the popular vote. Not in the last election, and not in this one, either. Where are we in
            the Electoral College?”
         

         
         “None of the networks have called Pennsylvania yet, but we’re hearing good things on the ground. We’re going to win there.”

         
         “And if we do?” asked MacLeod.

         
         Teague grabbed two erasable markers and put two numbers on the board. “Two sixty-five,” he said, writing in blue for Stahl.
            “Two forty-four,” he said, switching to red.
         

         
         MacLeod walked to the window, buried his hands in his pockets, and gazed out over the city lights. It was simple math: 509
            of the 538 Electoral College votes were sewn up. The winner needed a majority of 270.
         

         
         “So, it comes down to Florida,” he said—not a question, but a mere restatement of what he’d heard at least a thousand times
            in the final stages of the campaign.
         

         
         “Yes, sir. Twenty-nine from Florida puts you over the top with two seventy-three. Or it puts Stahl over the top—way over the
            top—with two ninety-four.”
         

         
         “How close is it?”

         
         “As of this minute, you’re up by about eight thousand votes. With total voter turnout pushing ten million, that’s a dead heat.
            Shit, Roseanne Barr got over eight thousand votes when Romney lost Florida to Obama by less than a point.”
         

         
         “I voted for Roseanne,” said MacLeod. “What’s wrong with Roseanne?”

         
         “That wasn’t my point,” said Teague. He grabbed a black marker and circled a different number on the board. “Five million.
            That’s still the number that concerns me. If you win Florida by just a few thousand votes, and you lose the nationwide popular
            vote by five million, it’ll be Gore versus Bush all over again. We need a strategy.”
         

         
         “Get me Paulette Barrow on the line. I need her to shut down the cries for a recount before they get started.”

         
         “In Florida I don’t believe the attorney general has any say over recounts,” said Teague. “It’s up to the secretary of state.”

         
         MacLeod was losing patience. “Oscar, the Florida secretary of state is a Democrat, am I right?”

         
         “Yes, sir.”

         
         “Can you name a more loyal Republican in the state of Florida than Paulette Barrow?”

         
         “No, sir.”

         
         “And not to put too fine a point on it, but how many blow jobs do you think I’ve gotten from the Florida’s Democrat secretary
            of state?”
         

         
         He’d never gotten one from the Republican attorney general, either, but the president rather enjoyed the way his backhanded
            innuendo made his staff squirm.
         

         
         Teague nervously reached for his phone and dialed. “I’ll get General Barrow on the line, sir.”

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 4

         
         “I know this is not what you want to hear,” said Harry. “But I believe you should concede.”

         
         Senator Stahl was polling the group in his living room. Reality had reared its ugly head at exactly 11:34 p.m. Eastern Time,
            when the Associated Press called the state of Florida for MacLeod. The loss of those twenty-nine Electoral College votes made
            it mathematically impossible for Senator Stahl to reach 270. It wasn’t hard to imagine the euphoria at MacLeod’s penthouse
            on Fifth Avenue. What Jack couldn’t grasp was the reason for his father’s advice.
         

         
         “Why concede?” asked Jack. “MacLeod’s margin of victory is two-tenths of a percent, if my math is right. Anything less than
            half a percent triggers a mandatory recount under Florida law.”
         

         
         Until that moment, Jack had offered little more in the way of election advice than had the untouched election cake. Perhaps
            it wasn’t Jack’s place to speak out in this group, but healthy disagreements with his father were somewhat second nature,
            a positive offshoot from the bad old days of mutual verbal assault.
         

         
         Senator Stahl reached for his phone and dialed his campaign manager, who was running what was supposed to have been a victory
            party at the Miami Beach Convention Center. “Turn off the election coverage, Irwin. Cue the campaign video.”
         

         
         Stahl put his phone aside and looked the former governor in the eye. “Harry, what’s your answer to the younger half of the
            Swyteck contingent?”
         

         
         “Jack and I had this same disagreement with Gore versus Bush. The certified results on election night had Bush ahead by less
            than eighteen hundred votes. Even closer than this race. What did the Democrats get by challenging the result? Nothing.”
         

         
         “You can’t frame the issue in terms of whether it’s good for one party or the other. People are fed up with the Electoral
            College. The idea that the candidate who wins fifty-point-one percent of the vote in Florida gets a hundred percent of Florida’s
            twenty-nine electors is just wrong.”
         

         
         “Those are the rules, Jack. That argument is not even on the table.”

         
         “I understand. All I’m saying is that if you have a winner-take-all system, it’s even more important that every single vote
            is counted. Asking for a recount makes sense.”
         

         
         “Son, you’re being wrongheaded.”

         
         “What’s your point, Harry?” asked Stahl. “Don’t try, because we might fail?”

         
         “First of all, you will fail,” said Harry. “A recount might turn up a few hundred votes, but not eight thousand. Number two,
            we have a midterm election in two years. Sure, we can cry ‘do-over’ tonight and be labeled the party of sore losers. Or we
            can accept reality and be the party that puts our country above our party—and hopefully take back the Senate the way we took
            back the House two years ago.”
         

         
         There was silence in the room. If it had been just Jack and his father talking over beers, Jack would have argued the point
            further. But this was Harry in his element, and the advice was coming from a two-term governor of Florida who had never in
            his political life been forced to deliver a concession speech—not once in forty years. Harry Swyteck might have been old and
            retired, but he understood Florida politics.
         

         
         Everyone in the room seemed to understand that much.

         
         “Bring me a landline,” Stahl told his assistant. “I need to congratulate our president.”

         
          

         Jack and his father were the first to leave the Stahl watching party. Everyone else in the candidate’s living room had invested
            too much, hoped too much, and worked too hard over the past sixteen months to push themselves up from the couch and be the
            first ones out the door.
         

         
         “Was I right?” asked Harry. He was in the passenger seat, glancing over at Jack in the glow of dashboard lights.

         
         “I don’t know. But I respect you enough to say you made sense.”

         
         “Thank you. I think.”

         
         It would have been enough for Jack to call it a night and head straight home. His father wanted to witness the concession
            speech, however, so Jack went with him.
         

         
         To Jack’s knowledge, there had never been a funeral at the Miami Beach Convention Center. A funeral would have been jolly
            compared to the mood at the Stahl election party, as election night turned into the early morning after.
         

         
         The Stahl campaign video—not live election coverage—was playing on the jumbotron, exactly as the candidate had directed. But
            there was no hiding the fact that Florida had gone Republican, and that there was no road to victory. Thousands of sad faces,
            many washed with tears, told the story. Some folks had already left, as evidenced by the pink and blue make america fabulous caps left behind.
         

         
         The campaign video cut off. Governor Greer of Wisconsin entered, stage right, in the company of his wife, three sons, two
            daughters-in-law, and two grandchildren. The midwestern governor had done his job and turned the Dairy State blue, but it
            wasn’t enough.
         

         
         It would have made sense for Greer to introduce his running mate, but the governor and his family simply lined up behind the
            lectern, waiting, smiling, and waving in response to applause. A moment later, Senator Stahl stepped out without introduction,
            probably to save himself the embarrassment of walking onstage without his wife and daughter.
         

         
         “How the heck are ya?” Stahl shouted in his trademark greeting.

         
         The crowd cheered and hollered with whatever voices they had left. Jack had watched plenty of concession speeches on television,
            but the heartbreak of loyal supporters was palpable when you were actually in the room. Stahl waited for the applause to fade—it
            took a while—and then began.
         

         
         “I have so, so many people to thank,” he said, “not the least of which are the sixty-seven million Americans who gave us an
            impressive five-million vote majority in the popular vote.”
         

         
         That was the proverbial red meat to the partisan crowd, and Stahl allowed them a moment of revelry. Then, with a pained smile,
            he pushed forward.
         

         
         “But first, let me take care of business.”

         
         “Don’t do it!” a woman shouted, joined by others with similar pleas.

         
         The senator’s smile drained away, and his expression turned serious. “In every campaign, often at the very moment political
            tension threatens to tear us apart, there comes a time to stop serving one side or another and serve democracy itself.”
         

         
         “No!”

         
         “Please, please,” Stahl said, quieting the crowd. He swallowed the lump in his throat, and then he continued.

         
         “History is a great teacher,” he said, “and our country is rich with great history. In 1824, Andrew Jackson won a plurality
            of the popular vote and the electoral vote, yet the House of Representatives chose John Quincy Adams president. Despite having
            much to say about the process, Jackson conceded.
         

         
         “In 1876, Samuel Tilden won a majority of the popular vote, but the electoral vote was disputed in four states. Not surprisingly,
            one of those states in dispute was Florida,” he said with a smile, drawing a few sad chuckles from supporters. “Congress appointed
            a commission that made Rutherford B. Hayes president. Tilden conceded.
         

         
         “Twelve years later, it happened again. Grover Cleveland won the popular vote. Benjamin Harrison won the Electoral College.
            Cleveland conceded.
         

         
         “In this century, Al Gore won the popular vote, but lost the state of Florida by a few hanging chads, costing him a majority
            of Electoral College votes. His fight went all the way to the Supreme Court. But in the end, he, too, conceded. ‘Just as we
            fight hard when the stakes are high,’ Vice President Gore told us, ‘we close ranks and come together when the contest is done.’
         

         
         “Many of us still feel the sting from just four years ago, when Senator Hillman won the popular vote by a bona fide landslide.
            But it was Malcolm MacLeod who took the Electoral College, and so Bernadette did the right thing. She picked up the phone
            and made the call no presidential candidate wants to make.
         

         
         “In that same spirit, I called President MacLeod about thirty minutes ago. Unfortunately he was unable to come to the phone.”

         
         The candidate paused to allow a chorus of boos to pass. He gathered himself, on the verge of concession, when his campaign
            manager approached and handed him a note. Stahl reviewed it and gazed out toward his sea of loyal supporters.
         

         
         “Well, what a surprise,” he said with a wry smile. “I see that the president just tweeted.”

         
         A few laughed through their sadness, but the candidate fell silent. The crowd waited. Jack watched from a distance, sensing
            change in the air. Jack was too far from the stage to read the senator’s expression, so he checked the close-up on the jumbotron
            overhead. What he saw only fueled his sense that something was afoot. A transformation seemed to be bubbling up from deep
            inside the candidate, breathing life into a political soul that had been dying day by day, starting with the press conference
            that had turned a Democratic cakewalk into a political death march.
         

         
         Stahl cleared his throat and read aloud. “The president’s tweet says as follows: ‘I will take Senator Stahl’s phone call and
            accept his concession only after he apologizes to the American people.’”
         

         
         The boo-birds returned, but the candidate quieted them, signaling that there was more.

         
         “Hashtag—” Stahl stopped, biting back his anger, and then he finished reading the president’s tweet. “Hashtag ‘Sodom and Goliath.’”

         
         A split second of silence followed, as collective confusion—Goliath? WTF?—fell over the audience.
         

         
         “I’m guessing he meant ‘Gomorrah,’” said the senator.

         
         Silence gave way to shrieks of outrage, and then a man in the front row shouted, “Five million matter!” He said it again and
            again. It quickly caught on. Two women joined him, and it spread across the entire row. In a matter of seconds, the whole
            crowd was chanting, “Five million matter! Five million matter!”
         

         
         On it went, the crowd refusing to let their candidate finish his concession speech. As thirty seconds became a minute, and
            as a minute grew into two minutes, the senator seemed to come back to life and embrace the message.
         

         
         “Yes! Five million do matter!” Stahl shouted, and the crowd erupted with a roar of approval.

         
         “We live in a tech-savvy world in which dirty politics has gone high-tech,” he said, speaking with newfound energy. “As a
            businessman, Mr. MacLeod made billions of dollars mining your personal data. If you’re on social media, his campaign knows
            what you like, what you share, what you buy—maybe even what you think.”
         

         
         A wave of suspicious boos cascaded across the convention center.

         
         “Now, no candidate, no matter how strong his social-media campaign, can trick five million voters in fifty different states
            into voting for him.”
         

         
         “Five million matter!”

         
         “But what if he can win the White House simply by convincing eight thousand voters in Central Florida to hate me enough to
            vote for him?”
         

         
         “Five million matter!”

         
         “When the votes of five million Americans are ignored—and when a presidential election is won with hate-filled e-mails strategically
            targeted to eight thousand voters in Polk County, Florida—something is wrong!”
         

         
         “Five million matter!”

         
         “When five million votes are ignored—and when the White House is won with bald-faced lies strategically targeted to scare
            the living crap out of eight thousand voters in rural Brevard County—something is wrong!”
         

         
         “Five million matter!”

         
         “No, Mr. MacLeod. I will not apologize. Nor will I concede. This fight is not over! Not over by a long shot! Hashtag ‘Five
            Million Matter!’”
         

         
         The roar became a crescendo, and the confetti that had been intended for the victory celebration fell by the bucketful from
            the rafters.
         

         
         Jack watched in amazement. Not since the Pope’s first visit to Miami had he seen such mob hysteria, when the Hispanic faithful
            unleashed their wrath against an unwitting street vendor for hawking T-shirts that should have said el papa—the Pope—but instead said, la papa—the potato.
         

         
         The noise inside the convention center was deafening, but Jack could see his father’s lips moving. Maybe Jack heard what he
            was saying, or maybe he just intuited what his father was thinking.
         

         
         “It’s political Armageddon” was what Jack thought he had heard.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 5

         
         It was 2:00 a.m. when Jack texted his wife. He didn’t intend to wake her, but she answered his text with a call.

         
         “Looks like I’ll be with Senator Stahl at his house the rest of the night,” said Jack.

         
         Andie yawned into the phone. “Isn’t it victory parties that go into the wee hours of the morning?”

         
         “So hilarious,” said Jack.

         
         Immediately after the non-concession speech in Miami Beach, Candidate Stahl—he was still a candidate—convened his inner circle
            at his house. This time, Jack was not merely his father’s guest. He and the senator were in the kitchen with Matthew Kipner,
            a gray-haired Washington lawyer and nationally recognized expert on election law. Jack’s father and the rest of the Stahl
            team were brainstorming in the living room.
         

         
         “I want you involved in this,” said Stahl.

         
         The framed needlepoint on the wall, home is where the heart is, made Jack wonder how Mrs. Stahl was handling all “this.”
         

         
         “Involved how, exactly?” Jack asked, though he had a general idea.

         
         The 130 million Americans who voted on Election Day didn’t actually vote for Stahl or MacLeod. They voted for a slate of electors
            chosen by the respective political parties. By law, the nation’s 538 members of the Electoral College were scheduled to convene
            in their respective state capitals on December 14 and vote. Until that happened, there was no president-elect.
         

         
         “Right now we have 265 Democrats in the Electoral College,” said Stahl. “That leaves us thirty-nine days to convince five
            Republican electors to break ranks and vote for the winner of the popular vote—yours truly.”
         

         
         Jack paused. It seemed like high time to clear the air. “Maybe my father hasn’t told you, but I’m—”

         
         “An independent,” said the senator. “I know.”

         
         “I’m sorry you lost. But if you’re asking me to lean on my father to help you change the minds of Republican electors, I’m
            not your man.”
         

         
         The senator took a seat at the barstool, looking at Jack from the other side of the granite-top island. “This isn’t about
            politics.”
         

         
         Jack couldn’t count the number of times he’d heard those words from a politician. But he let the senator finish.

         
         “If we find Republican electors willing to break ranks and vote for me, it’s going to be an epic legal battle. MacLeod and
            his team of lawyers will come down on them like a sledgehammer. Matt can tell you. He’s the expert.”
         

         
         Kipner elaborated. “Most states require their electors to vote by party line. That means if voters in the November election
            went Republican, the entire slate of Republican electors is expected to vote for the Republican candidate in December. The
            same is true in states that went Democratic. Any elector on the slate who crosses over to the other party is considered a
            ‘faithless elector.’”
         

         
         “I’m familiar with the concept. My dad and I have had umpteen arguments about the Electoral College since Gore v. Bush.”
         

         
         “Then you’re aware that when it comes to binding its electors to vote along party lines, Florida has a strange law.”

         
         “Why would Florida be anything but strange?” said Jack, and the remark required no explanation. From “hanging chads” and Cocaine
            Cowboys, to the Versace killer and the “CNN-Sucks” Bomber, Florida was a sanity-deprived society, the continued existence
            of which defied evolutionary theory.
         

         
         “Amen to that,” said Stahl.

         
         Kipner went to the coffeemaker on the counter and poured himself a fresh cup. “Our legal position is that Florida’s statute
            allows electors to vote their conscience. They don’t have to vote on party lines. But the statute is goofy enough for MacLeod
            to make a persuasive counterargument.”
         

         
         “Are you asking me to be part of your legal team?” asked Jack.

         
         “Not exactly,” said Stahl. “Matthew is my lawyer.”

         
         “Then where do I fit in?”

         
         Kipner answered. “We don’t know where we’ll find our so-called faithless electors. It could be Florida. It could be Alaska.
            Michigan. Nebraska. Wherever we find them, those electors will need their own local lawyer.”
         

         
         Stahl leaned forward, making “the ask” more personal. “Can I count on you, Jack? If there’s a fight in Florida?”

         
         “Can I ask why you want me?”

         
         “Obviously you’re a very talented lawyer,” said Stahl. “I also like that you’re an independent. No affiliation with either
            party blunts the claims of partisanship.”
         

         
         “And?” Jack prodded.

         
         “Kipner finished the thought. “Let’s be straight: your name carries weight in any lawsuit in Florida with political implications.
            There’s nothing wrong with that.”
         

         
         “I appreciate your honesty,” said Jack. “But I’ve never accepted a case because of my last name.”

         
         “Senator Stahl needs a go-to lawyer whom he can trust, and we need that person in place, ready to step in on a moment’s notice.”

         
         “So, what do you say, Jack?” asked Stahl.

         
         Jack considered it. “If there’s a faithless elector in Florida who wants to hire me, and if I think I can help, there would
            be no reason for me not to take the case. But I would be the lawyer for the elector and only for the elector. I won’t take
            directions from the campaign.” Jack looked straight at Kipner. “Or from the candidate’s legal counsel.”
         

         
         Stahl glanced at his lawyer. “That good enough for you, Matt?”

         
         If Jack was reading Kipner’s expression correctly, his response was well short of “good enough.”

         
         “Jack, you don’t seem to understand,” said Kipner. “This battle is going to be high profile. Lawyers will be begging to play
            on this national stage.”
         

         
         “And I’d love to be involved—on my terms. I won’t be offended if you steer the case to someone else.”

         
         “Hold on,” said Stahl. “Take a minute to talk to your father, Jack. Then give us a decision.”

         
         “I call my own shots when it comes to my law practice. What do you want me to ask him?”

         
         The question was directed to the senator, but Kipner took an assertive step forward. He seemed ready to move down the list
            to one of those lawyers who would “beg” for the job.
         

         
         “Ask your old man if he knows any lawyers we can trust,” said Kipner.

         
         “Got it,” said Jack. “Gentlemen, it sounds like this interview is over. But thank you.”

         
         Jack started out.

         
         “Jack,” said the senator, stopping him. “You’re making a big mistake.”

         
         It was late, Jack was tired, and, for his father’s sake, Jack didn’t want to say the wrong thing to a man who still had a
            legitimate shot at the White House. He kept it short.
         

         
         “You’re probably right,” Jack said, and he left the kitchen.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 6

         
         Ground Force One, the president’s armored motor coach, rolled into Florida like a jet-black fortress on wheels. It was day
            three of President MacLeod’s victory tour.
         

         
         MacLeod’s chief strategist loved history, and his inspiration for this road trip was George Washington’s 1,887-mile stagecoach
            tour following his inauguration in 1789. Heading south from Washington, MacLeod’s tour sailed right through Virginia, which
            had gone for Stahl, and officially began in Raleigh, North Carolina. Then it was on to South Carolina and Georgia. The original
            plan had been to hit every state the president had carried in the general election and to do it before the meeting of the
            Electoral College on December 14. MacLeod’s mission was an in-person meeting with each Republican elector—all 273 of them—to
            reinforce what the president’s lawyers characterized as a “binding legal commitment” to vote for him. “Thirty-one states in
            thirty-one days” was the slogan. But like so many plans the MacLeod White House had rolled out in the previous four years,
            this one had barely begun before it was scrapped and completely rewritten. The press reminded MacLeod that he wasn’t a president-elect
            with nothing to do but hit the road and thank everyone who voted for him; he was the sitting president with a country to run.
            Thirty-one states were whittled down to the nine battleground states that had pushed MacLeod over the top in the Electoral
            College. Chief among them was Florida.
         

         
         After breakfast with his chief strategist on the bus, MacLeod stopped for a stump speech at Tallahassee Community College,
            also known as TCC, disparaged as “Tee Hee Hee” by luckier students who got directly into nearby Florida State University without
            having to spend a semester or two at TCC. About a thousand passionate MacLeod supporters crammed into Eagle Field baseball
            stadium near the TCC campus. Most were seated in the bleachers and grandstands. Others grabbed a patch of the Bermuda grass
            infield, getting as close to the president as the Secret Service would allow. MacLeod had no prepared words. The president’s
            penchant for free-flowing thought gave his staff indigestion on a regular basis, but his base loved the way he waxed on without
            a script. MacLeod was on his favorite topic: winning.
         

         
         “Look at the electoral map,” he said, though he had no map to show them. “I won thirty-one states. If you go county by county
            and color in every one that went for me, over eighty percent of the map is red! What did Stahl win? Basically, the liberal
            population centers around New York City and Washington and certain cities in California. That’s the Democrats’ idea of democracy.
            Let a handful of big liberal cities pick your president and forget everyone else. That’s what they mean when they say ‘the
            popular vote.’”
         

         
         MacLeod paused for the usual showing of love and support through friendly booing.

         
         “By the way, have you been to San Francisco lately? You can’t walk two blocks down the sidewalk without stepping in a pile
            of human waste or being assaulted by a mentally deranged homeless person. Is that the best America can be? No, thanks, Mr.
            Stahl. Voters rejected you and your elitist views. You say, ‘Five million matter’? I say elections matter. You lost. Get over
            it. There are no mulligans in politics. Thank you all very, very much!”
         

         
         Like a rock star, he waved to his adoring fans and started offstage. A pair of stone-faced Secret Service agents escorted
            him back to Ground Force One. The president climbed the steps quickly, still energized by his speech. The pneumatic door closed
            behind him, and he took a seat in the captain’s chair by the dark-tinted window. His chief strategist sat across from him
            in the other chair.
         

         
         “That was awesome,” said MacLeod.

         
         “I’m glad you enjoyed it,” said Teague. “But there’s no time for any more speeches. We have to stick to the schedule. I don’t
            see how we’re going to get through twenty-nine meetings today before hitting Alabama tomorrow.”
         

         
         “Stop and think about what you just said, Oscar. Do you honestly think we’re going to find an unfaithful elector in Alabama?”

         
         Teague thought about it, but not very long. “Well, no, actually.”

         
         “My point exactly. If we have to stay over another day in Florida, so be it. We can do a group meeting with all nine Alabama
            electors and get right back on schedule.”
         

         
         “That’s fine. We
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