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Susan Cameron-Doyle wondered if the folks in the front rows of the audience could see the rivulets of 

sweat running down from her temples along the side of her neck to her collarbones. She knew this damn 

jacket would be too hot and yet here she was, addressing a few hundred people in the auditorium and a 

television audience of – how many? - with sweat running down, probably ruining her makeup and 

making her look, well, her age, she thought ruefully.  

The Front Runner was droning on about the first three things he would do upon inauguration. This 

question had been posed by the moderator who she was certain had not generated an original thought 

since before he’d started dying his hair and that had to be a decade, at least.  

“First things first, I’ll return our schools to what they should always have been teaching – the three Rs - 

and return God to our schools. Next, I’ll …” 

Susan mentally checked to make sure her best thoughtful-but-noncommittal expression was firmly fixed 

on her face, that she was standing straight-but-not-rigid and that her best side was angled toward the 

camera. She tried and failed to listen to the idiot that the polls suggested might actually be elected 

unless she or one of the others on the dais could pull a rabbit out of the hat before the first primaries.  

‘How did we get here?’ she wondered. She gazed out at the sea of faces, gauging their reactions, 

wondering how they could one and all sit through such a succession of blather. Did they have no self-

respect or were they just hoping to be caught in one of the cameras so they could prove to friends and 

neighbors that they had scored tickets to this invitation only event? Perhaps some of them simply had 

nothing better to do this evening and no good excuse for not attending.  

Spotting a woman with big hair and drawn-on eyebrows wearing a fox stole in this heat while gazing in 

adoration at Captain Blowhard, Susan stifled a laugh, deftly using a grab to the throat and turn of the 

head to disguise it as a cough. She wondered how many of the women in the audience would be glad to 

share the idiot’s hotel room tonight, given the chance. For that matter, how many of the men.  

Her own opening statement had been incisive, bold and fully in lock step with the party platform. And of 

course, entirely devoid of any real content. Which meant it would be reasonably quote-worthy but 

nothing anyone could use against her which meant, nothing new. And that was the rub – nothing was 

ever new in the world of politics. Applause brought her level of attention up to break the surface again. 

It was Door Number Three’s turn to prattle, so she had at least five minutes before she was expected or 

even welcome to speak again. 

She’d had the argument with Will again that morning. The one about how to deal with the inherent 

tension between speaking your mind and getting elected. Susan knew (and Will believed, but it was not 

a campaign manager’s job to admit it) that the process of getting elected had more to do with 



winnowing out nay-sayers than identifying and elevating excellence. And Will was bound and 

determined to keep her safe in a world where facts were debatable and truth elusive.  

“You want to talk conflict of interest? I’ll give you conflict of interest – it’s the conflict between your 

determination to be the Queen of Right and Good and the reasonable best interests of the people who 

have contributed time and effort and yes, money to your campaign. You can be all high and mighty once 

you’re elected but in order to get there, you have to dance with the one who brought you. And that’s 

the Party!” 

She knew he was right. Like it or lump it, politics was the world of all-or-nothing. You had to eat the 

whole box to get to the prize at the bottom. Altruism didn’t mix well with pragmatism. Susan knew she 

would always lose this argument. But that didn’t prevent her fantasizing about what she would have 

said if she had the courage.  

‘I know we’re supposed to spout the party line,’ she imagined herself saying, ‘and we’ll all do that 

tonight, in slightly different tones and with slight different takes. Because we’re not here to lead, we’re 

here to be anointed. This is not about leadership, it’s about entertainment. Every four years, the Klown 

Kar rolls into the center ring and out hop the candidates. The truth is that no one with a scintilla of 

integrity would actually put themselves through this ridiculous process. 

‘We ought to be telling the truth. We ought to talk about what’s broken and how we’ll fix it and what’s 

needed and how we’ll get it done. Without slamming each other or the other Party and without running 

home to the easy sells of religion and false patriotism. This forum should be a platform for discussing 

real values and solutions instead of giving the acceptable answers to the acceptable questions.’ 

 

In the sudden silence Susan realized that everyone in the auditorium – from the camera operator to the 

moderator, the audience and ushers and the other candidates were staring at her.  

She started to say “I didn’t…” but was cut off by the clapping that started with a woman on the far side 

of the room and quickly built until the entire audience was on its feet.  

Then she turned to the front runner and gazed into the eyes of a man who had just lost his last-ever 

election.  
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