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Chapter 1 

 

January 1, 2012, Santa Fe, New Mexico 

  

Cynthia Taylor sat bolt upright in bed.  Her soft blue eyes 

widened and her heart pounded as she remembered the dream 

she had just dreamed.  It was 5 a.m., but the rooster outside in 

the yard of her small farm had not figured out the time yet. 

 

     "Honey, you OK?" her husband Jerry reached over and 

put a hand on her leg. 

 

     "No, I am not OK," she responded. 

 

     Ignoring her answer, Jerry asked casually, "What's for 

breakfast this first day of the new year?" 

 

     "I had a dream.  It was very realistic.  I need to follow my 

dream and do what needs to be done in this country before it 

is too late."   

 

     His wife of 6 years was getting stranger by the minute.  

Jerry tried again:  "What's for breakfast today?" 

 

     Cynthia gave him a puzzled look and repeated her 

statement about doing something for the country.  "You know 

the Republican National Convention is just 8 months away, 

and the Democratic Convention shortly after, don't you?"   
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     "America is down the tube in 2012," Jerry laughed as he 

spoke.  "With Obama, the worst president in 223 years, 

spreading his billion dollar campaign chest around the 

country like a drunken sailor on shore leave, and with the 

Republicans and Tea Party patriots unable to come up with 

someone who is not able to even respond to the media 

without demonstrating their blissful and substantial 

ignorance, we are doomed."   

 

     "No we aren't," she spoke with authority in her voice.  

"We just need to elect someone who has never been in 

politics, never been turned inside-out by the system, and 

someone who has a brain."  She fluffed her long blonde hair 

twice and smiled a knowing smile.   

 

     "Well then Newt doesn't seem to qualify, and neither does 

Romney.  In fact, no one does.  Now, please tell me what's 

for breakfast?"  Jerry tried to change the subject. 

 

     "Wrong!"  Cynthia pitched him a stern look which meant 

a combination of shut-up and listen.  "My dream was clear 

and my dream was real.  I know exactly what to do and how 

to do it."  She popped out of the bed and stood beside it.   

 

     "Look, the selection process is over.  The candidates have 

been selected, and they are supposedly the best this country 

has to offer."   Jerry eased out of bed and stood looking at his 

sweet wife.   
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     "In my dream the American people said they did not want 

any of these bozos.  The American people told me who they 

wanted for President of the United States in 2012."  Cynthia 

paused then turned her pointing finger toward her heart 

before she added seriously:  "They want me!" 
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Chapter 2 

 

Two little faces had been peeping around the doorframe, 

followed by a sudden rush to get into mom's warm bed.  Ted, 

their 4 year old was first, followed by Lil, who even at the 

age of 2 could hold her own against her big brother.  As they 

struggled for position in the big bed, Cynthia pulled the 

comfort up over their squirming bodies blocking out the 

winter morning chill. 

 

     "Be sweet to your mother today," Jerry spoke in a low 

voice, "she has lost her mind."  Both children looked at their 

mother at the same time, wondering what dad meant.   

 

     Cynthia flashed her husband a frown and told the children 

not to worry about a thing because dad was fixing breakfast 

this morning.  She disappeared into the bathroom as both kids 

screamed with delight, knowing dad was going to make 

pancakes, like always on Sunday. 

 

     The newspaper headlines for the first day of the year were 

the usual mixture of sex, violence, bad news in the stock 

market, terrible financial news, and the latest on the crashing 

and trashing of the euro, complimented of course by the 

violent news from the middle-east.  As he prepared the 

pancakes, Jerry managed to read a short article about the 

coming monetary crunch in Europe which would spell 

disaster for everyone, including the Chinese.  What an awful 

mess we have gotten this country and this world into, he 
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thought.  Each day the headlines and the stories seemed to get 

worse and worse, and like a growing cancer the bad news 

overflowed the human mind, numbing the senses until some 

of the less bad news seemed almost acceptable. 

 

     Engrossed in another article about border violence on the 

northern side of the Rio Grande, Jerry almost burned the 

pancakes.  His two kids came to the rescue, both tugging on 

his pants legs and yelling at the same time.  Jerry filled their 

plates with pancakes, poured two glasses of cold milk, spread 

a thin layer of butter on the perfect creations, and allowed the 

kids to add maple syrup.  After cleaning their sticky hands, he 

was about to dig into his breakfast when his wife, dressed in 

her best dress, walked to the front door, pausing only long 

enough to shout over a shoulder, "See you later!" 

 

     Too late to catch her, Jerry said again to the kids:  "I told 

you.  Your mother has lost her mind."  He watched through 

the kitchen window as her 2000 Honda disappeared into the 

Sunday morning air.  The mother of his children had always 

been a very practical, rational, hard-working, well-educated 

woman.  Today she was a fruit cake.   

 

     "Did you like the pancakes?" he asked the kids.  The 

answer was self-explanatory because both children's faces 

showed how much they had enjoyed breakfast.  The kitchen 

table top had a thin veneer of syrup on top, and the floor 

below displayed puddles of gooey sticky liquid which was 

quickly lapped up by Browser, their Irish setter.   
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     "I wonder what happened to your mother," Jerry 

questioned.  "It's Sunday, maybe she went to Mass without 

us."  

 

     Offering a big smile, his four year old son suggested:  "I 

think mom went to be president." 
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Chapter 3 

 

Samuel Hopkins III was not ready for prime-time.  His party 

the previous evening had lasted longer than he had, and his 

head felt like a cement block.  As Director of the largest 

savings and loan in Santa Fe, Sam was responsible for the 

distribution of millions of dollars in loans to the farmers in 

the region.  He also was in charge of the Republican Party for 

Santa Fe.  When the doorbell rang the chimes reverberated in 

his head like gongs in an ancient temple.  He put on a 

bathrobe and stumbled in slow motion to the door.  Opening 

it a crack he was confused for a moment because on the 

outside looking splendid and all dressed up he was surprised 

to see Cynthia Taylor, smiling back.  He had been her friend 

for all of her 26 years.  He was also her Godfather, so he kept 

an eye out for her good fortune.   

 

     "Happy New Year Uncle Sam!"  Cynthia was bubbling 

over with excitement as Sam opened the door and let her in, 

shutting out the flow of cold morning air. 

 

     "Same to you, kiddo."  Sam gave her a hug and offered a 

cup of coffee.   

 

     "Sure, I need the energy boost," she replied, and sat down 

next to the coffee maker. 
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     "Well, why are we here today?" Sam asked in 

wonderment that anybody would be up and around so early 

on New Year's morning. 

 

     "I want to run for President of the United States."  Cynthia 

held her head erect as she spoke.  She watched Sam's eyes for 

any early indication he had failed to grasp what she had just 

said.   

 

     "Does Jerry know where you are?"  Sam was concerned. 

 

     "He thinks I am nuts," she replied in a steady voice.  "But 

I'm not.  You see, Sam, last night after the party at our house, 

I had a dream.  I dreamed the American people were totally 

disappointed in the choices they have for President for the 

2012 election.  I dreamed they wanted someone with a brain, 

someone new, someone who was clever and intelligent and 

successful, and someone who knew the voting age was 18 

and there is no American Embassy in Iran.  I dreamed they 

elected me because I have what it takes."  Cynthia sipped at 

her hot coffee. 

 

     "I agree with Jerry."  Sam frowned.  "What makes you 

think you are qualified to be President of the United States?" 

 

     "I'm a mother.  I have a wonderful hard-working husband 

who is successful.  I have a master's degree in Constitutional 

Law.  I minored in history.  I understand the basic 

fundamentals of capitalism and why and how it works.  I 
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don’t have any skeletons in my closet.  I don't drink or smoke 

or cuss.  I have a good heart, a great figure, and people love 

me.  And, I am blonde!" 

 

     "Blonde?"  Sam paused, rolled his eyes, and swallowed a 

mouthful of coffee.  "Do you want to file the paperwork as an 

independent write-in candidate from the state of New 

Mexico?" 

 

     "Sure.  Can I do it right now?"  Cynthia had a pen poised 

in her right hand. 

 

     "No, I don't have the paperwork here at home.  Come to 

my office at 9 a.m. tomorrow and we can fill it in and submit 

it for consideration.  "More than likely it will get lost in the 

shuffle, but you can still submit it." 

 

     "Oh I assure you," Cynthia's voice was firm, "It won't be 

lost in the shuffle.  I had a dream and in the dream I was told 

exactly how to handle everything.  Now I just need to get the 

wheels in motion." 

 

     Sam finished his coffee and ushered his Godchild out the 

door with a simple statement, "See you tomorrow, blonde 

president." 

 

     Delighted with her initial success, Cynthia kissed her 

Godfather on the cheek and merrily headed for home.   
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     Samuel Hopkins III took three aspirins, closed the curtains 

to his bedroom, and collapsed back into the safe confines of 

his bed with an audible, "Why me Lord?" which was meant 

only for the Guy in charge. 
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Chapter 4 

 

Jerry was looking out the kitchen window as he finished the 

breakfast dishes when Cynthia pulled into the driveway and 

then into the garage.  As she entered the kitchen side door 

Jerry greeted her:  "Hey Mrs. President, where have you 

been, out chasing the squirrels?" 

 

     Ignoring his remark she replied, "I went to see Sam about 

getting into the Presidential race.  He was very understanding 

and very helpful.  I am going to his office tomorrow to file as 

an independent write-in candidate from New Mexico." 

 

     "Then you are serious?"  Jerry finally was getting the 

message. 

 

     "Yes, I am serious, and I have a lot to do to get ready.  

Can you handle the monsters for awhile so I can work on my 

platform?"  Cynthia gave him a brief hug, then without 

waiting for the answer raced into the computer room. 

 

     For several months she had been studying the methods 

used to create and promote u-tube presentations.  Her dream 

had been very specific.  It explained precisely how to make 

her u-tube presentations go viral, which meant they would 

reach millions of people rather than a few who happened to 

stumble across them. 
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     She turned on the video camera built into the computer 

and began her presentation.  She didn't have to rehearse it, 

and   she didn't have to record it but one time.  She knew 

exactly what she wanted to say, and she said it.  It was plain 

and simple:  "My name is Cynthia Taylor, and I live on a 

small farm in Santa Fe, New Mexico, with my husband, 

Jerry, and my two children, Ted and Lil.  We work hard to 

survive in these tough times, and we want the best for 

America.  Unfortunately the choices for President being 

offered to the American people are between poor and 

pathetic.  We need a President who is articulate, intelligent, 

literate, non-political, clever, and educated.  We need 

someone who is moral, companionate, and understanding.  

Tomorrow, January 2, 2012 I am filing the paperwork for an 

independent write-in vote from the state of New Mexico to 

become President of the United States of America.  America 

needs at least one good choice for President in 2012:  ME!  

You can vote for me because I don't represent the Republican 

Party, the Tea Party, or the Democratic Party.  I represent 

YOU, the American people.  You can vote for me because I 

have a masters degree in constitutional law, and I understand 

the road to stalemate and ruin we have been charging down 

for the past 4 years.  You can vote for me because I know 

what it is to have children in this difficult world.  You can 

vote for me because I am blonde.  I don't care why you vote 

for me, but I do care you vote for me.  You won't see me at 

the National Conventions.  You won't see me spending a 

billion dollars on my reelection campaign.  You will see me 

in action as your President.  My platform consists of a 
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combination of balancing the budget, stopping the wars and 

bringing all our troops home to help America, changing the 

laws of this land which need to be changed, eliminating the 

ridiculous tax system which no one can understand, and 

developing all the resources which are so important to 

making this a great country again.  Yes, I know the voting 

age is 18 and there is no American Embassy in Iran.  What I 

don't know is why the American people need to put up with a 

bunch of bozos who have contributed to the abject failures in 

this country for the past years.  America needs a blonde for 

president.  America needs ME!" 

 

     Jerry watched over her shoulder as Cynthia played back 

the video.  "Mrs. blonde president, that is wonderful," he 

leaned down and gave her a kiss on the cheek.  "Now will 

you please come and play with the kids, they are getting 

wilder by the minute." 

 

     "Just as soon as I post this on u-tube," she smiled a broad 

smile and with a dramatic flair hit "send" on her computer. 

"Sometimes you push the right button," she added.  "I think 

this should do it to it." 
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Chapter 5 

 

Peace and quiet in the Taylor household lasted precisely 17 

minutes before the telephone rang, followed by the doorbell.  

"You get the front door," Cynthia yelled at her husband who 

was doing his best to finish shaving.  "I'll get the telephone." 

 

     Caller ID showed the call was coming from a TV station 

in Los Angeles.  When Cynthia answered, the voice on the 

other end asked in mild amusement:  "Is this the blonde who 

wants to be President?"  

 

     "This is Cynthia Taylor, I am blonde, and yes, effective 

tomorrow I will be running for President of the United States.  

How did you find out? " 

 

     "My name is Paul Simpson, and I am a reporter for a 

major cable network.  I noticed on u-tube your message had 

475,000 hits in just five minutes.  I've never seen anything 

like it.  I wanted to call and let you know you seem to have 

struck a solid chord with the American people to get so many 

hits in such a short period.  I would like to send a camera 

crew out on Tuesday to interview you and make a tape.  

Would that be OK?" 

 

     "Sure, Paul, I will be here all day and my home will be 

open to everyone.  I'll have some sandwiches for you and 

your crew.  What time will you be arriving?"  Cynthia knew 

the magic was working as she waited for his answer. 
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     "We will be there about 11 a.m." 

 

     "See you then."  Cynthia hung up the telephone. 

 

     "Who was at the front door?"  She yelled across the living 

room to her husband who was standing in the doorway 

talking to several people. 

 

     "America has arrived on your doorstep, my blonde 

president."  He motioned for the three women and two men to 

come in.  Glad to get out of the chill, they entered quickly. 

"These kind neighbors wanted to wish you well with your 

Presidential bid."  Cynthia recognized almost everyone 

because she had daily contact with them through the 

hardware and feed store, the local supermarket, and various 

businesses around town.   

 

     One lady laughed and said she had never seen anything so 

inspiring on u-tube in her 73 years.  Another, younger woman 

commented she would be available if she could be of any 

help on Cynthia's campaign committee. 

 

     "Yes, thanks.  I will need all the help I can get.  You can 

be in charge of The 2012 Blonde for President campaign.  I 

can't pay you anything right now, but in the coming months I 

possibly can squeeze out a few dollars or give you a few 

chickens, or something."  Cynthia shook the lady's hand in 

gratitude.   
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     "Oh I don't want money.  I just want to help you become 

President.  There are no other choices you know."  The lady 

was right.  There were no other choices.   

 

     One of the men shyly asked for Cynthia's autograph.  "Of 

course," she laughed, "so long as it is not on a blank check."   

 

     The telephone rang again, with Jerry running to answer.  

Outside the house a crowd was gathering, and overhead a 

bright blue and white helicopter was searching for a place to 

land.  Finally in a swirl of dust it landed in a nearby pasture 

and two men dressed in black ducked under the still moving 

blades as they headed for the Taylor home. 

 

     Cynthia was watching from a window when they reached 

the growing crowd outside the small frame home.  Rudely 

they pushed their way through the crowd and pounded on the 

front door, ignoring the doorbell. 

 

     Cynthia opened the door a crack as one of the men 

questioned in a loud voice:  "Are you Cynthia Taylor?"   

 

     Cynthia stepped onto her front porch, almost knocking 

over the inquiring stranger. She quietly explained to the 

crowd:  "Thank you for coming by, and I appreciate your 

interest and your help in getting America back in order.  

Tomorrow morning, after I file the required paperwork, you 

are all welcome back here, with the exception of these two 
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rude men who illegally landed their helicopter on my 

property and then treated you with disrespect.  Both men 

stepped aside as she went into her home and closed the door. 

 

     For the rest of the day as a crowd would assemble outside 

her front door, Cynthia would take the time to go outside and 

greet and thank them for stopping by.  She shook everyone's 

hand, especially the outstretched hands of the young and 

elderly people who appeared. 

 

     Jerry had reverted to letting the answering machine 

retrieve the incoming calls on the first ring.  Cynthia had 

created a special message:  "This is the blonde running for 

president.  Please leave your name and number and I will do 

my best to return your call as soon as possible.  Your interest 

in your country, and your interest in me, Cynthia Taylor, is 

very much appreciated.  Thank you, and a Happy New Year 

to you and your family." 

 

     It was late in the evening when the final visitor, Julio 

Soso, a family friend stopped by and handed Cynthia an 

envelope stuffed with money.  She thanked him and gave it 

back.  "I can't take this…..yet.  I haven't completed all the 

paperwork.  Come back tomorrow afternoon and I may have 

a job for you, Julio."  She gave him a peck on the cheek.  He 

flashed a grin and disappeared into the dark New Mexico 

night. 
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Chapter 6 

 

The rooster outside their window sounded off at 5 a.m., 

waking Cynthia and Jerry from a very sound sleep.  Their 

living alarm clock seemed to be back in stride as he shattered 

the morning air. 

 

     Jerry glanced at the answering machine.  The message 

register was full with 99 messages.  Jerry wondered what 

could have possibly caused all the calls.  Was everyone as 

nutty as his sweet wife?  On her way to the kitchen she asked 

in a soft voice:  "Any calls?"   

 

     "Yes," he responded.  "There are 99 and the machine is 

full.  What do you want me to do?" 

 

     "I will fix breakfast this morning.  You answer the calls." 

 

     Two small voices chimed in:  "Mom, can we have 

pancakes again?" 

 

     "No, but I will give you a banana and some cereal."  She 

knew ahead of time what the response would be.  "I have to 

hurry, dad has to go to work, and I am going downtown to 

Sam's office."  She knew the best offense was a good 

defense.  The kids forgot about breakfast for a moment.  "Can 

we go with you?" her son Ted asked in a tiny pleading voice. 

"Sure.  You can even take Browser.  But make sure you bring 

his leash." 
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     "We need some help answering these calls," Jerry stood 

by the telephone answering machine.  Who do you suggest?" 

 

     "Why don't we use the local ham radio operators?  They 

are great with communications.  We can donate some 

equipment to their radio club in return for some answering 

help."  Cynthia handed the telephone number for the local 

radio club to her husband. 

 

     "How did you know I would need this? He asked. 

 

     "Let's just say I dreamed it."  Her look was priceless.  

 

     After a big breakfast Jerry headed for his job as marketing 

manager for a national grocery chain.  He had worked his 

way up the chain of command from stock boy and mopping 

the floors, to clerk, to cashier, to general manager, to 

marketing manager.  Each step of the way had been difficult, 

but Jerry was a worker, and his company knew a better man 

could not be found. 

 

     With kids in tow, Cynthia was surprised when she raised 

her garage door and realized a large crowd of people had 

gathered around her house.  They were very calm and seemed 

happy.  As she backed out she thanked them profusely and 

told them today was going to be the start of something new 

for America.  This was going to be known in future years as 
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Blonde President's Day.  They cheered loudly as she drove 

off. 
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Chapter 7 

 

Sam Hopkins III small office on Main Street was strategically 

located between a title company and a mortgage company, 

with the local bank across the street.  Normally there were 

two or three cars parked in front on a busy weekday.  Today, 

when Cynthia rounded the corner she was totally unprepared 

for the scene.  Several monster trucks with large antennas on 

top were parked in the middle of the street, barely allowing 

traffic to flow in both directions.  Every space for five blocks 

was filled, usually by a large SUV or a van or a limo.  

Several hundred people were milling around in front of Sam's 

office, and Sam was standing outside surveying the circus. 

 

     Cynthia parked several blocks away. With both kids in 

tow and Browser straining at his leash, she walked toward the 

mob scene with the understanding this was just the 

beginning.  As she approached, Sam spotted her and the kids 

and hustled everyone into his office. 

 

"Good grief, what are all those people doing here?"  Cynthia 

pretended to be amazed. 

 

"Well, Mrs. blonde president, you have gone and done it 

now."  Sam laughed aloud.  "Do you know you have had 

29,000,000 hits on u-tube so far?  The United States of 

America and the world have discovered a beautiful blonde 

with the possibility of a brain to go along with her good 

looks.  You really did it this time, Godchild." 
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     "Yes, I know.  This is what I dreamed.  But I had no idea 

the u-tube message would be so viral.  It looks like the whole 

world is searching for someone to save them from the powers 

that be."  Cynthia picked up a pen.  "Where do I sign?" 

 

     "You are crazy.  You know that, don't you?  You will be 

harassed and insulted and scrutinized by every mongrel out 

there.  Your life will be a torture.  You will have no privacy. 

The general public will make you nuttier, and the news media 

will do everything possible to make sure this blonde from 

New Mexico is destroyed before she can become a threat to 

the political parties who rule."  Sam scratched his nose. "But, 

if you want to do this, just sign here."  He pointed to the 

paperwork on his desk. 

 

     Cynthia signed the paperwork with a flourish and dated it. 

She turned to her children and said in an excited voice:  "See, 

mom is going to be President of the United States!" 

 

     Ted, her four year old, wrinkled his nose and asked:  

"Does this mean dad is making pancakes every day?" 
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Chapter 8 

 

The noise outside Sam's office had become much louder, and 

the crowd was blocking the traffic flow along main street 

when Cynthia stepped into the bright morning sunshine and 

the glaring gleam of camera lights.  A sudden swell of people 

swallowed her as she was standing on the top of three steps 

up from street level.  The crowd quieted down, and she asked 

everyone to move down to street level so they could see her 

and get to know her.  Politely the crowd moved down so she 

could be seen.  In the back of her mind Cynthia thought of 

the dream.  She understood it was important to control the 

crowd, to control the important message, and to eliminate the 

negative.  So far she had succeeded in controlling the crowd. 

 

     "Good morning Santa Fe!  Good morning New Mexico!  

Good morning America!  My name is Cynthia Taylor, and I 

want to be your blonde president." 

 

     The crowd clapped and cheered and yelled and screamed 

and horns honked and TV cameras rolled.  For five solid 

minutes pandemonium was the order of the day.  Once the 

quiet settled in, she continued. 

 

      "Everyone has heard thousands of blonde jokes.  Of 

course there will many more since I am running for President. 

But this is not a joke.  I want you, the American public, to 

understand I will be your next President, not because I am a 

member of a political party, and not because I have spent a 
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billion of your tax dollars trying to get reelected, and not 

because I am being paid off in votes from a group waiting for 

more free government stuff at a time when our country is 

unable to pay the tab, balance the budget, or accomplish 

anything in the Congress.  I want you to understand I will be 

your President because I am a mother, a homeowner, 

educated, capable, articulate, and most important, I am an 

American.  For those of you who support me:  you will win.  

For those of you who do your best to belittle me, you will be 

disappointed, because my skin is as tough as my blonde hair 

is long."  She paused as the crowd applauded and roared their 

approval. 

 

     "Today is the start of my write-in campaign to become 

President of the United States.  I want you to know who I am 

and what I stand for, so please join me.  She turned toward 

the American flag in front of the post office, placed her right 

hand over her heart and her two children did the same as they 

said, accompanied by everyone present:  "I pledge allegiance 

to the flag of the United States of America, and to the 

republic, for which it stands, one nation under God, 

indivisible, with liberty and justice for all." 

 

     She gave a victory sign to the crowd, and then ended with: 

"May God bless America, and may God bless each of you 

and your families." 
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Chapter 9 

 

Paul Simpson stood in the entrance to the blonde from Santa 

Fe's frame house.  It was exactly 11 a.m., and the trip from 

Los Angeles had taken longer than expected.  He shook his 

head in disbelief he had accepted this assignment.  He pushed 

the doorbell as his three man crew assembled on the porch. 

 

     Instantly the door opened wide and a stunningly gorgeous 

blonde, dressed in blue jeans, a white blouse, and tennis 

shoes welcomed them.  "Paul, please come in!  You are right 

on time!" 

 

     "Always."  Paul smiled a forced smile as he stepped 

inside, followed by his crew.  Glancing around, he was 

impressed by the neatness of the interior.   

 

     "Did you wipe your feet?" A deep voice caused Paul to 

turn toward the kitchen.  Cynthia's husband Jerry filled the 

doorway, frying pan in one hand and dish towel in the other. 

 

     "This is the butler," the blonde introduced her husband, 

Jerry to the visitors. 

 

     "Is it ok if we setup in the living room?" Paul asked, 

knowing there would not be room for the interview anyplace 

else.  The home was neat, orderly, clean, but tiny.    
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     "Sure, anyplace you want," the blonde woman picked up 

her four year old and put him on her left hip, and as he clung 

to her neck she scooped up her daughter and added her to the 

other hip.  The alert TV cameraman caught the action on his 

video camera.  

 

     After introducing his crew, Paul asked Cynthia, "Would 

you like to work a few minutes with our makeup artist?  He 

can make you look spectacular on camera, and it will only 

take a few moments." 

 

     The blonde from Santa Fe deposited both kids on the floor 

by their toys and plopped into a comfortable living room 

chair for the interview.  "Nope.  Won't be necessary," she 

responded with a friendly smile. 

 

     

     "U-tube viewers across the United States have recently 

witnessed a miracle.  This young blonde woman, mother of 

two, who lives on a farm outside Santa Fe, New Mexico, has 

decided to run for President of the United States on a write-in 

ticket.   She sent out her message to the American people on 

u-tube.  The message went viral, and tens of millions of 

people from Oregon to Florida viewed her presentation.  In 

just two days she has been received by an audience of 

120,000,000 people!  Her name is Cynthia Taylor.  She grew 

up in Santa Fe, and two days ago she woke up on New Year's 

Day and decided to run for President of the United States."       
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      The cameraman switched to Cynthia sitting cross-legged 

in a huge padded leather chair. 

     

      "Cynthia, what made you decide to run for President of 

the United States?"  Paul's voice contained a trace of 

disinterest as he asked the question. 

 

     The blonde from Santa Fe provided a genuine smile.  "I 

am not a politician."   

 

     "Amen to that!"  Jerry's voice confirmed from the kitchen, 

causing the interviewer a bit of concern he was losing control 

before he even started.   

 

     Cynthia laughed at her husband's hearty response, and 

then confirmed her statement:  "I have a brain.  I have a heart.  

I have a soul.   I have watched the election process for the 

past year as an interesting assortment of men and women 

have stepped forward in the hope of becoming the next 

President of our great country.  I have watched as one by one 

they have been literally chewed to pieces by the mass media.  

I have watched the news media do everything possible to 

destroy certain politicians while promoting others, totally 

disregarding the truth while spreading lies and fabricating 

stories designed to destroy the opposition.  It has been a 

sickening scene.  I am running for President because I am 

tired of the methods used to distract, ruin, harass, and 
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cheapen the electoral process.  My campaign will be direct to 

the American people by u-tube and the internet." 

 

     "How would you, Mrs. Taylor, describe President Obama 

in one word?" 

 

     "Socialist."  Her reply was quick. 

 

     "How would you, Mrs. Taylor, in one word describe the 

Republican Party?"   

 

     "Corrupt."  Her blue eyes and firm voice filled the video 

monitor. 

 

     "How would you Mrs. Taylor ….", the question was cut-

off in mid sentence by a small voice as Ted, her four year old 

shouted:  "Mommy, I'm hungry!"  The camera swung to the 

small boy on the floor and he responded with a big grin as 

Jerry quickly picked him up and carted him away. 

 

     "Let me try again," the exasperated reporter tried to 

recoup his composure as the interview continued.  "What 

about the Tea Party?  How would you describe them?"  Paul 

asked. 

 

     "Misled."  Cynthia's strong voice replied. 
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     "Misled?  That's a strange reply," the reporter suddenly 

was trying to bait her into saying something which could be 

used against her.  "Misled, how?" 

 

     The blonde from Santa Fe took the bait willingly.  "The 

Tea Party is not a bunch of radicals bent on destroying 

America while ignoring the poor, elderly, and young.  The 

Tea Party is filled with true patriots as it has been since The 

Boston Tea Party which started this nation on a new path to 

freedom from oppression from government intervention. 

During the months since the Tea Party demonstrated the pure 

power of the people, while the democratic party tried to 

dismantle their efforts through misleading and fraudulent 

stories, on the other hand the Republicans pretended they had 

the same values and interests as the Tea Party.  Nothing could 

be further from the truth, and at last the Tea Party 

understands the game."  The blonde from Santa Fe with her 

intelligence showing, was in full control of the interview. 

 

     "Changing the subject," Paul watched Cynthia's face for a 

clue to her vulnerability.  "How do you feel about the Occupy 

Movement which has mushroomed up across America?" 

 

     "The Occupy Movement can be directly attributed to the 

failure of our Government to do anything meaningful to 

punish the crooks and thieves who ran Freddie Mac, Fannie 

Mae, the big banks, mortgage companies, savings and loans, 

and Wall Street.  Instead, every so often in the news you can 

read how a certain bank has been allowed to remove the 
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blight on their record by paying millions of dollars in fines to 

the Government, and the American people continue to pay 

the tab for the criminal activity which caused the problem. 

If the government had put these scoundrels in jail there would 

be no Occupy Movement."  Cynthia's blue eyes flashed as 

she spoke. 

 

     Paul tried another tactic.  "So you approve of the 

destruction and chaos and ruin caused by the Occupy 

Movement?" 

 

     She ignored his question and replied, "There will be no 

peace in America until the rotten pieces of our system are 

removed, because they are a cancer.  For every family so 

easily fooled when they applied for a loan based on the 

discovery they had a heartbeat, and for every gambler out 

there who watches on a daily basis as the stock market goes 

up because a member of the G8 scratched his nose, or goes 

down because the wind was blowing from the south, the 

show goes on.   No one makes money or loses money in the 

stock market, and no profit is generated or lost unless the 

market moves.  It is so phony!   Talk about lies!  Our 

government officials live their lies on a daily basis, doing 

their utmost to soothe the American people as they 

accomplish absolutely nothing to put America back to work. 

There is an old expression where I come from:  If it ain't 

broke, don't fix it.  Our government is broke.  We need to fix 

it!" 
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     The interviewer glanced at his watch.  The five minute 

interview had turned into a 30 minute diatribe, and he had 

been unsuccessful in making this blonde from Santa Fe look 

dumb and dumber.  His boss would not be pleased. 

 

     "Thank you," Mrs. Taylor.   

 

     "Cynthia," she corrected him.  "You can call me the 

blonde from Santa Fe.  Everyone on u-tube will recognize me 

immediately." 

 

     "For the interview…."  His presentation ended as weakly 

as it had begun.   
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Chapter 10 

 

Chicago, Illinois, February 7, 2012 

 

"She's a flake."  Tim O'Brien flicked a cigar ash from his 

expensive Cuban cigar into the oversized black glass ash tray.  

"She will never go anyplace.  This deal is sewed up."  

O'Brien specialized in analyzing potential problems for his 

wealthy clients, as well as eliminating those problems. 

 

     "She doesn't strike me as a flake.  She has been on 25 

different nationally televised TV shows, and she has had 

more than 85,000,000 hits on that u-tube presentation.  With 

the American public so much against the professional 

politicians who have made such a mess of things, she seems 

to be a guiding light in the darkness."  Jeff Conally, a mass 

media mogul, owner of TV networks and major news media 

outlets, was not pleased with O'Brien's comments. 

 

     "I want you to come up with something which will shoot 

her and her dumb blonde campaign down.  I want her career 

in politics finished as soon as possible.  Dig up anything to 

make her look stupid.  Pay someone to say anything, and 

make it stick."  Jeff sipped a second scotch as he instructed 

his cohort. 

 

     "OK, I will put our investigative reporters on it right away. 

If worse comes to worse we can always create a story and 

make the facts stick.  The stupid American public doesn't 
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know the difference.  It's the projected image that counts."  

Tim ground out his cigar and walked toward the door. 

 

"I want to read about it on u-tube," Jeff suggested.  "Then I 

can know it is true." 
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Chapter 11 

 

Miami, Florida, February 13, 2012 

 

Cynthia Taylor adjusted her collar and opened the news 

conference with her personal rendition of The Star Spangled 

Banner which she sang with heartfelt emotion.   She noticed 

one reporter in the crowd who seemed out of place.  He left 

his hat on during the national anthem, and the scowl on his 

unshaven face seemed out of place amid all the smiling 

reporters. 

 

     "During the past month and a half I have been well 

received by millions of Americans who have been 

desperately searching for someone to get Congress off its rear 

end and agree to something, anything which will move 

America forward.  Their stalemate has resulted in the lowest 

approval rating any government has ever had.  The American 

public wants people who can accomplish established goals, 

but the choices offered by the National political parties leave 

little to be desired.  No choice seems to be better than the 

choices offered, and yet someone needs to lead this great 

nation.  I want the job."  Cynthia waited for a hand to appear.   

"The lady in the third row, what is your question?" 

 

      "Mrs. Taylor, during the period since you became famous 

on u-tube, you have received more than $200,000,000 in 

contributions from all over America.  How do you plan to use 

that money during your campaign?"  She sat down. 
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     "The American system has gone wacko during recent 

years of political campaigns.  It has been reported that during 

the 2012 campaign Obama will spend more than 1 billion 

dollars for his reelection.  Does this tell you something about 

how corrupt and fraudulent the system has become?  I really 

don't care what the other candidates do with their election 

money.  All the money I receive will be turned over to the 

United States Treasury Department to start paying down our 

17 trillion dollar debt.  So far I have spent very little money 

because I am not running expensive high-definition TV, 

radio, or newspaper ads.  I have been fortunate to be invited 

to various news and talk shows, and I have no intention of 

wasting millions of dollars on my election.  Put me on u-tube 

and I will get the message across.  My message is simple:  

invest in me and you invest in America.  Thank you for the 

question." 

 

     Cynthia picked out the strange looking man she had 

spotted earlier.  His hand was waving frantically in the air.  

"OK, the guy in the brown suit who is trying to fly over there, 

what is your question?" 

 

     "I want to know why your husband, Jerry, was arrested for 

assault and battery when he was in high school." 

 

 

     "Good grief, aren't you busy out there digging for some 

dirt?  Fortunately I can answer your question because I have 
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gone with Jerry since the 7
th
 grade.  But your story, like your 

mind, is twisted, so let's see if we can straighten out the real 

facts.  Jerry was headed for home after football practice one 

day and his best friend, Whitey Carson, was attacked by 

someone.  Whitey was knocked to the ground and kicked in 

the head before Jerry could intervene.  Jerry stepped in and 

punched the attacker in the face, breaking his nose.  The man 

had to go to the hospital, and then he filed charges.  Those 

charges were dismissed after an investigation."  Cynthia 

paused and looked directly at the man in the brown suit. 

 

     "So Jerry paid to have the charges dropped, huh."  The 

man stuck his jaw out in defiance. 

 

      "The charges were dropped because his friend Whitey 

only had one arm.  It was hard for him to defend himself 

from someone trying to seriously injure him who attacked 

from the rear.  The attacker was put in jail, and the charges 

against Jerry were dismissed and supposedly removed from 

the record.  How much did you pay to dig up this incident, 

and what political party is paying your salary.  Speak up so 

we can all hear."  Cynthia was finished with the trouble-

maker, but she added:  "Will the security people please 

review this man's press credentials and find out who sent 

him?  Thank you." 

 

     "Mrs. Taylor, my name is Hector Lopez.  I understand you 

speak several foreign languages, including Spanish.  Here in 

Miami we have a large Cuban population who want to vote 
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for you.  We don't trust the Republicans, we don't like the Tea 

Party people, and we know what the Democrats have done to 

this country.  What are your feelings about immigration and 

illegal aliens?" 

 

     "Hector, you will not like my answer.  If you believe in 

law and order, the present law does not allow for illegal 

aliens to remain in this country.  There are many thousands of 

legal aliens who have waited years to come to America and 

become an American citizen.  At the same time there are 

many illegal aliens who have come here and abused our 

schools, our tax system, and our medical facilities.  Our 

system of government was not setup to reward those who 

break the law.  At the same time we understand how difficult 

and impossible it is for families living across the border to 

watch as their children and parents starve.  Laws need to be 

changed to reflect a compassionate, intelligent, rational 

approach for those who want to live and work in our country, 

but it needs to be balanced against the current fact our 

Federal government has a small cash flow problem.  We are 

broke.  Put me in charge and I will show you how to get 

Congress off their duffs, and at the same time we can enact 

sensible laws which provide the best possible solutions which 

will make America better."  

 

    After several more questions and direct to the point 

answers, Cynthia thanked the press corps and left the podium 

after giving the sign of the cross and saying, "God bless 

America."   
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Chapter 12 

 

Santa Fe, New Mexico, February 14, 2012 

 

"Happy Valentine's day to you my sweetheart."  Jerry leaned 

over and kissed Cynthia on the cheek.  She responded with a 

smile.  "Will you be my valentine?"  He handed her the card.  

It was his turn.  Ever since they were married they had 

exchanged the same card, year after year, taking turns, and 

dating the card.  This year he had the honor. 

 

     Cynthia sat up slowly and carefully opened the envelope.  

The card was originally from the 1930s, and it had been 

passed back and forth by her grandmother and grandfather 

after they were married in 1931.  Before her grandmother 

died, she gave the card to her granddaughter on valentine day 

2002.  It was a very special card with a lot of meaning, but it 

was simple.  On the outside it read:  "The Greatest Story Ever 

Told," accompanied by a beautiful graphic of a young couple 

holding hands, and on the inside it explained:  "I love you."  

A sentimental tear in her eye, Cynthia flipped the card over to 

make sure Jerry had signed and dated it on the back.  He had 

not forgotten. 

 

     "I love you too, and don't you ever forget it."  She gave 

him a kiss and a hug.  "I know it was difficult for you to stay 

here with the kids when I flew to Florida, but I will try to 

limit my trips.  I intend to do a lot more blogging and I have a 

new presentation ready for u-tube.  It looks like the whole 
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country has gone loco over my running for President.  I am 

getting millions and millions of hits on u-tube, and apparently 

the Democrats, the Republicans, and even the Tea Party 

faithful are coming to my side of the aisle.  This was all 

forecast in my dream, but there is something I haven't 

mentioned to you yet because I don't want you upset."  

Cynthia looked at her husband with a gleam in her eye. 

 

     "Don't tell me you are pregnant?"  Jerry laughed at his 

own suggestion. 

 

     "In my dream it was explained the various political parties 

will realize after several months of my campaign, their 

chances of success in the 2012 election will be substantially 

reduced.  At that point they will either try to get me to join 

their side, or they will do like they did with Herman Cain and 

Newt Gingrich and try to take me out the dirtiest way 

possible, with little regard for truth."  Cynthia took Jerry's 

hand and held it softly.  "I can't join any side.  That is not my 

plan.  I certainly don't want them to smear my family with 

some creative garbage.  They are masters at disinformation 

and corruption, and they can cause great grief.  So we need to 

be prepared." 

 

     "How do you think the various parties will approach you?"  

Jerry watched her expression as he asked the question. 

 

     "They already have.  I received three e-mail invitations to 

go to the various campaign headquarters to discuss my future 
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in politics as well as many requests for open forum 

discussions from the media.  They all want me immediately."  

Cynthia smiled.  "But guess what, they aren't going to get me.  

Instead, I intend to make my response on u-tube which 

should help them understand I cannot be bought off, thrown 

under the bus, or pitched off the bridge.  After they get my 

presentation they will understand my reply is no thanks, I 

have something more important to do then sell out the 

American people." 

 

     "Gosh you are good!"  Jerry knew his wife was smart, but 

he had no idea how carefully she had planned out her wildcat 

run for the Presidency.  She was not only thinking outside the 

box, she was out in the open in another dimension.   

 

     "Yes."  Cynthia finally answered his question.  "I will be 

your valentine….forever." 
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Chapter 13 

 

Santa Fe, New Mexico, February 15, 2012 

 

Cynthia Taylor's e-mail invitations by the various political 

parties, as well as the requests to appear at open discussions 

across the United States were displayed in their entirety on 

her new website.  Her visual response on u-tube left no doubt 

about her future intentions when it came to dealing with the 

Republicans, the Democrats, and the Tea Party power brokers 

in charge of selecting the next President of the United States 

of America, as well as the mass media.   

 

     "Hello America!  This is your blonde for president, 

Cynthia Taylor coming to you from the great state of New 

Mexico.  If you checked my website, blondewrite-in.com 

recently you caught a glimpse at how the current political 

system is flawed.  I displayed e-mails from the Republican, 

Democrat, and Tea Party representatives in charge of 

selecting the next President of the United States.  In their 

various e-mails they invited me to join with them so my voice 

could be heard by you, the American people.  I was told even 

though hundreds of millions of Americans had been viewing 

my u-tube presentations, as well as my website, and various 

blogs, I would never be chosen by the people unless I became 

part of their professional, well-organized, well-orchestrated, 

and well-financed campaigns, and I would be history.  

History?  According to history, in World War II during the 

siege of Bastogne, Belgium, a young acting commander of 
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the 101
st
 Airborne Division was surrounded by German 

troops demanding surrender.  His reply then, and my reply 

now are the same:  'NUTS!'   The American public has 

watched this side show too long already.  We have witnessed 

the circus as our elected clowns have failed to put on a good 

show, although I must admit it has been a three ring circus.  

We have seen America go from a powerful, dynamic, hard-

working first class country to a disaster in the making, and 

the mass media has contributed by pouring gasoline on the 

fire of public contempt for everything American.  While the 

professional politicians stand their ground and fail to act, our 

country suffers."  Cynthia paused and took a drink of water. 

 

     "Do you believe your Government anymore?  When you 

read your morning paper do you feel perhaps the poorly 

written articles generated in Washington and New York are a 

little biased toward one political party or another?  Do you 

watch the nightly news and try to decipher the meaning 

behind the double-talk?  Do you believe it when the 

Government quits counting certain groups who have dropped 

out just so they can publish a lower unemployment number in 

order to con the American people?  Well, I don't believe it 

either.  I want to be your President.  I want the American flag 

to fly high around the world, not be torn down and burned by 

an angry mob who really don't know us.  But I am not willing 

to compromise our security, safety, and financial system to 

appease people who hate us, and the only revolution I intend 

to fight is the one to put In God We Trust back into the minds 

and hearts of our people.  I can only do this with your 
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support.  You won't see me answering a bunch of dumb 

questions like "Do you really love your husband?" on 

National TV.  You won't see me on late night comedy shows 

trying to be funny at a time when the country needs to pull 

together to get the stalled engines of enterprise, education, 

and employment revved up again.  You will, in the coming 

months prior to the November election, hear my ideas on how 

to get the economy moving.    

 

     "Thank you for listening to my u-tube presentation.  

Please tell your friends, Democrats, Republicans, 

independents, and Tea Party people, to please give me a 

moment of their time.  It is vital Americans have a real choice 

in November, not just a bunch of stooges who have been 

shoved down our collective throats after being shredded into 

pieces by the political grinding machine operated by the mass 

media.  Again, I say just one thing in reply to those who want 

to filter me out of the political picture:  'NUTS!' " 

 

     "Goodnight, my America.  God bless and keep you and 

your families safe and happy."  The u-tube message ended as 

Cynthia gave the sign of the cross. 

 

     The title of Cynthia's u-tube presentation had been:  

"NUTS!"  Soaring out of sight on the internet, it went viral 

with 180,000,000 hits worldwide. The blonde's message 

continued a relentless rise to the top, and nothing seemed to 

halt the increasing number of viewers.  The American public 

had suddenly come alive and realized here is a unique 
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opportunity to select a winner.  But the race was far from 

over as the political machine, mired in a continual battle to 

see who would be king of the hill, ground on.   
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Chapter 14 

 

The five powerful leaders of the Democratic insiders group 

sat quietly sipping their morning coffee.  The silence was 

broken when a portly man in a pin-striped suit wiped his nose 

with the back of his hand and blurted out:  "You saw her 

answer.  She displayed total contempt for our kind and 

generous offer to allow her to become an integral part of our 

Democratic machine.  She made us look like fools." 

 

     "She made fools of everyone, not just us."  A voice from 

across the table added, suggesting things were not really so 

bad. 

 

     A bald man in his early 50s put down his coffee cup and 

in an angry voice shouted:  "We can't let her destroy what we 

have worked so hard to create.  If she isn't with us, she is 

against us, and she needs to be rewarded for her insolence!" 

 

     "Bad idea."  The bearded man at the end of the table 

injected his opinion.  "She will be expecting us to do 

something dirty to make her look bad.  She has already made 

the American public aware of our possible retaliation, so now 

is not the time to do anything.  Just because she has a lot of 

followers on u-tube and the internet doesn't mean a hill of 

beans." 
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     "I guess you are right," the bald man reluctantly admitted.  

"She's pretty clever, and she could use anything we do to 

drum up more support." 

 

 

     Across town the elite group comprising the Republican 

Party power moguls reached the same result at the same time 

and came to the conclusion to simply ignore their protagonist 

and her u-tube groupies. 

 

     

     The Tea Party leaders could not understand why this 

upstart who probably believed in many of the same things 

they believed in would not join them in their bid for the 

Presidency.  From their conference table they called Cynthia's 

home telephone in New Mexico to try to persuade her in a 

direct approach.  The private line rang three times before it 

was answered.  

 

     "Thank you for calling.  I am in right now, but I don't 

intend to waste my time on the Tea Party.  I have too much to 

accomplish to get bogged down in the mess you have created. 

By the way, this is a no call number, so please don't keep 

calling."  

 

 

     Jerry Taylor laughed aloud as he asked his wife, "Blonde 

president, did I push the correct message button?  The caller 
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id displayed the number you have listed for the Tea Party in 

Washington, and the message I selected was number 3." 

 

     "Jerry, it really doesn't matter much.  Just so you don't 

dump the wrong message on my mother-in-law."  Cynthia 

gave him a hug.   

 

 

     TV stations, newspapers, and mass media from around the 

globe were restrained in their response too.  If this blonde gal 

didn't want their help, they certainly weren't going to push the 

issue. 
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Chapter 15 

 

Santa Fe, New Mexico, March 3, 2012 

 

"What in the world is all that noise outside?"  Cynthia's 

husband Jerry ran to the living room to look through the 

blinds, not wanting to allow the morning sun to disturb his 

blonde girl.  The sound of his raised voice though had already 

done the damage as she began to stir. 

 

     "Good grief!" Jerry shouted.  "There are about 10 families 

outside all chanting We Want Work and holding up signs 

reading Justice for Illegal Aliens!   Looks like the media got 

here at the same time they did.  Isn't that a strange 

coincidence!  There are two TV trucks with big antennas, and 

several reporters running around with video cameras 

interviewing the marchers." 

 

     "I know, it was in my dream," Cynthia answered as she 

emerged from the bedroom in some blue jeans, slippers, and 

a white sweatshirt reading 'Blondes are Better' on the front. 

 

     "So, my blonde president, what do you want me to do?"  

Jerry waited for her instructions. 

 

     "Turn on the video recorder for the camera we installed in 

the living room."  She gave him a short playful kick to the 

rear and added, "Please invite them in." 
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     He paused, shook his head in disbelief, flipped on the 

video recorder for the living room, and opened the door.  He 

was greeted with angry shouts from frowning faces, and the 

yells only grew louder as he held up his hands to calm the 

rabid mob.   

 

     Suddenly the noise stopped.  Jerry turned to see his wife, 

Cynthia, had joined him by his side.  She smiled and in 

perfect Spanish invited everyone to come inside and get 

warm and please bring the children and dogs or whatever.  

There was a slight rumble of voices as they tried to regroup, 

but one by one they quietly entered the living room of the 

Taylor farm, leaving their signs on the front porch.  Inside 

was warm and they could remove their jackets and enjoy the 

reprieve from the cold winter morning.  Cynthia served hot 

coffee from a large commercial container, and cookies and 

milk to the children.  When everyone had a drink and 

something to eat, she asked, again in Spanish, who was in 

charge of the group, and why were they here?   

 

     Felipe, a young man with a thin mustache stepped forward 

and seemed shocked at her excellent Spanish.  Quickly he 

explained they were a group of migrant workers who had 

come to the United States to pick grapes, but they were 

unable to find work in the winter months.  He asked her what 

they should do to get jobs, and he asked her what she would 

do if she were elected President to resolve the illegal alien 

problem. 
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     "Felipe," she replied continuing her flawless Spanish, 

"You look at me and you see a blonde woman, a woman who 

shares your language, your customs, and your Latin blood.  

My grandfather was from Fort Worth, Texas, but my 

grandmother was from Panama.  My grandfather worked in 

Panama for many years, and he married my grandmother in 

the 1940s.  He learned Spanish, and he taught his family 

Spanish, and his family, my mother and father, taught us.  

This is why you see a gringa talking Spanish, and I want you 

to know I care about you, your children, and the people you 

love who come to the United States, legally or illegally.  For 

a moment, let's consider the people from foreign countries 

who come into the United States legally, for example, my 

grandmother from Panama.  When she came to the United 

States after World War II, she spoke a little English.  Married 

to an American made things easier for her, but she wanted to 

be a citizen.  She studied for two years until she could finally 

take the test and display her love and interest in the United 

States.  She came here legally.  She worked hard to become 

part of this great nation, and she was rewarded for her efforts 

with an American passport.”   

 

     Cynthia paused to give some cookies to a little girl who 

was starting to cry.  The girl's immediate response was 

charming when her big brown eyes turned upward and a 

delicate "gracias" came from her lips. 

 

     "Felipe, as I explained recently in Miami, lots of the laws 

in the United States need to be changed.  Many of the 
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concepts are wrong-headed and ill-conceived.  For example, 

you read in the newspaper about an employer being fined for 

employing illegal aliens.  The employer should be rewarded 

for providing employment during a time when any jobs are 

hard to get.  When I become President, I will first make sure 

everyone in this country is identified by an electronically 

secure digitally encrypted identification card, with color 

picture.  This card will identify those who are United States 

Citizens, those who are visiting on various visas, those who 

are legal aliens who may hold United States citizenship, and 

those who are aliens permitted to be in this country with 

workplace permits.  There will be incentives for employers to 

hire alien workers.  For instance, maybe their tax rate will be 

lowered.  Also, the aliens who are currently illegally in the 

United States and their families will be identified as foreign 

nationals rather than illegal aliens.  They will be given the 

opportunity to stay in the United States provided they serve 

in the armed forces, pay income taxes on the money they 

make, and contribute to society in a meaningful way.  They 

will not be allowed to vote for any public or private office, 

and they will not receive social security or welfare from our 

government until they become citizens of the United States."  

Cynthia watched as the many faces turned to smiles, and the 

eyes of the people showed understanding rather than hatred.   

 

     One of the younger women stepped forward and hugged 

Cynthia.  Suddenly there was a long line waiting to do the 

same.  On behalf of everyone Felipe thanked Cynthia and 

Jerry for their kindness, and on the way out the front door in 
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full view of the media outside, he tore up his sign and placed 

it carefully in a trash container.  Everyone else repeated his 

gesture.  The media, not sure what to make of this display, 

rushed forward to ask Cynthia what it was all about. 

 

     Cynthia made it easy when she said, "You can watch it all 

live on u-tube tonight."  She shut the door, turned off the 

video recorder, and played with the kids and the dog for half 

an hour before she got the eternal plea:  "Mom, when is 

lunch?" 
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Chapter 16 

 

Hill's grocery store on Main Street had become a place of 

refuge, almost, for Cynthia Taylor.  When she visited the 

store once a week the news media was required to wait 

outside to protect her privacy.  As she shopped for groceries 

she kept her little girl in a chair over the basket, and her son 

walked along beside her, hand in hand.  "Want some ice 

cream?" she asked both kids.  The replies were screamed at 

the same time.  "No screaming," she warned.  "If you do I 

will leave you outside with all those yelling reporters!"   

 

     Cynthia turned to get a box of cereal as an elderly lady 

brushed by apparently in a hurry to get to the checkout 

counter first.  Cynthia turned back to her basket, dropped the 

box of cereal in it, and stepped into line behind the lady.   

 

     "Paper or plastic," the clerk asked, preparing to check out 

the seven items in the lady's basket.  "Plastic."  Suddenly the 

elderly lady started screaming.  She had reached for her 

purse, and it was gone.  Someone had stolen her purse.  She 

yelled so loud the store security guard rushed over to help.   

Looking around, the woman spotted Cynthia's basket, directly 

behind her in the checkout line.  Inside was her purse. 

 

     "That's my purse," she shouted for everyone to hear.  

"That lady stole my purse!" 
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     Cynthia was courteous as she replied, "You must have 

dropped it into my basket by mistake!" 

 

     "There's no mistake.  You stole my purse.  I want the 

police.  I want them now.  Get me the store manager."  The 

lady was out of control. 

 

     "That won't be necessary," a young man stepped forward 

and waved his cell phone in the face of the irate woman. 

 

     "What's the matter with you?" she asked rudely. 

 

     The young man held his cell phone up high so everyone 

could easily view the screen.  "Watch and learn," he 

suggested to the complaining woman.  The video showed 

Cynthia and her children stopping on the aisle while she 

retrieved a box of cereal.  As she turned, the video showed an 

older woman dropping a big black purse into Cynthia's 

basket, then hurrying off. 

 

     "How you like them apples?" he asked the shocked 

woman.  "I was filming Cynthia for my u-tube presentation 

on the internet later this evening, and I captured the whole 

thing.  Do you still want to report this incident to the police?"   

 

     The old woman turned on the man and yelled, "You must 

be in on it with her!"   
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     A tall, dark haired man stepped in and grabbed the 

woman's arm.  "I am the store manager, and you are under 

arrest.  Take a look at the monitor above you on aisle 7." 

 

     There on a 54 inch monitor was a video security tape of 

the so-called robbery in beautiful vivid color.  "Lady, you 

come along with me," the store manager commanded.  "We 

have a lot of questions for you." 

 

     In the parking lot, numerous reporters who had been 

alerted for a possible story, rushed to Cynthia's old Honda 

wanting to know what had happened inside the store.   

 

     "Nothing," she replied.  "But you know you can always 

check on u-tube if you need a real story.  Ciao!"  She put her 

groceries carefully into the trunk, locked it, put the kids in 

their car seats, and drove away never looking back. 
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Chapter 17 

 

July 4, 2012, Central Park, Santa Fe, New Mexico  

 

Decorations for the largest celebration for the 4
th
 of July in 

Santa Fe, New Mexico's history were completed by 8 a.m. on 

America's birthday.  Central Park was decorated with 

hundreds of American flags, and a large platform had been 

built to hold the speakers, the choirs, and the small band 

which would provide the lively music scheduled for the 

opening celebration at 1 p.m.  Everyone in Santa Fe knew the 

featured speaker on July 4
th

 would be their own hero, the 

blonde for president, Cynthia Taylor.   

 

     Cable networks, newspaper reporters, and the ever curious 

American public were in frenzy over the planned event.  

Many u-tube followers had traveled from as far away as 

Hawaii, and the spectacular event was to be televised live on 

three national TV channels.   

 

 

 

     As the multitude filtered into the park, the blonde 

president candidate was at home, cooking breakfast for her 

main followers, her husband, Jerry, and her two children, Ted 

and Lil, and watching the Central Park preparations on her 

home flat screen monitor. 
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     "Do you have a prepared speech for today?" Jerry asked 

his busy wife.   

 

     "Prepared?  Yes and no.  My speech was prepared for me 

on January 1
st
 in the dream I had.  It isn't something I have to 

have written on a piece of paper or displayed on a 

teleprompter in front of me.  It comes from my mind and my 

heart."  Cynthia unceremoniously plopped some scrambled 

eggs onto four plates, followed by biscuits, gravy, and four 

glasses of milk. 

 

     "Dear God, thank you for this food we have to eat.  Thank 

you for our family.  Help us to love one another.  Amen."  

Her prayers were always short, sweet, and to the point. 

 

     "Mom, can we go with you to the celebration?"  Ted's big 

brown eyes rolled in anticipation. 

 

     "Sure you can, but you must behave and not get into any 

mischief."  Cynthia watched their little faces light up with 

approval.  "And you must be quiet while mommy is talking," 

she added. 

 

     "Do we have to listen too?" Ted questioned, certain just 

being quiet would be enough punishment. 

 

     Cynthia ignored the question, tossing a slight frown in his 

direction.  Finishing her breakfast she headed for the shower.  

"Got to get ready.  Jerry the dishes are yours."   
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     "OK, my blonde president, but when we get to the White 

House you will have to help with the dishes," Jerry 

proclaimed loudly as she left the room. 

 

     "Dad," Ted asked in a tiny voice, "What's mom going to 

say today?" 

 

     Picking up the breakfast dishes and putting them quickly 

into the dishwasher Jerry paused.  "I never know." 
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Chapter 18 

 

A lone man, dressed in green and gray, waited patiently in 

dense pine trees on the hillside beside Central Park.  The time 

was 12:30 p.m., and the ceremony was set to start in thirty 

minutes.  Carefully he assembled his high-powered sniper 

rifle, adding the scope and checking the clip.  He screwed the 

noise-cancelling device onto the custom made barrel.  He 

leaned the rifle against a tree and closed his eyes.  This would 

be a cinch.   

 

 

     At precisely 1 p.m. Santa Fe's Mayor, a portly man with a 

booming deep voice approached the podium, adjusted the 

microphone, and yelled "HAPPY BIRTHDAY AMERICA!" 

TV cameras rolled, newsmen scurried around waiting for the 

featured speaker, and everyone cheered and applauded as the 

band played a spirited "Stars and Stripes Forever."  When the 

music ended, the Mayor leaned into the microphone, 

"Welcome to Santa Fe, New Mexico's 4
th
 of July celebration. 

It is my distinct pleasure to introduce today's featured 

speaker, Santa Fe's blonde president to be, Mrs. Cynthia 

Taylor." 

 

     To a wildly cheering crowd, Cynthia walked proudly to 

the microphone.  "Yes!  Happy Birthday America!  This is 

my country's special day.  Back in the 1940s Kate Smith was 

known for her fantastic voice, and when she sang "God Bless 

America" everyone listening to her had a tear in their eye for 
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this great country.  I don't have the same wonderful voice 

Kate had, but I want to contribute this rendition today to my 

country."  As the music began Cynthia sang "God Bless 

America" in a voice which became stronger and stronger with 

each verse. 

 

 

     In the pine trees on the hillside a lone hidden sniper took 

aim with his deadly weapon.  Carefully he zoomed in the 

scope and zeroed in the cross-hairs on the podium.  

Chambering a 30 mm shell, his finger slowly reached for the 

trigger.  A sudden sting on his neck caused him to reach up 

with his right hand and slap at the cause, a bee or a wasp, he 

thought.  Before his hand could reach his neck the lights went 

out and he fell to the ground, his weapon beside him.  The 

drone 50 feet above the trees had fired a single drug laden 

dart designed to knock down a gorilla in two seconds into his 

neck.  The drone hovered a moment, then disappeared into 

the Santa Fe sky. 

Moments later two men arrived to remove the gunman from 

the scene.  No one in the park noticed the activity in the pine 

forest, and Cynthia completed her song with the gusto Kate 

Smith had displayed so many years before. 

 

 

     As the crowd chanted "Blonde.  Blonde.  Blonde." 

Cynthia laughed and took the microphone from the holder.  

Carrying it around the stage she walked toward the cheering 

crowd.  As they quieted down, she spoke:  "America the 
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Beautiful.  It was.  It is.  It will be…always.  But it is up to 

you, the citizens of this great country.  It isn't up to the 

Congress.  It isn't up to the President.  It is up to you.  The 

representatives you select for Congress are crucial to a 

successful America.  If you continue to elect professional 

politicians who can't agree on anything, then you get what 

you deserve, nothing.  You can vote for Obama.  You can 

vote for Gingrich.  You can vote for Romney.  Or you can 

vote for me, the blonde from Santa Fe."  The crowd roared 

approval. 

 

     "The other day," Cynthia continued, "I was in a downtown 

department store buying some cosmetics.  I glanced at the 

box and the label indicated the hand lotion was made in 

China.  I picked out a white dress for today.  It was made in 

Hong Kong.  After a lot of looking I finally found this red 

dress I have on, Made in the USA.  I want everyone to know, 

when I am President, I will make July 4
th
 a tax free holiday 

and everything Made in the USA can be sold tax free on that 

day." 

 

     "You, the American people, want jobs.  You don't want a 

continual handout from the Government.  My grandfather 

survived the Great Depression after the stock market crash in 

1929.  At that time his father told him:  "This country has a 

small cash flow problem.  We're broke." 

 

     The blonde from Santa Fe raised her head high and 

shouted, "When something is broken, Americans fix it, or if 
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they can't fix it, they get rid of it.  Our Congress is broken.  It 

can't be fixed.  So, what should you do with it?"   

 

     "GET RID OF IT!"  The audience shouted as one.   

 

     "Thank you for your kindness today.  May God Bless and 

keep you and your families.  Happy 4
th

 of July, America!"  

The blonde from Santa Fe waved and walked back to her 

seat.  She could not sit down for 10 minutes because the 

crowd went absolutely wild, the music played, and the 

applause seemed to never stop. 
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Chapter 19 

 

There was no mention of the attempt to kill Cynthia Taylor in 

the news media.  The entire 4
th

 of July presentation from 

Santa Fe was a huge plus for the blonde presidential 

candidate, as well as the city of Santa Fe and the state of New 

Mexico.  The entire country enjoyed only the best of the best 

from the celebration in Santa Fe.  The Santa Fe blonde was 

pleased with the results, but in the back of her mind she knew 

something was missing, and it wasn't women's intuition.  

 

      

     Several hundred miles away in his graphic arts studio, 

Jimmy Chu reviewed the video taken the day before during 

the 4
th
 of July celebration in Santa Fe.  It was his job to edit, 

to chop, to cut, to paste, and to create a presentation which 

could be used for the national news networks.  He had to 

condense a four hour program into a two minute all-inclusive 

presentation suitable for the news hungry American public.  

Chu played the video three times in order to get a feeling for 

the best parts to save for the news.  Each time he played it on 

his 46 inch monitor he discovered something new he had 

previously missed.  One clip, taken during the opening when 

Cynthia Taylor was singing America the Beautiful, was so 

spectacular Jimmy enlarged the video, including the 

background, with his special equipment.  In the background 

behind Taylor on stage was some movement in the forest he 

had not noticed before.  Enlarging the video, he played it 

again in slow motion, and his unbelieving eyes followed the 
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action off stage in the forest as the distinct image of a 

gunman with a telescopic sight on his rifle could be seen 

raising his weapon to fire.  Above the gunman a drone 

suddenly appeared from nowhere, then disappeared out of 

sight as the gunman fell to the ground.  Before Cynthia 

finished the song, two men, their faces plainly visible, 

appeared out of the forest and hauled the unconscious 

gunman away. 

 

      Chu knew he had something more valuable than a two 

minute news clip.  He played the video four more times in 

enlarged mode, focusing on the action in the background 

before he pushed the save button to capture the attempt on 

Cynthia's life.  Quickly he called Ben Adkins, news director 

for his primary cable channel.  "I've got the story of the year," 

Chu explained calmly.  "A sniper tried to shoot the Santa Fe 

blonde on the 4
th

 of July."   

 

     The news director was used to tall tales and fantastic 

claims.  "You got something you can show me?" he asked 

calmly.   

 

     Chu understood the game.  If he turned everything over at 

once, he would be eliminated from any profit on the deal, but 

he had to provide something for the news director.  "I'll send 

you a short clip, but I am hanging onto the rest of the video 

showing what happened to the sniper and the faces of the 

men who took him away until I can get something in 

writing."   
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     "Fine with me.  Send it," was the abrupt reply. 

 

     Chu hung up the telephone, quickly edited just the first 

few seconds of the video showing the gunman picking up his 

weapon and aiming it toward Cynthia Taylor on the 

grandstand as she was singing.  Chu sent the clip by e-mail to 

the news director.       

 

     Chu saved the original video on an SD card, and put it in 

his wallet.  He thought with a smile, the expression You Can't 

See the Trees for the Forest could be edited for the title to his 

new video.  It would be:  You Can't See the Trees for the 

Gunman.  It would make him a small fortune.  He celebrated 

his good fortune with a fine lunch in his favorite restaurant 

and afterward went to a movie.  Life was good. 

 

      

 

      Ben Adkins received the e-mail and video clip instantly.  

Shocked by what he knew would be the story of the year, and 

knowing it was somehow being covered up, he dialed the 

special number for the President's press secretary.  Quickly 

he explained the situation. 

 

     "I will take care of it," the voice on the other end 

responded.   
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Chapter 20 

 

"Well, my blonde president, have you seen the morning 

news?  Jerry dropped the Santa Fe paper onto his wife's lap in 

bed.  She loved to read the paper in bed while she was having 

her morning coffee, which he also provided, with two spoons 

of sugar. 

 

     The headline screamed in 72 point bold capital letters, 

SNIPER TRIES TO KILL SANTA FE BLONDE!  Cynthia 

glanced up from the paper and ask:  "Is this some kind of 

joke?  Nobody tried to kill me." 

 

     "Read on," Jerry urged as he sipped his second cup of 

coffee, and turned on the flat screen TV monitor recessed into 

the bedroom wall.  Every channel was showing the three 

second video bomb created by Jimmy Chu.  The talking 

heads were busy speculating who was behind the attempted 

assignation, and every newscaster wanted to know just one 

thing:  where is the rest of the video showing what happened 

to the sniper?  Quick clips from the various political parties 

denied any knowledge of the incident.  Congress was 

demanding an investigation.  Everyone in Washington 

supposedly was furious over this planned attempt on the life 

of the blonde from Santa Fe.   

 

     Cynthia put down the paper and watched the video on 

three different channels.  The video clearly showed how the 
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gunman raised his rifle to fire, but then the video ended 

abruptly, right in the middle of her song.   

 

     "Why does the clip end at that point?"  Jerry looked 

puzzled.   

 

     "Don't ask me.  Ask the guy who took it.  I think there is 

more, but it hasn't been released yet."  Cynthia didn't seem 

bothered by the fact she could have been killed.  

 

     The Santa Fe blonde's u-tube presentation was quick and 

to the point:   "I was apparently the last one to learn about 

how someone tried to kill me on the 4
th

 of July.  I learned 

about the attempt from my newspaper and from the television 

early this morning, two days later.  If our government is so 

secure we no longer have the need to inform our citizens 

when things like this happen, it is a sad day for America.  If 

anyone has any information on this incident, please let me 

know.  I appreciate the fact I was a non-participant, but I 

want to know, and the American people demand to know, 

what really happened and where this gunman is right now.  If 

you have any information, please let me know.  The blonde 

from Santa Fe." 
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Chapter 21 

 

Ashland, Kentucky, Special Operations Headquarters, July 7, 

2012 

 

The secret operations team had completed their mission to 

retrieve the body of the sniper who had tried to assassinate 

Cynthia Taylor, the blonde candidate for President from 

Santa Fe.  The special operations building on the outskirts of 

Ashland was unknown to the American public, and only the 

director of Homeland Security was aware of the top secret 

group's operations.  Inside room 12 the sedated body of the 

shooter had been scanned, fingerprinted, photographed, and 

facial recognition scans had been made.  The data was 

immediately checked against all known files in the FBI, CIA, 

and other government security databases looking for a match.  

Nothing was found.     

 

     "He looks middle eastern to me." Red Tucker, a tall, 

handsome member of Alpha Team commented to the other 

team members present. 

 

     "No, he looks more European to me."  Randy Vega added 

his two cents worth as the inert figure began to stir, moving 

his left leg first, followed by his right arm.  Suddenly his eyes 

opened wide with a dazed expression.  A full ten seconds 

passed before he seemed aware of his surroundings.  His 

wrists and ankles were bound by rubber cuffs.  His waist was 
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secured by a wide leather strap, limiting his range of motion 

to no more than a few inches at most. 

 

     "What's your name?" Randy asked in English.  Getting no 

response, he switched to Spanish, French, German, Italian, 

and Urdu, followed by Farsi.  There was no response.  The 

gunman barely blinked. 

 

     "Looks like we need to get his attention," Red smiled, 

knowing the guy probably understood everything he said.  He 

picked up a hypodermic needle and jammed it into the 

forearm of the suddenly tense man.  "A little sodium 

pentothal should help jog his memory." 

 

     "Give him about ten minutes and he will be ready for a 

full confession."  Randy smiled and the room emptied. 

 

     On the operating table in the center of the room the wiry, 

dark complexioned gunman struggled in vain against his 

bonds.  He felt the drug starting to affect his senses, but he 

could not fight it.  Suddenly he felt a sharp pain in his chest. 

His heart beat erratically and his pulse quickened.  He died in 

less than a minute with his mouth firmly shut. 

 

     Red and Randy returned to the room after having a cup of 

coffee in the lunch room.  They were shocked to find their 

subject had died.  Not sure what could have caused his death, 

they presumed it must have been the sodium pentothal 

applied too soon after the powerful drugged dart previously 
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received.  This was going to be difficult to explain to their 

superiors.  After hauling their shooter all the way to 

Kentucky, they had not even managed to get a positive id or a 

single word from the terrorist they had captured. 

 

     "Why don't we say he was dead when we came into the 

room this morning?"  Red glanced at Randy with a sardonic 

smile on his weather beaten face. 

 

     "Fine with me.  That will save a lot of explaining."  Randy 

pulled a sheet over the corpse, and both men left for lunch. 

 

     The final report on the unknown shooter showed:  

"Deceased 7/6/2012 from unknown causes." 
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Chapter 22 

 

Santa Fe, New Mexico, July 7, 2012 

 

     The front doorbell of the Taylor home rang and Jerry 

answered.  A very frightened Jimmy Chu quickly explained 

he was the editor who had uncovered the attempt on 

Cynthia's life.  Jerry told him to come in, and he took the 

scared man to the kitchen for a cup of chocolate.   

 

     "I think they are trying to kill me," Chu's eyes rotated left 

and right.  "After the video clip was released they tore my 

place apart.  They stole all my equipment, and they 

completely trashed my studio." 

 

     "Who are you talking about?" Jerry asked as Cynthia 

shook Jimmy's hand and sat down next to him.   

 

     "I wasn't home, but a neighbor saw two men enter my 

studio.  She said they were inside for about 10 minutes.  They 

left in a hurry." 

 

     "What were they looking for?" Cynthia prodded Chu. 

 

     "This," he responded, holding up a small SD card.  I sent a 

short portion of this to my news editor via e-mail.  I kept the 

rest of the video on this card.  This story is so delicate I 

wanted to make sure I was compensated for my efforts.  Now 
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everything I had was stolen or smashed.  My studio is ruined.  

Fine compensation." 

 

     "Can we see the video," Cynthia asked.   

 

     "Sure, let me show you what really happened while you 

were singing."  Chu checked the white lock tab on the SD 

card to make sure it was unlocked, and put it into a port on 

Cynthia's computer.  Instantly the video opened, and as 

Cynthia was singing, the background was enlarged to display 

the gunman in the nearby forest.  They watched in awe as the 

sniper raised his rifle and adjusted his scope.  Before he had 

time to pull the trigger, a drone appeared in the picture over 

his head and fired something in his direction.  Instantly he 

fell to the ground, and the hovering drone flew off.  Within 

seconds two men appeared from the pine forest, their faces 

plainly visible. They hauled the limp gunman's torso away.  

The enhanced video ended.  

 

     "WOW!  We had no idea!"  Jerry was totally surprised by 

what he had just seen.   

 

     "Do you want us to keep that for you?" Jerry asked, 

adding, "We have security, compliments of the secret service 

now, so our things are very well protected. 

 

     "Sure."  Chu handed the SD card to Cynthia.  She grinned 

and said, "I know where to keep it safe."   
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     "Where?" Jerry asked. 

 

     "On my u-tube site.  I'll just post the whole thing.  Then I 

will identify this as the rest of the original video.  That way 

they won't kill Chu to get it.  Instead, every American who 

wants to see what really happened can view this on u-tube."   

Cynthia put the card next to her computer.   

 

     "Great idea," Chu agreed.  "The copyright belongs to me, 

and with all the activity on your u-tube I will become famous.  

I may even make enough money to restore my studio," he 

smiled. 

 

     Calmed down, Chu thanked Jerry and Cynthia, shook their 

hands and left through the back door.  He had no idea it 

would be his first and last visit to the Taylor residence. 

 

     True to her word, Cynthia quickly created a u-tube video 

and after a brief introduction for the original contents to 

follow, she offered another u-tube sensation for the waiting 

American public, with a credit line to Jimmy Chu for the 

video. 

 

     Her video ended with a simple comment:  "The American 

people would like to know where this sniper was taken, and 

why the attempt on my life was not even mentioned by 

Homeland Security?  If you recognize any of the men in the 

video, please let me know who they are and where they live.  

Thank you America!  The blonde from Santa Fe."     
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     The presentation went viral as soon as it was posted.  

There were 300,000,000 hits from almost every country in 

the world.  The blonde from Santa Fe became the most 

credible and fascinating news source in the world as she 

continued her relentless march toward the White House. 
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Chapter 23 

 

The White House, Washington, D.C., July 8, 2012 

 

The Director of Homeland Security cringed every time 

President Obama walked by his chair.  With no one else in 

the President's private office, he felt as if he had done 

something terribly wrong, and yet he experienced no remorse 

because he had done nothing at all. 

 

     "So you are saying to me you didn't find out about the 

attempt on this woman's life until the News Media brought it 

to the attention of the whole world?"  Obama scowled and 

continued to pace the floor.  Is this where you get all your 

information:  the news media?" 

 

     "I received a telephone call yesterday morning from our 

Special Stealth Unit in Kentucky.  They said they had 

captured a terrorist who had tried to kill the blonde from 

Santa Fe on the 4
th
 of July.  They said they immediately 

brought him back to Kentucky for interrogation, but he had 

not recovered fully from the dart they hit him with from a 

drone they were operating for surveillance.  They made every 

possible measurement on him, but they were unable to 

identify him in any of the government secret database files.  

They had no idea who he was."  The Director of Homeland 

Security watched Obama's face as he told what he knew. 
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      The President whirled and faced his Director with a mean 

look covering his face.  "What did you say?" 

 

     "I said they didn't have any idea who the man was."  The 

Director swallowed hard, realizing his mistake. 

 

     "WAS?  What do you mean:  WAS?"  Obama screamed at 

him. 

 

     "Well," the Director stalled as long as he could, trying to 

say it in a better fashion.  Finally he blurted out:  "He died 

yesterday.  The two men who were working with him said 

apparently the drugged dart had been too potent for his 

system.  He died." 

 

     "Great!  So now we know nothing about a man we didn't 

bother to tell the American public had tried to kill one of the 

most popular people in America who may steal my job come 

November.  Fine job.  Great stealthy operation.  It looks like I 

set it up!"  Obama threw his hands wildly into the air and 

yelled:  "Get out of my office.  You are history!  You 

probably cost me the election." 

 

     As the former Director of Homeland Security meekly 

walked from the room head down, staring at the thick carpet, 

he heard Obama pickup the secure telephone on his desk and 

order:  "Get me the two men in Kentucky who worked on the 

guy who tried to kill the blonde from Santa Fe, Cynthia 

whatever her name is.  Get them to Washington NOW!"  
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Chapter 24 

 

Lake Tahoe, California, July 9, 2012 

 

"Glorious!  What a view!" Cynthia Taylor took her husband's 

outstretched hand and pulled him closer as both children 

played with their toys on the floor of the luxurious townhome 

they had rented for a week's vacation from the insanity.  The 

secret service had been instrumental in obtaining the lease in 

a friend's name, and no one knew when they departed Santa 

Fe which direction their private jet was headed.  With the 

secret service providing support for groceries and 

transportation, they were able to hide in plain sight from the 

multitude.  It was a splendid time for peace, quiet, and 

relaxation.   

 

     "Let's take a boat ride this afternoon.  Our caretakers have 

arranged for a speedboat to take us around the lake.  Should 

be fun."  Jerry squeezed his wife's hand softly.   

 

     "OK, sounds good to me, but right now all I want to do is 

plop into that comfortable chair by the window and read a 

book."  Cynthia picked up a thick novel, opened it, and was 

already reading on page 2 when she sank into the plush chair 

in the warm summer California sunshine.  Two minutes later, 

the book was on the floor. She was sound asleep, 

occasionally emitting a soft snoring sound. 
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     For a week the Secret Service catered to their privacy 

needs, and for seven days they turned off the television, the 

radio, the iPad, the internet, the cellular, and thoroughly 

enjoyed the golden blessings of silence. 

 

 

      

     Three thousand miles to the Northeast, two young men 

were sitting across from President Obama, nervously 

expecting the worst.   

 

     Red Tucker and Randy Vega looked like two beaten dogs 

as Obama asked:  "So you two were there when the 

mysterious Mr. X died?  Why do you think he died?"   

 

     "Mr. President, he died from the potent drug in the dart 

from the drone," Red replied.  Randy nodded his agreement. 

 

     "Did you two do anything which might have caused his 

premature death?"  The President frowned as he spoke.  "Did 

you beat him, or torture him, or inject him with anything?"  

The President tilted his head to the right, giving the 

impression he was leaning out of control, but he knew 

precisely what he was doing. 

 

     "Mr. President, we didn't do anything to harm him in any 

way."  Randy gave his answer a bit too quickly.  Red backed 

him up with a simple: "That's true, Mr. President." 
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     "No it is not TRUE!"  Obama slammed his fist on his 

ornate desk.  "I ordered an autopsy.  The autopsy showed at 

approximately 9:35 a.m. the man in your custody died, 

apparently from an injection of sodium pentothal…..and 

strychnine.  You two killed him!  Why?"  The President was 

livid and spinning rapidly out of control. 

 

     Realizing they were caught in a huge lie, both men spoke 

at the same time.  "We didn't kill him."  Red added, "We gave 

him an injection of sodium pentothal, trying to loosen his 

tongue since he was showing signs of consciousness.  But he 

suddenly died.   We didn't want to have to explain we had 

anything to do with his death.  We had no idea there was 

strychnine in the injection we gave him." 

 

     "Where did you get the medication you used in the 

injection?  Obama wanted answers. 

 

     "Our pharmacist, Terry Wilson, provides the drugs for us.  

He gave us the needle with the pentothal.  All we did was 

inject it.  We really didn't have any idea what it contained.  

That is the truth."  Randy looked into Obama's penetrating 

eyes. 

 

     Obama picked up his telephone and called a secure 

number.  "Let me talk to the Pharmacist, I think his name is 

Wilson."  A brief pause followed.  The President screwed up 

his mouth in anticipation as he waited.  "What do you mean 

he committed suicide this morning?  Why would he do that?" 
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     Obama hung up the telephone, glared at the two men in 

front of him and shouted in a very insulting tone, "You are 

both going to pay for your deception to the American 

people."  He pressed a black button on his desk and two 

marine guards escorted Red and Randy out.   

 

     "They are both under arrest for treason."  Obama 

explained to the marine guards.  "Make sure they don't get 

away.  They are killers." 

 

     Obama fell into his chair, placed his feet on the desk, and 

turned his head toward the ceiling, completely in control of 

another ugly situation, at least for the moment.  At least now 

he had someone to blame. 
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Chapter 25 

 

Santa Fe, New Mexico, July 15, 2012 

 

After their private jet landed at Santa Fe's airport, Jerry got 

the bad news first.  He listened to the news report on his cell 

phone.  Turning to Cynthia his voice was trembling as he 

spoke:  "My blonde from Santa Fe, I have some terrible news 

for you." 

 

     Without looking up she replied:  "I know.  It was in my 

dream."  She smiled with tears in her eyes.   

 

     "They burned it to the ground.  Our home.  The home we 

worked so hard to make perfect.  You knew?  You knew it 

was going to happen?"   Jerry stared at her in shock. 

 

     "I knew something terrible was going to happen.  I had no 

idea they would destroy our home."  Cynthia touched his arm 

and added, "But, I know now everything is going to be just 

fine." 

 

     "I hope you know, because I sure don't know."  Jerry 

wiped a tear from his eye, put his arm around his blonde from 

Santa Fe and they hugged each other as they entered the 

terminal building.  

 

     Twenty minutes later they pulled their Honda accord up in 

front of what had been a 3 bedroom 2 bath frame home on the 
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outskirts of Santa Fe.  Nothing was left but charred pieces of 

wood and ashes.  The area where their home had been was 

bounded by yellow and black tape labeled  POLICE - DO 

NOT ENTER.  There was no damage to their nearby barn, 

but the home site was deathly quiet.  There were no signs of 

life. 

 

     "Where are the chickens?  Where is our rooster alarm 

clock?  Where are the cattle?  Don't tell me they burned our 

home down and stole our animals!"  Jerry was suddenly 

enraged. 

 

     "Don't get so excited," Cynthia tried to calm him.  "I know 

the animals are OK." 

 

     A police car was parked in front of the pile of ashes, and 

as they approached two officers stepped out to greet the 

returning vacationers. 

 

     Jack Hanson, a lifelong friend who had played football 

with Jerry in high school, shook Jerry's hand.  "Sorry, Jerry, it 

looks like someone did a number on your home while you 

were gone." 

 

     "Apparently the fire started inside the house.  There was a 

high wind, and the flames spread very quickly," John Reed, 

the other officer added.  "There was nothing to stop the fire." 
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     "Where are the animals?" Jerry asked, a sad look flowing 

across his unsmiling face. 

 

     "Your neighbor, Cal Davis, took the animals to keep them 

safe and feed them.  Don't worry, they are just fine."  Jack put 

his arm around Cynthia's shoulder.  She didn't say a word. 

 

     "Who burned our home down?  Do you have any leads?" 

Jerry bent down and crossed under the black and yellow tape. 

 

     "No, not yet, but we are reviewing video from all the 

gasoline stations, stores, and highway monitoring locations.  

We are also checking all incoming flights and passengers for 

the day of the fire."  Jack allowed Cynthia duck under the 

tape and join her husband. 

 

           Two small faces appeared from the pickup truck.  

Rubbing his eyes, their four year old asked in a loud voice:  

"When are we going to have breakfast?  I'm hungry!" 

 

     "When did it happen?"  The blonde from Santa Fe asked. 

 

     "Last Friday.  Friday the 13
th
," Jack responded. 
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Chapter 26 

 

Cynthia and Jerry checked into at a nearby bed and breakfast.  

The children thought they were still on vacation. 

 

     The owners of the bed and breakfast received the 

homeless family with open arms.  They had heard about the 

fire the previous Friday, and the news had traveled around the 

globe instantly.  Everyone on earth, it seemed, knew the 

blonde from Santa Fe's home had been burned down.  The 

world blamed everyone for the fire.  The Democrats blamed 

the Republicans.  The Republicans blamed the Democrats.  

The Tea Party leaders blamed the Republicans and 

Democrats.  Even the mass media was finally coming to the 

aid of the popular blonde from Santa Fe.  Headlines in a 

major newspaper screamed in thick, bold type:  AMERICA'S 

CHOICE HOMELESS!  Other headlines in bold capital 

letters proclaimed: "DEMOCRATS DID IT!"  

"REPUBLICANS RESPONSIBLE!" and "TEA PARTY 

ACCUSED OF ARSON!"    

 

     The power brokers in the Democratic, Republican, and 

Tea Parties struggled in vain to attract the attention of the 

American people.  What had been promoted for months as 

THE FINAL SHOWDOWN between the Presidential 

candidates for the 2012 election was cancelled when an angry 

public called for an investigation into political corruption at 

the highest levels.  The American public only had one 

question in mind:  Which of the three political parties was 
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responsible for trying to kill and then destroying the home of 

the blonde from Santa Fe?  Tired of the endless, mindless 

bickering, posturing, and  positioning of the political elite, the 

blonde from Santa Fe was suddenly transformed by the media 

into the best choice for President of the United States. 

 

      

 

     Sitting in the office of her Godfather, Cynthia Taylor 

watched the weather-beaten face of Samuel Hopkins III as he 

tried to rationalize what had happened since the first of the 

year. 

 

     "You woke up nuts, and you are still nuts!"  He cut to the 

chase.  "Your quiet, successful family life has been turned 

into a circus.  Your privacy has been totally destroyed.  You 

have been made the subject of endless jokes.  You have been 

almost killed by a sniper.  Your house has been burned down. 

And now you come to me to ask if you are on the wrong 

track."  Sam shook his head slowly back and forth, his heavy 

eyebrows, which he claimed were his source of power, 

swayed with his head.  Sam looked into his Godchild's bright 

eyes and his face melted into a huge grin.  "Yes, my dear, you 

are on the right track!"  He leaned down and gave her a peck 

on the cheek.   

 

     "I knew you would say that," she laughed aloud.   
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     "I am not going to play your game and ask you how you 

knew," Sam responded. 

 

     "The mass media is offering a million dollars for me to 

appear on National television and explain my platform to the 

American people.  What should I do?"  Cynthia paused, 

waiting for the answer. 

 

     "Accept their offer, and let the public know the million 

dollars, like your previous campaign money from the public, 

will be used to pay down the national debt.  Explain you have 

enough savings in the bank from your husband's work to 

rebuild your home."  Sam almost laughed as he said it.  "Then 

watch what happens next.  But one word of caution:  do not 

get involved in a question and answer session with some 

moron who has his own prepaid agenda to make you look 

like a fool.  Explain your platform, and then leave it to the 

heroes and zeros across this great country to applaud or boo 

your ideas." 

 

     "When I am elected, would you serve on my cabinet?"  

The blonde from Santa Fe was baiting her Godfather and he 

knew it. 

 

     "No, sorry sweetie.  I can't."  He turned down the corners 

of his mouth. 

 

     "Why not?" she demanded. 
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     "Because I am an honest man."  Samuel Hopkins III patted 

her on the head as the blonde from Santa Fe departed for the 

bed and breakfast she called home.   
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Chapter 27 

 

Four days had passed since Cynthia and Jerry and their kids 

had returned from Lake Tahoe and discovered their family 

home burned to the ground.  Today they were scheduled to 

meet a local architect at their home site to discuss how to 

rebuild their home and how much it would cost.  They had 

given him a sketch of what they wanted to build to replace 

their 1800 square foot home.  Their appointment was for 10 

a.m. 

 

     Suddenly two police motorcycle officers, lights blazing, 

pulled alongside their car.  "Follow us!" the officer on the left 

shouted at Jerry, pointing his finger down Chisholm Trail 

Road leading to their 40 acre farm.  Jerry had no choice as 

one escort pulled in front and the other followed a safe 

distance behind.   

 

     "Wonder what's up?"  He glanced over at his all knowing 

wife. 

 

     "Don't ask me.  Do you think I am psychic or something?"  

She knew.  But she wasn't about to spoil the surprise.  Her 

dream had already pictured this portion of her future. 

 

     When they were within two miles of their former home, 

traffic on the road was starting to pile up.  The odd thing was 

all the cars and trucks and buses were headed in the same 

direction.  With the motorcycle escort they were able to pass 
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the conglomeration of vehicles with ease at first, and then 

with great effort as they drew closer to their objective.  As 

they pulled into the dirt road leading to their property, they 

were totally amazed.  The fields on both sides of the road 

were filled with hundreds of vehicles of all description.  

There were cement trucks, their rounded bodies rotating 

slowly in the morning sun.  There were lumber trucks, and 

pickup trucks, and media trucks with tall parabolic dish 

antennas for communicating with their networks.  It looked 

like the assembled crowd was more than 800 people, many 

they had never seen before.  Most were dressed for hard work 

and carried tool belts, hard hats, and smiles.  As the blonde 

from Santa Fe, her husband, and children stepped out of their 

old Honda a resounding hearty cheer came from the crowd, 

and applause filled the country air for five minutes. 

 

     "Good grief, what is going on here?" Cynthia Taylor, 

standing on a wooden pallet, used a microphone to 

communicate through the sound system provided by the city 

of Santa Fe. 

 

     The mayor of Santa Fe, standing by her side, turned and 

presented a huge gold key to the city.  "This is for the blonde 

from Santa Fe and her family.  This is the key to our city and 

to our hearts, which you and your husband, and your children 

have stolen.  We love you!"  A riot of noise ensued as 

everyone yelled, shouted, and applauded to show their 

approval.  Finally, the noise ended and there was not a sound 

to be heard.  At that moment their rooster alarm clock popped 
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into sight and sounded-off.  Even though he had a few singed 

feathers, he looked well fed, and he was in good voice.  The 

crowd laughed as a tear slowly made a path down Cynthia's 

cheek. 

 

     Jeffrey Ashley, their architect, stepped to the microphone.  

"These are the plans for your new home.  I have taken the 

liberty to add a few amenities which you forgot to include.  

Your new home construction normally would take three 

months; however, the people of Santa Fe don't want their 

blonde to be homeless, so they are here today to start and 

finish your construction in 7 days."  Jeff looked at the crowd.  

He smiled and added:  "Cynthia, Jerry, Ted, and Lil, they 

want to tell you something.  On cue the crowd chanted:  "WE 

LOVE YOU, WE LOVE YOU, WE LOVE YOU!" 

 

     People in India, watching TV live from the comfort of 

their homes smiled and cried.  People in Peru cheered in 

happiness.  People in Australia stopped what they were doing 

to enjoy a moment of sheer delight for the blonde from Santa 

Fe.   

 

     In the White House an abandoned President angrily turned 

off the flat screen monitor and chided his campaign manager, 

"Why can't you do something like this for me?"  The lack of a 

response was his only answer. 

 

     The Republicans and the Tea Party election committees, 

dismayed by the fact a small blonde woman in Santa Fe had 
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out maneuvered them at their own game, refused comment 

when asked what effect this had on their plans. 

 

     For one solid week, every channel seemed to have a story, 

accompanied by a ton of video, about the blonde from Santa 

Fe and her new home.  The home was a gift from the city of 

Santa Fe, free and clear of any mortgage, and it was built by   

skilled professional framers, roofers, as well as average 

citizens who could pound a nail or lay some tile or plant a 

bush.  At the end of one week, their new home complete, 

Cynthia and her family thanked the Bed and Breakfast where 

they had been staying for their kindness.  When Jerry tried to 

pay the bill the owner laughed and said:  "What bill?  You are 

our guests." 

 

 

 

     An attorney from out-of-state filed a lawsuit claiming it 

was illegal for Cynthia to receive free gifts from the city of 

Santa Fe, and it was also illegal to receive free labor from the 

citizens.   

 

     Samuel Hopkins III, her godfather, was able to have the 

lawsuit dismissed as soon as it was presented.  Afterward on 

television he was asked about the lawsuit.  He replied with 

his favorite lawyer story.   

 

     "There were four men in a room.   Saddam Hussein, 

Muammar Gaddafi, a lawyer, and a fourth man who had a 
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pistol with two bullets.  Who did he shoot?"  Sam paused.  

"He shot the lawyer twice."  

      

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Tom Hoke                              The Blonde from Santa Fe                                  95        
 

 
    tomhoke.com 

Chapter 28 

 

Washington, D.C., October 15, 2012 

 

National polls showed disaster in the works for the 

Republican, Democrat, and Tea parties.  The blonde from 

Santa Fe had an approval rating of 92%.  The remaining 8% 

was almost evenly divided among the other three parties. For 

the first time in history a write-in candidate was positioned to 

run away with the November, 2012 Presidential election.  

Cynthia Taylor's speech to the American people was 

scheduled during prime-time, 7 p.m.  She would be in the 

spotlight one more time before election.  What she told the 

American people would be critical to her election.  Her hour 

of power would shape political elections for the conceivable 

future.  She was ready to full-fill her dream, a dream which 

she already knew the ending to as she approached the podium 

in front of the Abraham Lincoln memorial and faced the 

crowd of more than 1,000,000 gathered to witness history.  

Clear sky on a cold October evening greeted her as she spoke 

into the microphone. 

 

     "My dream is to be President of the United States of 

America.  I need your help.  Over the past 10 months you 

have learned a lot about who I am and what I believe.  You 

have learned at first through u-tube, then the internet, and 

finally through the media.  You have seen some of the tricks 

unsuccessfully used to discredit my husband and me.  You 

have watched this blonde from Santa Fe face possible death, 
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and you have witnessed my home being burned to the 

ground.  You, the American people, have demanded to know 

who tried to kill me.  After Homeland Security failed to 

acknowledge the attempt on my life even occurred, a clever 

video editor, Jimmy Chu, brought the attempt to light.  

Because of his discovery, his studio was ransacked in an 

effort to steal the video tape.  Chu brought the video tape to 

me.  Who was the gunman and what happened to him?  

Thanks to my u-tube presentation to the American people, the 

two figures in the video who carried the gunman away have 

been identified.  They are Red Tucker and Randy Vega, and 

they work for a covert group within the CIA.  These two men 

took the unconscious body of the sniper to a secret location in 

Kentucky.  The next day when they were about to interrogate 

the gunman, they gave him an injection of sodium pentothal.  

The injection killed the man before he could talk.  It was 

determined from an autopsy these two men did not kill the 

gunman.  The injection, filled with strychnine, was provided 

by their pharmacist.   Before the pharmacist could be 

questioned, he committed suicide.  The President, even 

though he knew this, arranged for the two innocent men to be 

put in jail, apparently facing a charge of treason or some such 

nonsense.  They need to be released.  The Director of 

Homeland Security who was fired by President Obama 

checked with his CIA sources in Kentucky.  He discovered 

the pharmacist who provided the strychnine had a telephone 

call from The White House the same day he provided the 

injection which killed the sniper.  The call was from the 

President's press secretary. 
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The pharmacist didn't expect an autopsy would be performed 

showing he had killed the man.  When the President ordered 

the autopsy, the pharmacist committed suicide." 

 

     The blonde from Santa Fe paused, had a sip of water, then 

continued.  "The CIA was unable to identify the man who 

had a rifle and was supposedly trying to kill me.  They had no 

clue as to who he was after running finger prints, body scans, 

and checking every known database.  I care about the truth, 

and I want you to know the truth about the man who tried to 

kill your blonde from Santa Fe.  Sergio Gonzales was a 

Mexican citizen.  He was illegally in this country.  He had 

listened to my u-tube presentations, and he understood my 

message.  When my house was burned to the ground the post 

office department piled all my bills and incoming letters into 

a cardboard box and saved my mail for me.  I recently came 

across this letter in Spanish sent July 4, 2012 from Santa Fe."   

 

     Cynthia held the letter high, then began to read the letter, 

translating it from Spanish to English so everyone could 

understand.  "Dear Blonde from Santa Fe, I believe in you 

and I want to help your campaign get more public attention.  I 

plan to fire one bullet into the stage where you will be 

speaking.  I do not intend to hurt anyone, especially you.     If 

anything happens to me, I want you to know I was only 

trying to help you win the American people to your side.  

Your friend, Sergio Gonzales." 

 



Tom Hoke                              The Blonde from Santa Fe                                  98        
 

 
    tomhoke.com 

     "When my house burned to the ground while my family 

and I were on vacation, there was much speculation over how 

it happened.  The democrats claimed it must have been a 

republican arsonist who set my house on fire.  The 

republicans, of course, blasted the democrats and claimed 

they had proof the democrats did the dirty deed.  The tea 

party went on a rampage claiming the whole system of 

politics was corrupt and this evil act of torching my home had 

the markings of both of the other political parties.  

Meanwhile, the media fanned the flames of hatred and 

division with spectacular stories created from thin air to sell 

newspapers and capture TV viewers across America."  

Cynthia paused, providing a sweeping smile as she gazed 

across the immense crowd.   

 

     "Bill Colson is in charge of the arson division of the Santa 

Fe fire department.  Yesterday he called to give me the results 

of their extensive and detailed investigation into the cause of 

the fire.  The fire was caused by an electrical short in some 

old wiring in the living room wall.  Fortunately for us we 

were on vacation. 

 

     Cynthia laid the letter from the sniper on the podium.  

"Don't vote for me because someone supposedly tried to kill 

me.  Don't vote for me because you feel sorry for me because 

you thought someone  burned my house down.  Vote for me 

because I will put this great country back to work.  Vote for 

me because I don't owe allegiance to anyone except God and 

the American people.  Vote for me because I will make the 
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term "Made in America" possible again.  Vote for me 

because I don't know how to cheat and steal and lie to get a 

special advantage over someone else.  Vote for me because I 

will do everything possible to balance the budget of the 

Federal Government, bring spending under control, and 

replace our system of taxation with something which is 

comprehensible and works for everyone, including the poor.  

Vote for me because I know the future of America is through 

compromise, not stalemate.  Finally, yes, you can vote for me 

because I am blonde, and you can vote for me because I can 

take a joke."  Cynthia sipped at her water glass. 

 

     "For example…" she began to laugh…at her own joke. 

Her laughter was contagious, and the crowd started laughing 

before she even got the words out.  "There was a famous 

ventriloquist who gave a performance one evening to an 

audience of 1,000 people.  During his performance, he told 

several blonde jokes.   

 

     All of a sudden a blonde lady in the first row stood up and 

complained loudly:  'I don't appreciate all these blonde jokes.  

I don't think you are funny at all!'   

 

     The ventriloquist immediately apologized to the blonde 

lady.   

 

     She glared at him and replied, "I'm not talking to you.  I'm 

talking to the little fella." 
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     A full minute of laughter from the audience showed her 

sense of humor didn't need any help.    

 

      

     As the laughter died down, Cynthia gazed over the 

fantastic crowd and said with heartfelt emotion:  "This was 

not meant to be a nation of democrats against republicans and 

the tea party against everyone.  This nation, through 

intelligent compromise, can move forward.  The next 

President of the United States will only be as effective as the 

members of Congress allow him or me" the blonde from 

Santa Fe smiled broadly and sipped at her water, 

"to be." 

 

     "Our senators and our congress men and women are 

dedicated public servants.  They do their utmost every day to 

best represent their constituents.  America turns in the 

direction they choose, and you choose them.  Success in 

moving this wonderful country forward is in your hands next 

month.  Before you vote, know who you are voting for and 

what they stand for, and then vote based on knowledge." 

 

     Cynthia took one final look over the immense crowd, put 

her hand over her heart, turned toward the American flag 

flying proudly to her right, and asked the crowd to join her in 

the pledge of allegiance to the flag of the United States of 

America.  A million voices filled the Washington air with the 

obvious pride inside every American.  The blonde from Santa 
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Fe's race to the Presidency was almost over.  Her dream was 

almost fulfilled.   
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Chapter 29 

 

Election Day, November, 2012 

 

The American people, young and old, those on social 

security, those receiving welfare, those who drove trucks, 

flew planes, rode subways, drove taxis, those who paid taxes 

and those who didn't voted by an overwhelming majority to 

elect the blonde from Santa Fe, Cynthia Taylor, as the 

President of the United States of America.   

 

 

     In Santa Fe, New Mexico, newly elected President 

Cynthia Taylor woke up at 5 a.m. the day after the election to 

the screeching cock-adoodle-do of her pet rooster perched on 

a fence post next to the bedroom window.   She jumped out 

of bed, stepped into her bedroom slippers, and turned to her 

husband Jerry who had both eyes shut and said loudly, "I had 

a dream last night."   

 

     Jerry rolled over, pulled the pillow tight over his head and 

went back to sleep. 

 

  


