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IFTEEN YEARS OF GLOBAL ISOLATIONISM had taken their toll in ways no one 

could have imagined much less predicted. Protesters had filled the streets early 

in the Right Way Regime Founder’s first term as president, and opposition 

leaders struggled to make the wrongs right but to no avail. The changes came on 

gradually, but even as conditions worsened, even after the bombings incapacitated 

dozens of major cities and took millions of lives, the faithful waved the flags of victory. 

Shouts of “America is great again!” and “No pain, no gain!” resounded.  

No one except the RWR knew what had really happened when the bombs struck, 

but Islamic terrorism was officially blamed. It might have been a Middle Eastern group. 

It might have been Russian. It could have been North Korea and their long-range 

missiles or China — no one knew. We heard gossip and stories, but we were so used to 

lies we didn’t believe anything anymore. Newspapers and online media outlets were 

gone, and journalists disappeared when offices were destroyed at the hands of terrorists. 

Or so the rumors and the emergency RWR print news said. 

All I knew was that a weekend at Virginia Beach with a friend and her family turned 

into a month of madness. I was sixteen, almost seventeen, and there was no Internet, no 

landline or mobile phone connections, no way to communicate. And when I finally 

hitched a ride home, I found my mother buried under a heap of rubble. My school and 

my friends were gone, and I never heard from my friend in Virginia again. Everything I 

knew was gone; my father, a successful corporate and environmental attorney, had 

already disappeared a year earlier. He’d never been a big part of my life since my 

parents were divorced, but he was my father. He was Dad. And the look on my mother’s 

face said he was gone for good. And now both were gone. 

Some degree of normalcy returned in a few months, and during my year in a shelter, 

I finished high school and learned to shut emotions off and get on with life such as it 

was. A dollar bought hardly anything. And if you weren’t the right color, religion, or 

nationality, you were in trouble. If you were gay or lesbian or anything other than 

heterosexual, you’d better hide. And if you weren’t a white man, if you were a woman, 

you either knew how to play the game or not. Conformity meant survival, and protesters 

disappeared. Suspicions had died down somewhat since, but blame, distrust, fear, 

hatred, and violence were the norm. Sometimes I hated my own light-brown hair, my 
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blue eyes, and my fair skin because it automatically placed me in the group responsible 

for so much devastation even though, as a woman, my privileges were limited.  

Early on, grass roots protest organizers worked tirelessly, and we marched, wrote 

letters, and made incessant phone calls to government leaders. Anything to stop what 

was happening. But the Founder and the RWR pressed on, and the Resistance grew 

resigned, complacent. We worked with what we had, which wasn’t much. Rumors 

sometimes warned us that food and medical supplies were running out, and we hoarded, 

stockpiled, and held our collective breath. Rationing was ordered, but when the grocery 

stores were replenished, the shelves were always wiped clean within hours. We were 

accustomed to being the Land of Plenty, and so few complied with rationing orders they 

were impossible to enforce. But for us, subversion gave us a degree of satisfaction and 

control though it often meant anxious waiting for future deliveries. 

And after widespread gun violence, endless mass murders, and bitter neighborhood 

and even family battles became ordinary and epidemics swept through the country, the 

sinking ship finally began to right itself, at least on the surface. That happened when the 

military began to patrol the streets and police brutality turned peaceful protests and 

freedom of speech into memories from the past. The price was steep, and a silent 

desperation fell over all of us. But I remembered how things used to be, and with each 

passing year, the anger I’d shut down boiled closer to the surface. 

I kicked a rusty signpost and started walking. The metro no longer ran, but it was 

early, and I had the day off. Walking might be better for what I had in mind anyway. I 

rummaged in my purse for my mask and fitted it tightly against my nose and mouth as a 

dump truck belched clouds of black exhaust. The heat and humidity would only get 

worse as the day went on, and with it, the pollution. I didn’t want to end up with a lung 

infection again. 

That morning, after Regina left for her volunteer-sponsored Neighborhood Summer 

Camp, I flicked on the news. Bold headlines dominated the RWR news site, and fear 

rose in my throat. I held back from making a conclusion, though. You could never tell 

whether the news was truth, alternate truth, or propaganda, but this seemed real. 

The RWR had announced an amendment to the constitution based on a new 

understanding of treason as defined in Article III of the U.S. Constitution. Translated to 

ordinary English, it meant anyone who spoke against the RWR or discussed imaginary 

treasonous acts, even privately among associates, would be questioned if caught. It 

amounted to treason, an RWR official stated in a video, because words are a way of 

“levying war” against the country, and listening to such words or imaginings amounted 

to “adhering to their enemies.” He stressed that it wasn’t an impingement to freedom of 



speech; it was an important, necessary means of curtailing treasonous acts to protect the 

American people. And somehow, it had passed into law. 

And we all knew what “questioned” meant. It was a euphemism for torture, the kind 

of torture previously reserved for party defectors, protest organizers, and terrorists. The 

very same torture was called Conversion Therapy when used for other violations such as 

sexual transgressions, and those, too, would now be considered treason, according to 

the announcer. If traitors didn’t respond to the less extreme forms of Conversion 

Therapy, it would become progressively more intense. The implication was that Water 

Therapy would be used, the kind that makes you feel like you’re drowning, and 

Electroshock Therapy as well. It was all for the good of the country, the announcer 

reassured listeners as he closed, as always, with the RWR slogan: “America is Great 

Again!” 

Something in me snapped as I shut the computer off. I wanted to scream. Do 

something. Make someone listen. Anything. I had to. I couldn’t hold back any more. I 

grabbed a book and flung it across the room. 

If only we had fought harder, sooner. Protested louder. If only. I had prayed, even 

before the bombings, for an assassination, for a madman to do the unthinkable, and I’d 

been sickened by my own violent thoughts. But I also knew the president-turned-fascist-

dictator, the brazen originator of this madness, had to be stopped. And that I could do it 

myself. Alone. The Power of my mind was enough, and no one would ever know.  

But I couldn’t entertain the thought; it was too awful, too much against my nature. 

… But if I had help … even then it was just a passing fancy. I never thought things would 

get so bad. Nobody did. 
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