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Advance Praise for
The Awakening of Jennifer Van Arsdale

“Political theorists often talk about the unintended consequences of liberal policies, but the abstract terms they use can’t really summon up the untidy world of actual, ordinary people where those consequences cause one disaster after another. But George Leef’s new novel takes us straight into that world and uncovers those unintended results as they appear seemingly from nowhere, scarring the lives of its people. The result is a political moral fable, but one set in the ordinary life of our time rather than in some nightmarish future like those of George Orwell and Aldous Huxley. It’s as entertaining as it is instructive, and as an elucidation of political ideas it will probably be more effective than many a learned tract in political philosophy.”

—Professor John Ellis, UC Santa Cruz
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“Ideas have consequences and this engaging, readable novel brings to life the consequences of America continuing down the progressive policy path. The Awakening of Jennifer Van Arsdale is simply a great read as well as a crash course in some of the important policy debates of our time. It will lift the spirits of Americans who fear that we have gone past the point of no return.”

—Carrie Lukas, President of Independent Women’s Forum
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“This is an amusing tale of America on the wrong course, but potentially finding its way. Beneath the surface of George Leef’s stock characters is a very human encounter with leftist arrogance and tyranny—precisely what we see on the rise in our country today, and which is steadily becoming a primary challenge in the ordinary lives of children in public schools, workers in their offices, and shoppers logging into Amazon. Have we had enough of it? Not yet, it seems. We have many arguments from scholars and commentators mounted against the progressivist wave, but they haven’t slowed the momentum at all. Perhaps the greatest challenge to it will have to come from the creative side, from filmmakers and musicians and novelists. I predict that if you read this book you will find that Leef’s fictional portrayal of hyper-leftist President Pat Farnsworth beats one thousand tweets complaining about the Biden Administration any day. And it’s funny, too.”

—Professor Mark Bauerlein, Emory University and editor, First Things
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“What would American life look like if the woke, statist, Constitution-shredding agenda of the Biden/Harris Democrats were fully enacted? George Leef answers that question with frightening plausibility, imagining a future that’s barreling toward us like a train in a tunnel. Jennifer Van Arsdale is an Oberlin graduate and Washington Post reporter who sets aside her misgivings about the white patriarchy to indulge her love of concert performances of Bach and Beethoven. She is thrilled to be chosen as the official biographer of the first female president of the United States, a woman her political hit-pieces helped to elect on the platform ‘The Nation That Cares.’ But while visiting the former president’s oceanfront estate, she runs into the real America, a wasteland of boarded-up storefronts and abandoned dreams that is the true legacy of progressivism. That’s when her education—and the reader’s—begins.”

—Professor Jacob Howland, Tulsa University
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“George Leef delivers a fast-paced Bildungsroman recounting Jen Van Arsdale’s journey from the Beltway swamp (her job at the Washington Post) to California’s Third World landscape of pustulating tarp cities, open air privies, shredded freedoms, and shattered monuments.

“Jen’s guides to enlightenment are a series of regular Americans who explain not just what happened in the Left Coast one-party state, but how and why: how education became indoctrination, how journalism mutated into propaganda, how the economy was crippled by regulation and boondoggles, and why history and beauty now reside in the dumpster.

“How will Jen respond and what is the one touchstone that sustains her? The L.A. Times brags that California is ‘The State of What’s Next.’ Oh no! What a timely novel…and warning.”

—Professor David Clemens, Monterey Peninsula College
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CHAPTER 1

A Glorious Day in May

The first rays of light filtered into Jennifer Van Arsdale’s bedroom, and that was all it ever took to wake her up. She opened her eyes and looked at the clock on the nightstand: 5:42 a.m. She stretched and got out of bed.

Jen walked downstairs into the stylish kitchen of her townhouse on a shady street in the northwest corner of the District of Columbia. She had had the place remodeled just a few months earlier and was delighted with the new cabinets, appliances, and highest-grade granite countertops.

The new kitchen was particularly spectacular, she thought, but the renovation had been much more expensive than imagined, consuming nearly all of her savings. Prices for everything had been rising rapidly for several years.

“Yes, I know it’s a lot, Ms. Van Arsdale,” her designer had said, a tad apologetically, “but with the cost increases we are expecting, this job will be at least fifteen to twenty percent higher next year.”

When the designer had shown her the final cost figure, Jen had actually gasped. “Why can’t the government control inflation?” she replied with a sigh. Fortunately, her job at the Washington Post was secure and paid well. Still, a big raise this year would help. She resolved to do her utmost to impress the newspaper’s management.

Jen started the Nespresso, took a bunch of organic red grapes from the fridge, then sat down at her new kitchen table. She opened her laptop, going immediately to washingtonpost.com. The news was not good. The lead stories covered rising tension in the Middle East, a bad spring cold snap that was going to lower agricultural production, and a big fall in the stock market. She took a grape and switched over to the editorial page.

“The Government Must Act to Slow Inflation,” read the lead editorial. Jen knew the trio that had written it and was quite sure what it would say, but she read it anyway.

The new administration has yet to show the determination that is essential if the country is to get a handle on the rapid increase in prices. Inflation had gathered strength throughout President Patricia Farnsworth’s two terms, but her efforts at slowing it were not effective. President Frances Barlow has been in the White House for almost four months and her pronouncements on the evils of inflation are no better than Gerald Ford’s ‘Whip Inflation Now’ buttons back in 1975. If Barlow doesn’t take this problem more seriously, she will help elevate Conservative Republican candidates who will capitalize on the public anger at soaring prices. Leading economists are pointing out that strict federal controls kept inflation down during World War II. Perhaps it is time to look at that experience.

Jen agreed. The Nespresso beeped. She poured a large mug and sat back. Allegro, her Turkish Angora cat strolled over and rubbed her ankle. Jen reached down and stroked her head.

While sipping the hot coffee, Jen went to her email.

The first message sent the night before was from her editor at the Post, Gabrielle Tartakover.

“Hi, Jen. Just a reminder that I need—by this evening—that article about remaining conservative professors and their corrupting influence on students. And how about punching up your lede. Let’s get the word ‘hate’ in there to get more attention.”

“I have the piece nearly ready, Gabrielle,” Jen typed. “I’ll revise it and send it this afternoon. You’re right that attracting readers is the key.” She hit “Send.”

The subject of the article was specifically college professors who disagreed with progressivism—those who oppose wealth redistribution, minimum wage laws, reparations, and single-payer health care—and those who still argue that human sexuality is binary and that climate change is not a looming disaster. Professors who said such things were unfit to teach American students, and exposing them to ridicule was a job that Jen relished. She would have the piece finished in just a few hours. After that, she’d have several hours to research her next book on the visionary college presidents who had helped transform American higher education.

Jen decided that she’d do her daily Peloton ride first. Keeping fit was always a top priority for her. At forty-four, she was as trim as she’d been at twenty-four.

Taking a few more grapes, Jen thought ahead to the evening. She had a ticket for a piano recital by a young Swiss virtuoso, Wilhelm Steinbacher, who would be playing Bach, Beethoven, and Liszt at the John F. Kennedy Center, overlooking the Potomac River across from swanky Georgetown.

Jen had loved classical music since she was very young. That was a gift from her grandmother who began teaching her to play the piano at the age of three, and took her to concerts in Grand Rapids, Michigan where she first heard works by the famous composers. Steinbacher had been getting outstanding reviews in Europe. She was eager to hear him perform live.

The ticket had cost $250—and for a seat that wasn’t even very good. Jen could remember when concert tickets had cost less than half that. Of course, the Kennedy Center was facing rising expenses and had to increase ticket prices accordingly.

However, the ticket price was a minor matter compared to the hazard involved with attending classical concerts these days.

A number of prominent social commentators had declared that classical music was “problematic” due to its “white male dominance.” Attending a concert that featured a white male soloist and music by three white men could lead to trouble. If Jen were seen there, someone might criticize her for supporting the “white male power structure” that was at the root of nearly all the world’s troubles.

Jen simply loved the music and didn’t agree that it had anything to do with the world’s troubles. But she knew that there was no point in arguing with the activists once they had decided to go after you for a violation of their values. Good people had had their careers damaged for lesser political missteps, and Jen didn’t want to put hers in jeopardy. She knew that she had to be very careful.

In defense, Jen had developed a set of precautions for certain concerts. She would wear unobtrusive clothing, arrive very early to pick up the ticket (always ordered by her sister, Madeleine White, and under her name.) Then she would sit with her head down, looking at her iPhone until the program began. She never looked around—to avoid the possibility of eye contact—and lingered unobtrusively afterwards to minimize the chances of being noticed on the way out.

It helped that Jen was short and slight. Wearing an ordinary coat and a large hat, she was as inconspicuous as possible.

Living in Washington had its dangers. Street-smart people could largely protect themselves from the obvious ones: the increasing number of break-ins, assaults, and dangerously aggressive panhandlers. But it was becoming much harder to protect against the omnipresent mobile devices and Twitter mobs. A mere accusation could instantly cause an avalanche of outrage, real or feigned, that usually proved ruinous to lives and careers. Jen just loved music too much to give up concerts completely. She just had to be careful.

Early in the afternoon, Jen took a break and called her friend, Samantha Swan, the Post’s restaurant critic.

“Feel like an early dinner, Sam? I need to be done by seven, though. If you’re free, pick a nice place in town.”

“That sounds good. There’s a new French restaurant on L Street that’s terrific—Blanchisserie Francais. It’s simply to die for, Jen. On a Friday night, it’s probably already booked solid, but I’m sure I can get us an early table. I’ll make the reservation and text you the address.”

Jen arrived at the restaurant first and told the maître d’ that she was waiting for Samantha Swan. He beamed and said, with what Jen thought was a put-on French accent, “Ah, Mademoiselle Swan. She is a very good friend of this restaurant!”

At that moment, Sam walked in. She was a stylish woman of fifty-three who had befriended Jen right after the Post hired her. Sam was good company, except for her need to remind everyone that she had a degree in art history from Yale.

“Welcome, my dear Sam! How delightful to see you again,” said the maître d’. “I have a very nice table for you and Mademoiselle Van Arsdale. Please follow me.”

Once they were seated, Jen said to Sam, “You’re certainly popular here.”

“That’s true, I gave Blanchisserie Francois a glowing review right after it opened in March. The owners know how much that meant to their success. They’ll happily comp the check tonight, so don’t give a thought to the stratospheric prices.”

The waiter arrived at their table with the menus. Jen really was shocked at the prices, though she almost never dined at top-tier restaurants.

After the two ordered, Jen asked, “How are you doing these days? I take it that there is still a lot for you to write about on the city’s restaurant scene.”

Sam grimaced slightly.

“It’s harder than it used to be. There just aren’t as many restaurants. Quite a few that closed during Covid never reopened, and some that did couldn’t survive with the higher cost of help. I’m finding it more difficult to come up with columns about the food scene. Some other big city outlets have entirely dumped their restaurant critics. I’m doing my best to make sure the Post doesn’t find me expendable.”

Jen knew that Sam and her husband were loaded. He was a trust fund baby who showered money on a wide array of progressive causes and candidates. To them, Sam’s check from the Post was loose change. For Sam, the prestige of writing her restaurant column was the main thing.

“I sure hope the paper keeps you. How else would the elite know where to dine?” Jen joked.

Sam laughed, buttered a roll, then asked, “And how about you? I shouldn’t think you’d have anything to worry about, especially since you were nominated for a Pulitzer last year, right?”

“Thanks for mentioning that. I wish I’d won. I still can’t believe the prize went to Charles Chesterton. Did you hear the feature with the LA Times that got him the award was based on made-up interviews? And yet he gets to keep it. The Pulitzer Committee said something banal like, ‘Chesterton may have fabricated some of his material, but his work speaks to deep truths that cannot be ignored.’ Maybe I’ll have another shot this year.”

Sam gestured with the roll in her hand, saying, “Jen, you’re much better than he is and you don’t make stuff up. You’ll have a good chance this time around. What are you working on now?”

“Well, just this afternoon I sent off my next column to Gabrielle. It’s about right-wing professors who keep saying and writing indefensible things. At her suggestion, my lede is about the ‘voices of hate that still resound on campus.’ I think ‘hate’ is too strong a word, but she knows what will grab readers.”

Sam snorted.

“Jen, your only problem is that you can be too nice. Those Neanderthals with their backward ideas need to be exposed and silenced, permanently. I’m just a little surprised there are any left.”

Buttering her roll, Jen replied, “Well, there are a few. Fortunately, many students are tireless in reporting on faculty members who say hurtful things about affirmative action programs or gender identity. Their statements get reported to Bias Incident Response Teams. They made it easy for me to write my article.”

“I look forward to reading it. Working on anything else?”

The waiter brought Jen and Sam their bouillabaisse. After he had gone, Jen replied, “I have a book deal. It’s about the visionary college and university presidents who have done so much to revolutionize higher education.” She chuckled, “It won’t make me rich, but it might at least pay for my kitchen remodeling.”

Jen and Sam finished dinner right at 7:00 p.m. As they were leaving, Sam asked, “So where are you off to this evening? Why the hurry?”

Good a friend as Sam was, Jen didn’t want to tell her the truth. Thinking fast, she replied, “I’m babysitting my niece this evening, so my sister and her husband can go to a concert.”

“There you go again, Jen—being nice,” said Sam as she got into her taxi.

A minute later, Jen hailed a taxi for the ride to the Kennedy Center. She was the only person in the will-call line when it opened.

“A ticket for Madeleine White, please,” she said to the attendant, keeping her eyes down.

Ticket in hand, Jen walked into the empty hall. An usher asked if she needed help finding her seat, but she demurred. Jen knew the exact location. For career safety reasons, she had chosen an aisle seat on the left side near the back. She felt that it was least likely that anyone would happen to notice her there.

The concert wouldn’t begin for more than half an hour. Jen checked her iPhone for email before putting it on silent. Then she buried her face in the program, never looking up, even as people moved past her to get to their seats. Eye contact had to be avoided.

Precisely at 8:00 p.m., Wilhelm Steinbacher strode out on stage. Jen wondered if his playing would live up to the reviews.

Steinbacher began with Ferruccio Busoni’s transcription of Bach’s great Chaconne for solo violin. He followed that stupendous work with Beethoven’s Appassionata Sonata; his playing was powerful, precise, and exciting. Jen was loving the evening.

During the intermission, she remained in her seat, her face, she hoped, obscured by the program. People sidled by her, but she never looked up. After the intermission was over, Jen heard the woman seated to her right say, “Greg, let’s take a selfie for the kids.” When she heard those words, she turned away to minimize the chances that she might be recognized in the couple’s photo. She was irked. Now there was a tiny reason for concern.

After the intermission, Steinbacher played Liszt’s Transcendental Etudes. His playing throughout those twelve tremendous pieces was electrifying.

After the final chord of the last etude, the audience cheered Steinbacher, calling the young virtuoso back to the stage six times before he sat down again to play one of Chopin’s waltzes as an encore.

What a fabulous night of music, Jen thought after the app-lause ended. Now be careful getting home.

She lingered in the back of the hall, pretending to read the program notes until the audience had filed out and it was safe to get a taxi.

Within ten minutes, Jen was back in her townhouse. Allegro was asleep on the sofa.

Jen hung up her coat then checked her phone. She saw that a voice message had been left during the concert. It was a local Washington “202” number, and the caller was “CJOliver.” Jen was ready to call it a day, but she was too curious. She clicked.

“Hello Ms. Van Arsdale, this is Courtney J. Oliver. I’m the Chief of Staff to former President Patricia Farnsworth. She is looking for an excellent writer to do an authorized biography. You are among those under consideration. The compensation would be substantial. I have also sent you an email about this opportunity. Please either reply to it or call me back at your earliest convenience. Thank you.”

Jen was now exhausted but couldn’t wait to respond. She tapped his number and held her breath.

“Hello, Ms. Van Arsdale. Thank you for returning my call so promptly,” said a man’s voice with a Boston accent.

“Sorry I missed your call, Mr. Oliver. I was out at a concert this evening. When I heard your message, I wanted to speak with you without delay.”

“I know it’s a bit late on the East Coast,” Courtney replied, “but this won’t take very long. As I said, President Farnsworth is looking for a top-notch writer to take on a task she regards as supremely important—her biography…her legacy. Several of us who are close to her have compiled a list of prospective writers and you are one of them. I just want to find out whether you would like to stay on our list as we move forward.”

Trying not to sound overly eager, Jen replied, “Yes, I certainly do want to stay on your list. Writing the authorized biography of our first woman president would be a project I would relish.”

“Splendid, Ms. Van Arsdale. President Farnsworth would like to initially speak with each of the people we are considering over the phone tomorrow. Could you do around noon?”

“Yes, I will look forward to it.”

“Very good. I will call you tomorrow. Thank you and have a good evening.”

Jen sank down onto her sofa and looked at the ceiling as she thought about having a chance to write the biography of America’s first woman president—by almost all accounts, the nation’s greatest political leader since Franklin D. Roosevelt.

Pat Farnsworth had united the country, virtually eliminated unemployment, ensured medical care for all, and ended America’s addiction to fossil fuels, among many other great accomplishments. For any president to have so transformed the country, putting equality, safety, and social justice ahead of the nation’s old obsessions with money and profit and founding principles was amazing. And that it was a woman who had done it was truly something to savor.

And now she, Jennifer Van Arsdale from little Vriesland, Michigan, might be her biographer. Writing that book would be a labor of love—if she got the chance. And it all could be decided tomorrow.

Jen was now too keyed up to sleep. She opened her MacBook Pro to check out the news on the Post’s site. Finding none, she scrolled down to the arts section and was surprised to see that a review of the Steinbacher concert was already up.

The review had been written by Amanda Putnam-Rovere. Jen winced. The paper was grooming her to replace its octogenarian music critic, Albert Redenius. He was immensely knowledgeable about music and wrote superb reviews. Unfortunately, he was so antiquated that he refused to go along with gender-neutral writing conventions and the new fashion of bringing politics into music reviews. Albert had even dared defend the idea that auditions for the orchestra should be blind and based on pure talent, rather than by prioritizing each musician’s ethnicity to achieve an “inclusive” and “diverse” ensemble. Jen agreed with him, but could never say so.

Jen began to read Amanda’s review.

“On Friday evening, Swiss pianist Wilhelm Steinbacher played a recital at the Kennedy Center. Before going into the details of Herr Steinbacher’s performance, a question simply must be asked: Why does the management of the Center continue scheduling concerts that are utterly lacking in diversity? Here we had a white male pianist playing music by three white male composers.

“Evidently, the Center’s managers do not grasp what a message of despair it sends to women and Black, Indigenous, and People of Color when they have programs such as tonight’s. Are they invisible? Don’t they matter? This reviewer says that it’s time for the Kennedy Center to stop supporting white male hegemony.”

Jen had already read enough.

Had Amanda even been there to see that quite a few women and people of color had loved Steinbacher’s concert? Why couldn’t critics of music—or anything else—stick to the subject without wandering off-topic to talk about their political commitments? Were the paper’s editors afraid to tell such writers that not everything had to be about politics?

Apparently, they were, judging from the increasing number of young writers who knew little about their subjects, but were exceedingly proficient at filling up columns with important-sounding yet empty jargon learned as liberal arts undergrads.

Sure, Jen was all for social change. America still needed much more of it, even after the historic presidency of Pat Farnsworth. She appreciated the dedication of young people like Amanda to the cause. But couldn’t they see when they were going too far? Why did they have to let ideology get in the way of objectivity and fairness?

Yes, the world of classical music was largely white, but all that people really cared about was the music. If you could play well enough, nobody cared about anything else about you. You close your eyes and listen. As for composers, the ones who were most popular had achieved their rank because they connected listeners most deeply with the music, not because of their race or sexual identity.

In America, it was possible to fake many things. You could pretend to be an artist by splashing paint on a canvas. You could pretend to be a writer by producing word salads. But to compose great music took real talent. No one had come along with enough of that to shoulder aside Bach, Beethoven, and Liszt.

If young people like Amanda Putnam-Rovere got their way and forced classical music to be “equitable,” music lovers would suffer. And America wouldn’t be the slightest bit better, either.

Nevertheless, the review served as a strong reminder to Jen that she needed to be careful. Imagine what would happen if Amanda or one of her clones around the city were to put up a Facebook post with Jen’s photo and the caption, “Why does ‘progressive’ writer Jennifer Van Arsdale patronize and endorse concerts that perpetuate white privilege?”

Jen closed her computer and went upstairs to bed.





CHAPTER 2

The Book Deal

Jen woke up at 5:41 a.m. It was Saturday morning. Immediately, she remembered the previous night’s call from Courtney Oliver and the upcoming call with President Farnsworth at noon. Her heart rate quickened.

Allegro was on the end of her bed, staring at her. Jen stroked her lustrous coat and said, “This could be a big day for us, my little friend.”

She got busy with her normal routine, but glanced at the clock time and again. The 11:00 a.m. hour seemed to drag by interminably. Jen tried rehearsing what she’d say to the former president that might work in her favor.

She checked her phone to be sure it was fully charged.

At noon, she was cleaning her already spotless kitchen, wondering when her phone would ring. She was staring at it when, at 12:02, the call came in.

“Good morning, Mr. Oliver.”

“And a good morning to you, Ms. Van Arsdale. I will have President Farnsworth on the line in a minute. Let me first say that she admires your writing and regards you as a strong ally in the struggle to remake the nation. She told me that she thinks one of the articles you wrote during her first campaign was instrumental in exposing the ugly hidden agenda of her opponent. His polling never recovered after it ran.”

“Oh, you mean the piece on his plan to use the Department of Education to require the teaching of creationism in public schools?” Jen replied. “I considered that my own ‘October Surprise.’ There was barely a smidgen of truth in it, but it certainly energized the president’s base.”

The smidgen of truth, of course, came from “unnamed sources,” reinforced by red-hot denunciations from activist professors and the education lobby. The “Creationist Plot” was entirely Jen’s concoction, and it had worked beautifully. She had written quite a few political attack pieces, but that one made her the proudest. That Pat Farnsworth remembered it was a good sign.

“Oh, that piece was a stroke of genius,” Courtney replied. He paused, then said, “I see that the president is just finishing up on another call. She will be with you soon.”

Jen wasn’t sure how to respond, though felt the need to fill the time until Pat Farnsworth was ready to speak.

“So, I understand that President Farnsworth has retired back home to California, is that right?”

“Yes, I’m calling from her home near Laguna Beach.”

“Could I ask a few quick questions about the biography you have in mind?”

“Naturally, Ms. Van Arsdale.”

“All right. What about the timeline? How quickly would you want the book?”

“We would like a draft within six months.”

“I’m sure I could do that. And do you have a publisher lined up?”

“Yes, we have that arranged. It is obviously one of the country’s most prestigious.”

“As I had expected. And what about the President’s compensation?”

“The author will receive a four-million-dollar advance. And with the royalties on what we are sure will be a massive bestseller, the book will be worth several times that.”

Jen paused a moment to try to think about that sum. If she got the job, it would eliminate her money concerns forever.

Attempting to control her enthusiasm, Jen responded, “And how about access to the President and her papers?”

“The President would fly you out to California in a private plane for several days of intensive interviews, and, of course, we’d make any documents you think pertinent available to you.”

Before Jen could reply, Courtney said, “President Farnsworth is now ready to speak with you, Ms. Van Arsdale. I’m going to transfer you over to her.”

Jen felt a surge of adrenaline. She held her breath and then in a moment, she heard the familiar, somewhat gruff sound of Pat Farnsworth’s voice.

“Hello, Ms. Van Arsdale. This is Pat Farnsworth. I’m so happy to speak with you.”

“It’s my honor, Madam President. I have always been a great supporter of yours.”

“Yes, I know that very well. That’s why you are one of the final two people I am considering for my biography. You’re an excellent writer, and deeply committed to the same goals I am: social justice, equity, and the healing of America’s old wounds. Have you had time to think about the approach you would take if we were to work together?”

Jen had indeed anticipated such a question and rehearsed an answer.

“First, thanks for your kind words, Madam President. As for the biography, I think that the crucial thing would be to trace the chord of your philosophy of life and government from your school days through your entire political career. I would drive home to the readers that you have been a steadfast advocate for the transformation of America, willing to take on all opponents to bring that about.”

“Good, good. Please go on.”

“I would also want readers to understand the obstacles you had to overcome to become our first woman president, especially the men who thought you weren’t tough enough. I would also devote a significant part of the book to how you won the country over intellectually, presenting the case for progressive policies so convincingly that the opposition was defeated once and for all.”

“I like the sound of that. Make the book as much about the war of ideas I waged as much as a recounting of my life. I don’t mind letting you know that I would like the American people to see me as a serious thinker as much as a successful politician.”

Pat paused a second and then asked, “Has Mr. Oliver explained that we would want a draft within six months? Would that be any problem for you?”

“No, it wouldn’t,” Jen replied with emphasis. “I’m currently working on another book, but I would put that project on hold. As for the Post, my editor doesn’t care what else I do as long as I write my regular columns on time. Plus, this book would be a boon to the paper.”

“And if we choose you, when would you be free to fly out to California for several days of interviews next week?”

“I could leave at any time, Madam President. I’m eager to get started.”

Jen hoped that she was showing just the right amount of enthusiasm.

“Fine. We are on the cusp of our decision, Ms. Van Arsdale. Mr. Oliver will get back to you soon. Good bye.”

“Good bye, Madam President.”

How soon would “soon” be, Jen wondered.

The call with the former President left Jen feeling very upbeat and she wanted some music to match her mood. She thought a moment and realized that the perfect piece would be Beethoven’s sprightly Eighth. She put on Spotify and busied herself with little household tasks. She knew she wouldn’t be able to concentrate on serious work until she knew whether or not she’d be chosen to write the biography.

Just as the symphony’s finale was beginning, Jen’s phone rang. She could see that it was Courtney Oliver. Her pulse quickened.

“Hello, Mr. Oliver.”

“Hello again, Ms. Van Arsdale. I have good news for you. The President has made her decision—she wants you to write her biography.”

Jen took a moment to compose herself.

“Oh, thank you so much, Mr. Oliver. That’s just fantastic. I can hardly wait to get started.”

“Well, you won’t have to wait long. President Farnsworth would like to begin this coming Tuesday, since she will be leaving a week after that for a vacation in the Seychelles. I will clear her schedule from Tuesday through Friday. I will also arrange for car service to pick you up at your home at around 7:00 a.m. on Tuesday. You’ll be driven to the private hangar area at Dulles Airport and met by our representative. I will arrange for a private jet to fly you to Orange County Airport. There, you will be met by the President’s chauffeur and driven to her home—Vista del Oceano. I will make the arrangements with the car service in DC and text them to you. I will also reserve a suite for you at the Ritz-Carlton at Dana Point, which is quite close to the President’s home.”

“Thank you so much, Mr. Oliver. That all sounds fantastic.”

“I have no doubt that President Farnsworth has made the best choice, Ms. Van Arsdale. I will see you on Tuesday. Enjoy the rest of your weekend.”

“I’m looking forward to it, Mr. Oliver.”

Jen simply had to tell people about this news, and the first person to call was her kid sister.

“Hi, Maddy. Got a minute to talk? I have got to tell you this. I have a new book contract. I’m going to write President Farnsworth’s authorized biography. She wants me to do it. The book deal will be worth millions!”

Jen heard Maddy take a long breath. They didn’t agree on politics, and Maddy was probably thinking up a sharp retort.

“Well, that’s terrific, Jen. I’m glad you’ll be able to cash in, writing about someone you find so admirable. Maybe you’ll be able to spend the money before it loses all its value.”

There it was. But Jen wasn’t going to let her little sister’s backward political ideas dampen her mood.

“Aw come on, Maddy. Things aren’t so bad in the country. Your music business is pretty good, isn’t it? Admit it, you’re at least a bit proud of our first female president, aren’t you?”

“No, Jen. I think Pat Farnsworth pushed the country to the brink of economic disaster and Franny Barlow is going to take us over the edge. But still, I’m glad you’re going to have this opportunity.”

“And I’m glad to hear you say that, Maddy. They’re going to fly me out to meet with President Farnsworth on Tuesday morning. I will have several days of interviews with her. Then I’ll dive into the writing. They want the manuscript in six months.”

“That sounds like just your cup of tea. I’m sure you’ll do a superb job on the biography. And hey, if our music store needs some capital, could I borrow a few million from





OEBPS/Text/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Advance Praise for The Awakening of Jennifer Van Arsdale


		Title Page


		Copyright


		Dedication


		Contents


		Chapter 1: A Glorious Day in May


		Chapter 2: The Book Deal


		Chapter 3: Getting to Know POTUS


		Chapter 4: Pat Farnsworth and the Transformation of America


		Chapter 5: Will Collier


		Chapter 6: Back to Vista del Oceano


		Chapter 7: Meeting the Free People


		Chapter 8: Nicole Swensen


		Chapter 9: Alexander Oistrakh


		Chapter 10: Trouble in Alexandria


		Chapter 11: Launching the Book


		Chapter 12: Back to the Beach


		About the Author







Guide



		Cover


		Title Page


		PROLOGUE: Goodbye to Innocence








OEBPS/Images/logo.jpg
A

+  Post]Hill

BOMBARDIER PREce





OEBPS/Fonts/CormorantGaramond-LightItalic.ttf


OEBPS/Fonts/CormorantGaramond-Italic.ttf


OEBPS/Images/tp.jpg
The

%@W

A POLITICAL FABLE FOR OUR TIME

GEORGE C. LEEF

BOMBARDIER





OEBPS/Fonts/Italianno-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/Fonts/CormorantGaramond-SemiBold.ttf


OEBPS/Fonts/CormorantGaramond-BoldItalic.ttf


OEBPS/Images/logo1.jpg





OEBPS/Fonts/CormorantGaramond-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
S
hening |

Jennifer Vin Arsdale
ERESENIENIEAT, FABLE FOR OUR TIME

/"“

GEORGE C. LEEF ‘






OEBPS/Fonts/CormorantGaramond-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/Fonts/CormorantGaramond-SemiBoldItalic.ttf


OEBPS/Fonts/Baskerville.ttf


