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W hen the door opened into the president‟s office, Ray stood frozen—his legs 

heavy, as if they were made of granite. Leigh Anne, too, stared and seemed at a loss for 

words. Mrs. Peterson, the president‟s executive secretary, turned and smiled in 

appreciation and empathy for the emotional impact that it had on the both of them, noting 

the awe in their wide-eyed gazes along with the involuntary drop of Ray‟s jaw as they tried 

to comprehend the overpowering majesty of the oval-shaped room before them. 

“It‟s alright, Dr. Silver, Dr. McMillen. No need to be afraid,” she said, ushering them into 

the room. 

Ray walked in, looking around—his hand slowly separating from Leigh Anne‟s—trying to 

absorb every detail, every nuance. This was an opportunity that, if lucky enough, came once 

in a lifetime. He knew that the odds of winning the lottery were better than receiving a 

request to come to the White House, and yet, here he was. If he could, he would bottle up 

the feeling in his stomach so he could savor it from this day forward. 

“How many ordinary Americans ever get this opportunity?” he whispered to Leigh Anne, 

with an innocent wonder akin to that of a child about to meet Santa Claus. He didn‟t feel 

the reassuring, motherly touch of Amanda Peterson‟s hand guiding him over to the twin 

couches that sat facing each other a few feet away from and perpendicular to the 

president‟s desk. He didn‟t hear her offer them coffee or tea. And he didn‟t remember her 

pressing down on his shoulder as he slowly sat in a seat normally reserved for heads of 

state, foreign dignitaries, or the Joint Chiefs of Staff. Ray would later claim no memory of 

how he got from standing in the doorway to sitting on the couch. 

The president‟s secretary almost hated to bring him out of his dream-like state; however, 

she had to make sure both he and Leigh Anne remembered the protocols that she had con-

veyed just a few moments earlier before Ray became even more hypnotized. 

“Dr. Silver, I need to have your attention again, if only for a few seconds,” she said. 

“Yes, I‟m sorry, Mrs. Petersen. I must look like a deer caught in the headlights. It‟s just 

that this is the last place I ever thought I‟d…” 

“No need to explain, Doctor. This happens to just about everyone who gets invited to speak 

with the president. Especially here in the Oval Office, and even with heads of state.” Ray 

nodded, and she continued. “I want to make sure that you both remember the instructions I 

gave you.” 

“Yes, ma‟am. I remember. Stand for the president when he enters the room, greet him, and 

respond to him with „Yes, sir or no, sir, Mr. President,‟ and…there was one other thing.” 

“Let him lead the conversation,” Leigh Anne added. “And if we should happen to ask him 

any questions, don‟t ask him anything personal and absolutely nothing about policy.” 

“What if he asks me my opinion on policy?” Ray asked sincerely. 

Mrs. Peterson smiled. “Not to worry, Doctor,” she said. “All of his advisors made it in to 

work today, so I think it‟ll be a non-issue. The president is finishing up something right now 
and he‟ll be but a moment. You can just stay seated right here and relax until he comes in, 

which will most likely be from that glass-paneled door to the left of his desk. Don‟t mind the 



Secret Service agent. She‟s always here to monitor the room when guests are waiting, just 

so they‟re not unattended. She‟ll step out when he arrives.” 

Ray looked over at the agent and smiled. She was unresponsive and statuesque. 

“If you have any questions before he arrives,” Mrs. Peterson continued, “or if you need 

anything, just call out. I‟ll keep my door open until he gets here.” 

“Thank you, ma‟am.” 

Once she went back to her work station in the outer office, Ray focused his attention on the 

president‟s desk. He tried to imagine some of the conversations that must have gone on 

around that historic piece of furniture. Conversations between Franklin Roosevelt and 

Harry Hopkins as they discussed the intricacies of the Lend-Lease program that helped a 

besieged Great Britain fight off the Nazi advance. Or strategizing with his Joint Chiefs as 

they reviewed what became known as the Doolittle Raid on Tokyo. He thought about 

President John Fitzgerald Kennedy and Defense Secretary McNamara pondering how 

many more military “advisors” to commit to South Vietnam . He thought about Ronald 

Reagan and Speaker of the House Tip O‟Neil. “Were they pounding down shots of Irish 

whiskey as they pounded out one of the many compromises that kept the nation going?” Ray 

wondered. 

He stood to get a closer look at the hand-carved desk, but stopped and returned to the couch 

after just two words of caution uttered from the agent. 

“Ray! Behave yourself!” scolded Leigh Anne. 

Out of the corner of his eye, Ray saw several Secret Service agents appear on the colonnade 

that separated the Oval Office from the famous Rose Garden. 

Within seconds he appeared, walking briskly with his body man just a few steps behind. 

The door was opened for him by one of the agents and, without breaking stride, the 

President of the United States bounded into the room. Leigh Anne stood immediately. Ray 

almost forgot to stand, but when he saw the expression on the body man‟s face, he bolted up 

from the couch only to be waved back down by the president. They remained standing. Not 

out of defiance or disrespect, but rather due to their own disbelief that they were actually 

standing in the Oval Office with the leader of the free world. 

President Walker glanced over at his guests, looked at the empty coffee table before them, 

and frowned. “Mrs. Peterson!” he called out with a slight hint of Texas drawl. 

“Yes, Mr. President?” she responded, without getting up from her desk. 

“Mrs. Peterson, how come my guests don‟t have anything to drink?” 

“They weren‟t thirsty, Mr. President.” 

“Is that right?” he asked, coming over to shake their hands. “You weren‟t thirsty?” 

“Ah…no, sir, Mr. President,” Ray said. “I wasn‟t…” 

“Nonsense! Have a beer with me. I understand you two have a favorite. Billy?” He turned to 

his body man. “Can you go into the kitchenette and grab two Pipeline Porters for my new 

friends and a club soda for me?” He turned back to Ray and smiled. “That is your favorite, 

isn‟t it?” 

“Yes, sir, it is,” Leigh Anne and Ray responded in unison. 

“Good. It‟s good to know that I can get something right every now and again. I have a small 

kitchenette and a study just behind that last door on the right. That study‟s famous. Wanna 

know why?” 

“If I remember correctly, Mr. President,” Ray spoke up, “that‟s where the last president and 

Monica…” 

“Exactly! Sometimes I think about that when I‟m in there and wonder what the heck he 

was thinking. Do me a favor, Doctor,” he said as he walked over to the door that led to his 



secretary‟s office and signaled for her to close it. “I don‟t wanna be so formal. I‟d like to call 

y‟all by your first names, but you two have to call me Jack.” 

“But Mr. President…” 

“Yeah, yeah, I know. Mrs. Peterson gave you a bunch of instructions about protocol. She 

may be my boss, but she‟s not yours,” he said with a big smile. “Furthermore, Ray, I think 

you‟ve earned that privilege. Ok?” 

“Yes, sir, Mr. Pres…I mean, Jack.” 

“Good. That‟s better.” The president again motioned for Ray and Leigh Anne to sit back 

down as Billy returned with the drinks. They toasted each other. “Billy…Allen and Kevin 

wanted to know when our guests had arrived.” 

“Yes, sir. They‟re in a meeting right now, but I‟ll let them know. Will that be all for now, 

Mr. President?” 

“Yes, Billy. Thank you.” He turned to Ray and took another sip from his drink. “Allen‟s my 

chief of staff and Kevin‟s his deputy. They really wanted to meet both of you. Billy‟s my 

body man. He‟s been with me since my days as governor. He‟s the best...so tell me, Ray, I 

understand both of your kids were serving in Iraq.” 

“Yes, sir. My two oldest, that‟s correct. My son, Jimmy, is with JAG, and he‟s actually on his 

second deployment to the Persian Gulf. And as you know, sir…my daughter, Casey…was 

recently sent home from Baghdad.” 

“Yes…I heard what she did over there…unbelievable!” He shook his head. “She will be 

properly recognized, you know that, right?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Good…that‟s good. Both kids um…don‟t tell me…Navy, right?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Devotion to country certainly runs in your family. You must be very proud.” 

“It goes without question, sir.” 

Just then, Mrs. Peterson came back into the room and handed a file to the President. He 

thanked her and then asked Ray for his opinion of the war. Mrs. Peterson, standing behind 

the president‟s right shoulder, looked at Ray and cautioned him with her index finger as 

she shook her head. 

“In spite of Mrs. Peterson‟s warning,” he said without looking behind him, “I do want your 

opinion, Ray.” 

     She rolled her eyes and left the room. 

“I don‟t actually want your opinion, Ray,” the president whispered and laughed. “I just said 

that to get her upset.” He noticed that Ray wasn‟t drinking. “Is your beer ok? Is it cold 

enough? It doesn‟t seem like you‟re drinking any.” 

“I‟m sorry, sir…” 

“Jack.” 

“I‟m sorry…Mr. President, but I‟m just not comfortable calling you by your first name. It 

just doesn‟t seem right, sir. Especially here in this office.” 

“Yeah, I understand. But I‟m still going to call you Ray. So, is your beer ok?” 

“Well, it‟s just that I was a little nervous coming here, and I haven‟t had anything to eat yet 

today. If I drink this thing on an empty stomach…” 

“Say no more. I also understand you like chili and cornbread.” Noticing Ray‟s surprise, he 

continued. “I had a conversation with your beautiful wife a few days ago and, as you can 

see, she filled me in on a few things. Somebody from the kitchen staff is gonna bring some 

over for the four of us, and after today you can tell your friends that you had lunch with the 

president in the Oval Office…actually we‟re gonna go eat outside, otherwise Mrs. Peterson 

will really get angry at me. We‟ve got some of the best chefs working here at the White 



House. But I‟ll admit that when I get a craving for barbecue, the best stuff still comes from 

Texas. Have it flown up special.” 

“The job definitely has some good perks, sir.” 

“Yes, it does.” The president looked down at the file, fingering the end tab with the label 

that read Dr. Raymond Silver, and then looked back at Ray. “So, let‟s get down to why I 

asked you here today. It seems you can‟t stay out of the headlines these days, can you?” 

“It‟s not that I‟m looking for all of this attention. If it were up to me, sir, I‟d like to be able to 

disappear and be forgotten about. It just seems to…” 

Ray was interrupted when Mrs. Peterson once again opened the door from her office. 

“Excuse me, Mr. President, but you asked me to let you know when he arrived.” 

“Yes, of course.” He looked over at Ray and Leigh Anne. “Our fourth for lunch. I‟ll bet you 

thought I couldn‟t count. Thank you, Mrs. Peterson.” 

The president stood and motioned for his new guest to join them. Even though he was 

aware that the three of them already knew each other, he still introduced everyone out of 

habit. Smiling, they returned to their seats. 

“Mr. President, Ray, Dr. McMillen, it‟s good to see all of you again,” he said, taking a seat 

immediately to the president‟s right side. 

“It‟s good to see you, too,” Ray said. 

Leigh Anne smiled again and nodded. She crossed her legs to reveal the small turtle tattoos 

on the inside of her right ankle. She took notice of the stare and grinned. “It‟s definitely me, 

no switch this time,” she said to their laughter. 

The President looked at all three, feeling left out of an inside joke. He then turned to Ray. 

“First off, I wanna say that I‟m not happy with what happened to your office…I‟m actually 

not pleased with everything that happened to y‟all.” He looked at Leigh Anne and she 

nodded at his acknowledgment. “Ray, I hope that you‟ll decide to rebuild. You do good work 

there, and I know your service is missed. Rest assured that you will be compensated for the 

construction costs.” He looked at Ray, who said nothing. “And…all of your equipment and 

supplies will be replaced, and you‟ll be reimbursed for lost income. That‟s a promise.” 

“That‟s very generous of you, sir, however reputations can‟t be rebuilt with drywall and 

paint… so I‟m undecided right now as to what I‟ll do.” 

“I completely understand. It‟s only right that you take whatever time you need. And you, 

Dr. McMillen, I trust everything got straightened out on your end as well?” 

“Yes, sir, most things did. Your phone call certainly helped.” 

“It was the least I could do. So tell me, Ray…” 

“Uh…excuse me, Mr. President,” Leigh Anne interrupted. “I still have four people who…” 

“Leigh!” Ray whispered. 

“It‟s ok, Ray. Four close friends, is that right?” he asked, looking at her and then over to the 

man on his right. 

“Yes, Mr. President. Mary Anne Leigh, Leilani Onakea, Kimo Palakiko and Jen…” 

“Oh yes, of course, Pug, that‟s right…I‟m sorry about that. It‟s no secret that several of the 

agents went way overboard…and that reporter…you have to know that stuff like this is 

completely unacceptable and will not be tolerated on my watch. I want you to know that the 

agents responsible were properly disciplined. And after a thorough review of the events of 

that day, they‟re not only out of a job, but other legal action will be taken. Pug?” 

“It‟s cross-agency, sir, but I‟ll follow up.” 

“Good.” He turned back to Leigh Anne. “And of course their bills, all of them, will also be 

taken care of. Other than that, Dr. McMillen…Leigh Anne, I don‟t know what else I can do 

to make it right…Ray, what unfolded here these past few months is, to say the least, truly 



unprecedented. We all know that politics has its dirty little secrets, but this was surely an 

eye-opener.” 

“Yes, sir, Mr. President. That‟s putting it mildly.” 

“Uh…yes, yes it is.” The president looked past Ray, reflecting for several moments in what 

soon became an awkward period of silence. He wanted to skip through what he had referred 

to as the preliminary stuff and get right to the question that was most important to him. He 

looked at Pug and thought about their earlier briefing. Then he decided he would deviate 

from the script that his advisors had carefully laid out for him. “I‟m sorry, I kinda pulled a 

Reagan there for a moment,” he said, looking for a laugh. He didn‟t get one. “Anyway, Ray, 

I already got the FBI‟s version, Pug here has given me the NSA‟s version, and I‟ve heard 

the mainstream media‟s version of what happened. Between you and me, that Al Thompson 

is a real jack…he‟s a real jerk,” he said, now to polite chuckles. “Ican handle him beating up 

on me every night, it goes with the territory. But when he goes out of his way to twist the 

truth and disparage a true patriot such as you…well, it just piss…it just makes me mad.” 

“Thank you for saying so, Mr. President. To be perfectly honest, I‟ve never watched his 

program, sir. That network doesn‟t exactly have a reputation for sticking to the facts.” 

“Do any of them?” He laughed, then looked at Leigh Anne. “I‟m sorry…I didn‟t mean…” 

“Not to worry, Mr. President, sir. I won‟t say anything to her.” 

The president smiled and nodded, thanked Leigh Anne for understanding, and then turned 

back to Ray. 

“Just the same, I‟d appreciate it if you wouldn‟t mind filling me in on the stuff that hasn‟t 

been reported.” 

“Sir?” 

“I‟m interested in hearing your side of the story, Ray.” 

“No offense, Mr. President, but I‟m having a hard time accepting that what I‟ve been 

involved in is worthy of a slot on your calendar.” 

“Well, considering that the House of Representatives is down by a count of two, I think it 

is.” 

“Yes, sir, I see your point.” 

“And then there‟s the issue of a…” He paused and looked over at Pug, ignored his look of 

concern, and continued. “Of a missing piece of paper…several pieces, actually. It‟s like a 

missing piece of a puzzle. That is…the one piece of the puzzle that I‟m the most interested 

in and which happens to be the one piece that I‟m told…you can help me find.” 

“Yes…of course, Mr. President.” Ray said, trying to figure out how he was going to address 

that concern. Again there was a moment of silence. Everyone sensed a growing tension. 

Pug cleared his throat—unhappy that the pre-planned dialogue had now been abandoned. 

“If ever there was a time for this man to be quick on his feet,” he thought of his commander-

in-chief, “I just hope he doesn’t throw this in my lap.” 

“And, to be honest,” the President laughed, “if I didn‟t schedule this time with you, I 

would‟ve had to spend more time this afternoon entertaining the president of France. As it 

is I have to attend a state dinner tonight and listen to his jokes.” 

“I guess there are just some things that the Secret Service can‟t protect you from, sir.” 

“What? Oh, yes…I get it.” He didn‟t, though. “So whaddya say? Fill me in on your version of 

what the heck happened, update me on your brother, we‟ll have lunch, and then I‟ll have 

the White House photographer snap some pictures of us.” 

The president looked over at his NSA advisor and got a nod of approval for the quick 

recovery. “And before I completely forget, the vice-president sends his regards. He couldn‟t 

be here because I still have him locked away in the secret bunker.” Now totally pleased 

with himself, he let loose with a belly laugh. 



Ray nodded, looked at both men, and then over at Leigh Anne. She winked at him. He 

looked at his bottle of Pipeline and decided to take a drink. It tasted every bit as good as the 

first time he had it at Kimo‟s in Lanikai—the day he first met Leigh Anne. 

“Well, sir, I gotta tell ya…I was just minding my own business, trying to get my life back to 

normal. And I thought it was back to normal. It had been a little over seventeen months 

since the incident in the Philippines. My twin daughters had just turned ten months old.” 

He looked at Leigh Anne and smiled when she placed her hand in his lap. “My new practice 

had been up and running for about nine months, and then I got that subpoena from the 

House subcommittee…” 


