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Education Minister Joss sees Finnegan arrive at the 
Capitol for a conference with the President. Joss retreats 
to his office, dims the lights, smokes a Blue Illusion and 
sinks into paranoia.

He fixates on the idea that Judge Finnegan is being 
groomed as his replacement. Joss is certain that the 
President is plotting to list him for VHD.

Joss slips into a dream state in which he is locked in 
the VHD cell, where prisoners are encouraged to jump to 
their deaths. He is naked but for loyalist-red necktie and 
loafers. He has somehow lost both penis and testicles.

He is unaware of a giant anaconda until suddenly … 
he awakens in his office, screaming.

The blue nightmare…
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Joss, sweating with anxiety, watches in envy as 
Darnoc escorts Finnegan to the Whirl-a-Vator. This 
device, a kind of elevator, was developed by RealCrete 
Industries. It whirls as it rises and falls, delivering dizzy, 
disoriented visitors to government offices.

As the Whirl-A-Vator doors open, Darnoc instructs 
Finnegan: “Bring your damned typing machine.”

Finnegan is ushered into a limousine, frisked, and 
hustled through tunnels to the Presidential Palace. On 
the Palace rooftop, Malenkovich lights a cigar, 
embraces Finnegan and begins to babble. It’s obvious 
that this isn’t the President’s first cigar of the day.

“Judge,” says the President, “I have chosen you for 
the privilege of writing my autobiography”.
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They descend to the basement swimming pool. 
As Malenkovich swims, he tells his life story: his 

childhood as a circus performer, his discovery of Real 
Crete, his rise as a billionaire, and his move into politics. 

Finnegan suffers a terrible case of hives. He’s a 
poet at heart — not a dictator’s ghost writer.

Malenkovich claims to have been a high-wire walker; 
Finnegan knows he was a popcorn vendor. Malenkovich 
claims he saved the world from rising tides with his 
invention of RealCrete. But his brother Ben invented the 
stuff, and then mysteriously disappeared while Mal took 
over the company. 

Finnegan knows that Mal was not elected with 96% of 
the vote, as he claims, but was appointed, very likely 
with the secret consent of the Mexican government.

“Are you getting this all down?” barks the President.



5

In the Blua Zona …

McCarthy learns from street punks that Piano has 
helped nenoij escape the Blua Zona.

Worse, Piano is preaching nonsense about adopting 
certain radical ideas prevalent in Mexico.

Sensing his chance to earn a promotion, McCarthy 
arrests Piano and escorts him into the Verda Zona via the 
Airmobile.

“It’s a fine class of people lives in the Verda,” 
McCarthy observes. “I hope to be among ‘em someday.”

Piano points out that the so-called Airmobile in 
Jeffersonia is actually a shoddy, shaky monorail. “The 
Airmobiles in Mexico actually fly,” he says.

“Shut your gob,” McCarthy says, “or I’ll be adding 
slander of state to your charges.”
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In the Airmoblie station restroom, McCarthy, fearing 
he’ll be caught in the Verda without a pass, dons monk’s 
clothing. He forces Piano to discard the beautiful shirt 
he’d bought in Mexico. “I don’t want ye standing 
respectable in front of the judge,” he says.  

They’re admitted to Finnegan’s apartment. The judge 
is busy at his typewriter.

“Christ Almighty,” says McCarthy, “I’ve caught this 
wretch preaching treason to the masses.”

“I’ve heard quite enough of your blasphemy, 
patrolman,” scolds the judge.

“Blasphemy! God’s Teeth! It’s a mere sign of me 
Catholic faith.”

“Well, I lost my faith during the Terrible Tide,” says 
Finnegan. “Who is it you’ve brought before me, and 
where is the evidence of his crimes?”
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“He escaped to Mexico. When they sent him back, he 

refused to stay in his Zone. He cut a hole in the Intelli-
Wall and roused the rabble to run in and slit our 
throats.”

“And whose throats were cut?”
“Why, it’s to be determined yet. There’s bodies aplenty 

in this cursed nation. The prisoner stinks of crime, Judge. 
Take a whiff yourself.”

“Nenio,” said Finnegan, “speak.”
“Sir,” said Piano, “I was scrounging through a trash 

pile hoping to find potato skins when …”
“Enough,” said the Judge. “I’m busy in the service of 

The Muse. I find the prisoner innocent. Patrolman, 
bring him into the garden, serve him tea and a hearty 
sandwich, and set him free.”
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Joss meets Mary at the Temple of Jeez. It’s a good 
place to be seen for ambitious Government officials, 
since the Cult of Jeez is the State Religion. 

Joss introduces a plan to limit the crowd at Kissy’s 
concert: A national emergency declaration, to be issued 
on the day of the event.

Mary accepts the dossier, then slyly changes the 
subject. “What about that soldier I’ve seen in your 
office?”

Joss snickers. “Daniel Murphy? Right now he’s a 
muscle-bound moron. After we introduce him at the 
Kissy concert, he’ll be a national hero.”

Joss whips out G-pad and flashes a photo.

At the Temple of Jeez …
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“Murphy has that fresh-off-the-farm look we’re after,” 
says Joss. “Heroic innocence. We’ll plaster this on 
screens and billboards all over the nation.”

With a sinking heart, Mary realizes why Danny had no 
enthusiasm for her plan to escape back to New Dakota. 
In Darwin Flats, he just another militiaman. Here, a  
national hero. Who could resist that?

“Minister, I’d like very much to help on the …”
Joss smirked. “The Corporal Danny Campaign? 

Obviously your hormones are pumping overtime. We 
should find you a proper boyfriend.”

Mary flushed with embarrassment. “I only want to be 
of use to my government,” she claimed.

“Let’s handle the Kissy concert, and if you manage 
that, I’ve got bigger things in mind.”
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Joss shows Mary to a private tunnel, known only to 
the political elite. “By now you may realize,” he says, 
“that I can foretell the future. We can talk in here. There 
are SIlencers embedded in the walls.

“Mary, after the concert, the whole troupe, including 
Hero Danny, Kissy and the First Lady, are flying to Free 
Utah. It’s a goodwill tour, part of the President’s scheme 
to unite the two nations against Mexico. But it hardly 
matters, because that plane will never make it to Utah.”

Mary whispered: “But the First Lady is … are you sure 
it’s safe to talk in here?”

“You prepared the official press release, did you not?”
“Claiming she died in a plane crash, yes, but I 

thought that was a cover story for … a made-up crash.”
“I’m afraid we’ll need a very real one,” said Joss.
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Mary was surprised when Hungry Al invited himself 
to her flat. She was afraid to refuse such a famous and 
powerful man, at least until she was sure what he 
wanted. She lit a fire against the chill evening, and 
served Al coffee, a rare and expensive treat.

Hungry Al’s gluttony had served him well since he’d 
moved to Jeffersonia. In a half-staved nation he’d 
become a food smuggler, a celebrity greengrocer, a 
four-star restauratuer, and star of a weekly TV show.

 “I haven’t seen you at Hungry’s, have I?” Al asks. 
“Don’t be shy. Ask for me. I’ll make sure you get a good 
table, and a comp desert.”

“Thanks, I— I don’t know my way around town yet.”
“Stop in for dinner, then. We often have real meat. 

But I came over here to … let’s talk on the balcony.”

At Mary’s flat …
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On the balcony, Al says: “You’re in charge of the Kissy 
concert, I hear. They’re flying to Utah after the concert, 
correct? Can you find me a seat on the plane?”

“It’s — it’s the President’s private jet. All the seats are 
… It’s impossible. Can’t you ask him yourself?”

“Negative,” said Al. “He’d never let me on.”
“But … he eats in your restaurant every night.”
“And never pays. Miss, I may be wealthy, I may be 

well known, but I am not a free man. I’m desperate to 
get back to my family in Penn-Jersey, but Big Ears will 
never let me go. Get me to Utah and I’ll reward you.”

But Mary was scrambling to think of a way to keep 
that plane from taking off. 
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Al choked up. “My good friend Genuine Jo, owner of the 
oyster bar? Murdered on the pier. Jo was hoping to sell 
her business and migrate to Mexico. But the cardinal rule 
in this nation is: Don’t Embarrass the Government. 
Somebody big arranged her murder by a shiv gang.”

Mary knew, but dared not reveal, that the First Lady had 
been killed by the same gang, with Darnoc watching.

“I’ll pay handsomely for a seat on that plane,” Al said. 
“I’ll deed you my home. It’s got bay views. You can sell it 
secretly and be rich. Please Miss, have mercy.”

“I’ll try,” Mary said through trembling lips.
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In the Security Room …

Alone with the President in the Security Room, 
Finnegan took notes for the biography. 

“You know what I wasn’t prepared for when I took this 
job, Finnegan? I wasn’t prepared to be called a 
monster.” He huffed and slow-walked on the treadmill.

“Other Presidents could blame Congress for their 
failings, but I have no Congress.”

Finnegan stifled his reaction. It was the President 
himself who had dissolved Congress.

“Finnegan, long before my election, this government 
was run by corporations. They’ve become so efficient 
that we need the labor of only one person in four. A few 
million machinists, engineers, accountants and 
technicians can run the whole show. What am I 
supposed to do with 30 million useless people?”
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The President launched into rambling false memories 
about his days as a high wire performer. He climbed to 
walk a girder as if to prove himself.

“Finnegan, if you look into the future you’ll realize,” he 
wobbled and steadied himself. “There’s no economic 
need for the schools. Except for the few with the 
requisite technical talent, it’s a waste of money to 
educate children. Agreed?”

Finnegan the bureaucrat nodded. Finnegan the poet 
winced — his craft required an educated audience.

The President called down: “They call Malenkovich a 
monster, but at least Malenkovich has the courage to 
admit it. America clung to its cherished myths, and that’s 
why the Union did not survive.”



16

“Mexico outfoxed us.They invented Reverse 
Lightning, and we in our pride clung to oil. They adopted 
Milito-Comerico, and we were addicted to self-punishing 
wars. Jeffersonia is a lost cause, Finnegan. What I fear 
most is a show trial in Mexico, my humiliation televised 
to the world.”

He pulled a gun from his pants, gave it to Finnegan.
“Joss has been scheming for my job, let him have it. 

I’ll go down in history as a second Abe Lincoln. Let that 
bastard play Andrew Johnson. Go ahead, Judge, I beg 
you, pull the trigger. Assassinate me! Play your part in 
history and help me die a martyr.”
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At the penthouse …
Kissy Jag, the worldwide pop star, 

lived on a hilltop estate in Mexirado City, 
the glittering capital of Mexico. She 
loathed Jeffersonia. In her opinion the 
whole nation was a depressing slum. 
But the Government lured her to a July 
4th concert by offering a mighty payout.

 Her manager, Larson, booked the 
top three floors of the Hotel Jeffersonia, 
installed her in the Penthouse, and left 
the other two floors empty as a buffer. 
Kissy craved silence, hated her own 
music and despised her fans. 

The fools who adored her, she felt, 
did did not know the difference between 
art and commerce. Never had any of her 
recordings sold so well as her latest 
sponsored hit: If You Love me, Chew 
Hunger-Eze Gum.

She liked only one of her songs, 
the one Larson had written for her: 
I Want To.

The lyrics were simple, and the 
emotion raw and honest.

I want to
Want to
Want to
Want to
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“Thanks, now fuck off,” Kissy told Larson, and swam, 
alone and nude, in the penthouse pool.

She was annoyed to see a blonde in official clothing 
crouching at the edge of the pool.

“Larson!” Kissy shouted. “Who is this bitch and how 
did she get up here?”

But Larson had fucked off. The intruder said: “Miss 
Jag, my name is Mary and I’m from the Government.”

“Well, hooray for the Government.”
“Whatever you need from us, I’ll do my best to see 

that you get it.”
Kissy clung to the pool’s edge and sulked. “I refuse to 

share the stage with the First Dyke, okay?”
“Oh, she’ll be appearing by hologram,” Mary said. 

“But I do have a favor ask. After your first song, the 
President would like to make a brief speech.”
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“Are you with some kind of comedy troupe?” Kissy 

says. Nude and unashamed, she dried herself, flounced 
into the penthouse, poured herself a glass of wine and 
lay on a couch staring at the ceiling.

“Larson!” she shouts, and then mutters: “He’s never 
around. What does he do all day?”

“The President promises to be brief.”
“There’s no way I’ll let that malicious clown wave his 

limp dick around during my set. I’m not running a peep 
show.” She raised her head. “Larson! Get in here. 
Dispose of this vile bureaucrat.” 

The doors swung open. And in stepped, not Larson, 
but Corporal Danny Murphy, Hero of the Republic.
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Danny glanced at Mary, and then, mouth agape, 

ogled the nude Kissy.
“So you’re the propaganda act,” Kissy says. “I can 

see why. Take your shirt off, soldier.”
Danny, bare chested, crouched behind the sofa. “It’s 

aw… aw… awesome to meet you, Miss Jag.”
“That’s because you don’t know me,” said Kissy. 

“You!” she barked at Mary. “When we go to Utah, make 
sure this stud sits next to me on the plane.”

“Mister Murphy,” Mary said. “I need to speak with you 
in private.”

Kissy sputtered. “I’m going to fuck this man. Stay and 
watch, if that’s your thing, but I’m not into dykes.”

“Danny,” Mary pleaded.
Danny said: “I … I’ll see you later, okay Miss Weeks?”
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Mary watches the Big Screen with sick horror as 
Malenkovich arrives in his jet. She imagines it, three 
hours from now, exploding in the sky, falling in flaming 
pieces, Danny dying in free-fall terror. 

How could she prevent it? Darnoc, the President and 
Joss were all plotters in this murderous conspiracy. 

Weren’t they?
She hadn’t worked for the Government long enough 

to develop friends she could trust. Who would believe 
this audacious coverup for the First Lady’s murder on 
the pier?

 As the President’s motorcade sets off for Patriot 
Plaza, shaky Mary runs to the restroom and vomits.

On July 4th …
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Feeling dizzy, Mary slips past security barriers and 

into Let Them Dream stadium. Noisy crowds gather 
outside the stadium walls. But inside, it’s only  Kissy and 
Larson, checking out the stage. 

“Miss Jag? Have you seen Corporal Murphy?”
Kissy turned a ferocious glare on her. “You insolent 

whore! No one dares speak to me on show day. Larson!”
Kissy’s manager led Mary into a crowded, dim 

hallway. They passed a room where Joss his staff were 
previewing the First Lady’s hologram. She saw the 
unmistakable bulk of Hungry Al and pushed toward him. 

But the Whirl-a-Vator doors opened and Hungry Al 
crowded aboard. Mary crammed herself in as the doors 
closed and the elevator spun toward the ground floor. 
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Security guards check passes as the elevator 

passengers enter an alley. Mary sees Judge Finnegan, 
accompanied by a skinny, ragged man. That man’s back 
pack is searched, a manual typewriter revealed, and he 
is let through. 

Finnegan is only a minor official but Mary recalled how 
he had kept her out of the clutches of a leering horny 
cop. On the other side of the security barrier, she caught 
up with him. “Judge, do you remember me?”

After a double-take, he said: “Oh yes. You’re …” failing 
to remember her name, he said, “Meet my friend, Piano.”

The ragged man smiled, showing the missing teeth 
that had given him his nickname. 

The crowd roared as the stadium gates opened. They 
streamed in as the First Lady’s hologram began to glow 
on the Big Screen.
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“Judge,” Mary says in a quavering voice, “I don’t know 

who to tell, I don’t know who to go to.”
“Calm down, my dear. The Whirl-A-Vator rides can be 

upsetting, but one gets used to them.”
“Judge, Kissy and … they’re all flying to Utah after the 

concert.” She grabs his arm. “But they’re not going to 
make it. Somebody has put a bomb on that plane.”

The Judge looks at Piano. Piano’s eyes dart around 
the alley. He believes her, and the judge does not.

“Hungry Al’s going to be on the plane,” Piano says.
“Where did you acquire this fantasy?” Finnegan asks 

Mary, and just then, the loudspeaker blared: “Judge 
Timothy Finnegan, report to the portal now.”

A desperate, anguished Mary followed the Judge and 
Piano toward a metal gate.
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Minister Joss waited at the gate of the Capitol’s secret 

tunnel gate. Behind that gate stood Darnoc and the nasty 
cop who’d once arrested Mary.

Joss grabbed Finnegan’s arm and said, “Report to 
Make Up. You’ll be appearing onstage. The President is 
going to announce you as Poet Laureate.”

“There’s some mistake,” Finnegan said, and gulped. 
He looked around in panic. “He cannot do this. The 
President and I are friends. He can’t … I’m ruined.”

Darnoc nodded and the President stepped from the 
tunnel into the alley. Kissy turned her back and mooned 
the President.

Finnegan lifted the canvas sack from Piano’s back, 
gripped it and swung it like a club. A sickening thump 
echoed in the alley as the blow cracked Malenkovich’s 
skull, and the President fell to the pavement with a moan.
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For a moment, all was a whirl of noise and confusion. 

The cop seized Piano while Darnoc searched the 
wounded President’s pockets. Finnegan stood back, 
hyperventilating, Hungry Al supporting him.

 Medics whisked the President away. Joss instructed 
Mary to mount the stage and declare the concert 
canceled. He grabbed Darnoc’s arm. “Stick with me, I’m 
acting President.”

With Joss distracted, Kissy pulls Darnoc behind the 
ambulance. “This is my man,” she tells Larson: “Find out 
what his salary is, and double it.”

“Darnoc!” shouts Joss.
“Fuck off,” Darnoc mutters. 
Patrolman McCarthy, always sensing opportunity, lets 

Piano go, draws his weapon, and rushes to Joss’s side. 
Darnoc dangles a fob, the key code for the 

President’s jet, in front of Kissy’s face. “Let’s get out of 
here before the revenge.” 

Darnoc unlocks the Security Van, and into it slip 
Mary, Danny, Larson, Hungry Al and Piano.

Darnoc radios the President’s pilots, orders them to 
offload all cargo and all luggage, and to remove their 
uniforms down to their underpants.

He flicks the radio off and says over his shoulder, 
“This plane! No bomb. Guarantee.”

When they climb aboard the idling jet, crew and 
passengers have stripped to their skivvies. “The police,” 
says Mary, “are sure to be waiting for us in Utah.

As they engines spool Danny looks into the cockpit 
and asks: “Have we got enough fuel to make New 
Dakota?”
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