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     “We have about a minute,” Eric continued. “I’ll be working right along with you, but 

I’ll stay a little behind to catch those who aren’t obviously RWR, the ones I know are 

members but aren’t obvious.” 

     My knees shook. I glanced at Regina but she was focusing. 

     “Regina. Stay aware. We have to communicate.” 

     “I’m here, Mom. Just scanning. There’s more than I thought. A lot more of us. More 

of them.” 

     I scanned, too. Politicians were much further back, but I could already feel them. 

They were like molten bricks with a density around them that others didn’t have. Even 

among the commoners and parade performers whose souls were deeply buried, most 

were porous, lighter that the RWR members, as if the layers could be peeled away. Not 

so with the politicians, especially those higher up in leadership. They all felt the same, as 

I’d learned when we scanned the government buildings: the appointed cabinet 

members, the various secretaries, the directors, the ambassadors, the advisers. Their 

layers were melded together like rock. Granite. They’d never be able to access their 

inborn compassion, the natural love for their fellow humans. And that’s what made it 

possible for these humans to perform inhumane actions for their own glory. 

     And my rage was ignited once again. The fear left, and I was ready. It was that 

hardness that allowed them to do what they did, to repress others, to control others and 

destroy them. It was what allowed them to believe that only one kind of human should 

have control: people like them. White people. Men. Christians. All others must be tightly 

controlled. They would never be capable of anything but glorifying themselves at the 

expense of others. And it would never, ever satisfy. Like drug addicts, they’d only seek 

bigger conquests and more control. 

     The band marched by, and the drums pounded in my head. The balloon flags moved 

on merrily to cheers and applause. I seethed at the applause for the RWR flag and 

watched clowns dressed in red, white, and blue follow on stilts. And behind them, a long 

car decorated with flowers and ribbons was filled with men in dark suits and lapel pins. 

Men like kings in their gilded chariots. I leaned down to Regina. 



     “The crowd will scatter. I’ll hold you tight until they do. When there’s enough space, 

I’ll loosen the rope or let go so you can get far behind us. Cover us. Don’t do any pop, 

pop, pop unless you absolutely have to, for self-defense or ours. Do you understand?” 

     She nodded. I stared at her. “Yes, I understand,” she said. 

     “Okay. I love you, more than anything else in the world. I love you with all my heart 

and soul, and we’ll get through this.” 

     “Love you too, Mom.” She looked up at me with confidence, but her voice trembled. 

     “We’ll be fine.” I tried to keep the same shaking out of my own voice. For her. For my 

Regina. 

     “Time.” Eric’s flat voice snapped me out of my reverie. I straightened my shoulders 

and looked up. This was it. No turning back. . . . 
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