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1. The Schnapps 

One day in March I went outside for a cigarette with Bannon and 

Miller. Rumor had come around that the President was looking to fire 

FBI Director Comey. Neither of the Steves really gave a shit about 

what happened to Comey – they knew it would be a dumb move to 

cut him loose, but that was Priebus’ fire to fight. They looked upon 

the affair with a distanced bemusement. 

Steve Miller took a drag. “The thing is,” he said, “the old man really 

is stupid enough to do it.” 

“Sure,” Bannon laughed. “He’s all wound up that Comey won’t take 

his loyalty oath, that he’s not even pretending to bend the knee. The 

guy hands us the election, now he thinks he’s too good for this shit. 

He thinks he’s a Boy Scout.” 

There was a hacking cough from behind a nearby column. It was 

KellyAnne Conway. She took a last puff and flicked her butt into the 

lawn. “Loyalty,” she muttered, “that pig fucker wants loyalty.” 

“I don’t know,” Bannon shrugged. “I’ve always thought of him as 

more of a goat fucker, myself.” 

Taking this joke as an invitation to stick around, KellyAnne took an-

other Virginia Slim from her cigarette case. The case was gold, with a 

Trump/Pence 2016 logo on it. It was a memento of the time when she 

had held sign-off power over the campaign’s budget for promotional 

swag. 

Bannon fished out a flask from inside one of his shirts. It too had the 

campaign logo on it. He took a drink and offered it to KellyAnne. 

“You look like shit, KellyAnne,” he said.  

KellyAnne took the flask and tipped it back for a long pull. She con-

sidered it quietly for few seconds as a shade of life returned to her 
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face. Returning the flask to Bannon, she asked, “Peppermint 

schnapps?” 

“Yup,” said Bannon. “The President likes the smell of it. He thinks 

I’m using breath mints.” 

Bannon offered the flask to Steve Miller. Miller declined. “I’ve got to 

do the press corps in less than an hour,” he said. 

KellyAnne shot Miller a withering look and there was something 

close to hatred in her eyes. Miller took it in stride. “Yeah, you think 

you’re mad at me,” he said flatly. “You should have seen Spicey’s 

reaction.” 

Just then, a familiar electronic chime was heard, and all three of them 

rolled their eyes.  

“What’s he tweeting about this late in the morning?” KellyAnne 

grumbled, taking out her iPhone. Her eyes bugged slightly as she read 

the tweet. Then, with a saccharine smile, she showed the screen to 

Miller. “Oh, Steve”, she said, “this should make your press briefing 

fun!” 

Miller regarded the tweet. He exhaled slowly. “On second thought,” 

he said to Bannon, “I think I actually would like some of that 

schnapps.” 
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2. Dentist 

Reince stood in the doorway of the Oval Office and reflected on the 

choices he had made in his life that had brought him to this moment.  

It was in his youth that he had first heard the calling to become a po-

litical hack, and a million stars had aligned in his rise to the very top 

of his chosen profession. He was now the White House Chief of Staff.  

He was a senior advisor, if not a trusted one, to arguably the most 

powerful man in the world.  

“Where did I go wrong?” he thought to himself. 

The President of the United States had not noticed him yet. The room 

was dim. Donald Trump was hunched over in his chair behind the 

Resolute Desk, focused on the small golden object that he held in the 

fingers of his diminutive hands. Reince could hear a faint metallic 

whizzing sound.  

“Wzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz.” 

Reince cleared his throat, but the President did not look up. 

“Wzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz,” the sound 

continued. 

“Mr. President,” said Reince.  

The President looked up. The expression on his face indicated at first 

surprise, then recognition, and then annoyance. “What do you want, 

Priebus?” he asked. 

“Good afternoon, sir,” Reince began as he advanced into the room. 

“Hey, have you seen one of these before?” the President’s tone 

changed as he waved the gold-colored object in his hand. “Jared and 
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Ivanka brought it over this morning. This thing is just the greatest. It’s 

called a ‘fidget-widget’.” 

“Um, a fidget spinner, sir?” 

“Yeah, that’s right. A widget spinner.” said the President. He gave it 

another spin, watched it for three seconds, then looked again at his 

interloper. “What do you want, Priebus?” 

“Wzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz,” the spinner spun. 

Priebus plunged ahead. “Mr. President, I just got off the phone with 

Speaker Ryan, and he’s very angry right now.” 

“Wzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz.” 

Reince paused. “Maybe I should have been a professor,” he thought to 

himself. “Or worked at a hedge fund.” 

“Mr. President,” Reince spoke again, “Speaker Ryan is very con-

cerned about your latest tweet.” 

“My latest tweet?” the President asked. Reince could tell he was 

searching his memory for the recollection. 

“Yes sir.” Said Reince. “The one in which you referred to the Chair-

man of the House Freedom Caucus as a ‘dingus’, sir.” 

“A dingus!” the President scoffed. “So what?” 

“Mr. President, the House Freedom Caucus is supposed to be on our 

side, sir. And they will be – Paul is confident they will come around 

on your bill to repeal Obamacare. But the negotiations are very sensi-

tive right now, sir. We just need to give them room to blow some 

smoke about the deficit….” 

“Wzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz,” the spinner spun. 
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Reince stood there quietly. “Father wanted me to be a dentist,” said 

the voice in his head.  

“I know what you are trying to do, Priebus,” the President growled. 

“It’s not going to work. You won’t get me to give up my phone 

again.” 

“No sir! Not at all, sir.” 

“No more timeouts!” the President bellowed. 

“Yes, sir! I’m sorry, sir, but the-” 

“Get the fuck out of here, Priebus.” 

Reince walked back to the door. “I would have made a good dentist,” 

he thought. “That’s really not such a bad life.” 

“Wzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz.”  

 



 

6 

3. Ice 

“It’s called ‘bitcoins’,” said Don Jr.  

Ivanka salted her avocado toast and looked blankly across the table at 

her brother. It was important for the family image for them to be seen 

together in public, but she did not care to listen to him talk. 

“It’s internet money.” Don Jr. continued. “Eric and I have been put-

ting our allowances into it. Isn’t that right, Eric?” 

Eric grunted. 

“We’ve doubled our money,” Don Jr. went on. “And the price of 

bitcoins is going to go way, way higher than it is now. This thing is 

going to be huge.” 

Ivanka took a sip of her water and decided she didn’t like it. The water 

had a twinge of chemical taste, as if it had come from the tap. She 

made a mental note of it. This wouldn’t be the first time one of her 

father’s hotels had a problem with poorly-counterfeited Fiji Water. Or 

maybe it was from the ice? She put her glass down and a waiter 

rushed to top it up again. 

“The best part is,” Junior was going on, “is that we’ve made all this 

money and the IRS doesn’t even know about it. It’s completely un-

traceable. Completely anonymous!” 

“Anonymous?” Jared looked up. 

“That’s right,” Don Jr. said. “Because bitcoins is going to be the fu-

ture of the banks. In the future, there won’t even be any banks. 

Everyone will just use bitcoins. You can be your own bank.”  

“And if there are no banks,” he continued, and he looked directly at 

Jared and lowered his voice, “If there are no banks, there are no bank 

records.” 
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“Really?” 

“That’s right,” Don Jr. said, and he leaned back in his chair. “There’s 

no way for the banks to track my money because I don’t keep my 

money in a bank anymore. I’ve got all my bitcoins on my phone right 

here.” He waved his phone around. 

“Really?” 

“Yup. 6200 bitcoins, right here in my shirt pocket.” He slipped the 

phone into his shirt pocket, and then slapped his shirt pocket with his 

hand. “That’s $6.2 million dollars right here.” 

“Really?” Ivanka asked, paying attention now. 
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4. Necessity 

“I know you stole my bitcoins, Ivanka!” her brother bellowed through 

the speaker phone.  

“Oh, Don,” Ivanka sighed, “did somebody steal your bitcoins?” 

Stealing his bitcoins had been easy.  

As it happened, she was an accomplished pick-pocket. She had been 

introduced to the trade at the age of nine by “Uncle Tito,” one of her 

grandfather’s old mob buddies. In her teens, she had perfected her 

technique, lifting chips and wallets from drunk men on the gaming 

floors of her father’s casinos. Lifting her brother’s smartphone was a 

fun challenge, and she had wanted to know if she still had the chops 

to pull it off. 

She had picked her moment at the end of their lunch engagement, as 

they were parting company in the lobby of the Old Post Office building 

– an ornate and historic edifice now reborn as a luxury hotel bearing 

the Trump family name.  

Don Jr. had been surprised when she initiated a hug. Family members 

didn’t hug, but he had accepted it as a necessity in front of the public.  

During their brief and awkward embrace, she had slipped her brother’s 

phone out of his shirt pocket and into the sleeve of her blouse. She did 

it in one fluid motion, with nimble fingers and a flick of the wrist. 

“Still got it,” she had thought to herself.  

To make the scene believable, she had been required to hug Eric as 

well. She accepted this as a necessity in front of Don Jr. 

“I know it had to be you, Ivanka, you are the best thief in the family!” 

Don Jr. continued to rage.  
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“Thank you for the compliment, Don, but you can’t possibly prove 

anything. Bitcoins are completely untraceable, remember?” 

“I’m going to tell Dad!” he yelled. 

“I hope you do, Don.” She hoped he did. “I’m sure he would agree 

that those bitcoins are safer in my possession.” 

As soon as she had left the hotel grounds she had called Yuri, a family 

friend and cybersecurity expert. He had answered Ivanka’s summons 

immediately, arriving at the back entrance of her rented mansion in 

Kalorama. Yuri cracked the phone’s security with ease: all of Don 

Jr.’s commonly-used passwords were already on file, as were his fin-

gerprints.  

Within less than hour, 5000 of the phone’s bitcoins had been trans-

ferred to her control and another 1000 had been transferred to Yuri. 

They had left the remaining 200 in Don Jr.’s account. He would need 

some pin money, after all. 

“Please, Ivanka!” Don Jr. switched to begging. “I have debts to cover.” 

“Debts!” Ivanka chortled. “What do you care about covering debts?” 

“Ivanka,” Don Jr.’s voice grew composed. “There are hackers that we 

need to pay.” 

“I have already settled our account with Yuri,” she said. “If there are 

others, you may direct them to me.” 

Don Jr. went silent. Ivanka waited for him to speak. 

“Ivanka.” 

“Yes, Don?” she asked. 

“Can I at least have my phone back?” 
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5. Closed-captioning 

“You look like hell, KellyAnne,” said Sean Spicer when she appeared 

in his office doorway. He reached beneath his desk and pulled out two 

tall shot glasses and a bottle of Jonnie Walker. 

KellyAnne shambled into the room, kicking the door shut as she 

passed. She dropped into a chair and looked at the television on the 

wall. Steve Miller was at the podium doing the press briefing. Spicer 

had muted it even before KellyAnne had shown up. She understood. 

Nobody likes being put out to pasture. 

Spicer poured the drinks. They clinked their glasses together without 

saying anything and drank in silence.  

She read the closed-captioning beneath Miller’s face. “Both the Presi-

dent and the Speaker agree that Barack Obama is the real dingus,” it 

read.  

She had to hand it to Miller, that was a fine soundbite.  

“The worst part is that he’s actually good at this,” Spicer observed.  

“Yup,” she said.  

“‘Obama is the real dingus’,” he quoted. “The President is going to 

love that.” 

“Yup,” she said. It was true. 

“The kid’s a natural,” Spicer groused. 

“He’s better at it than we are because he’s a true believer,” KellyAnne 

said.  

Spicer was quiet. 
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“You and I, Sean, we’re mercenaries. We do this for money, for pow-

er, and for kicks. This kid actually believes.” 

Sean gave her a quizzical look. 

“No, not in Him!” she clarified, laughing.  

“Steve Miller believes,” she continued, “and it’s not even that he be-

lieves in the movement. Hell, even I believe in the movement. Or I 

did.” she said. “No, the problem is that he believes in other things.” 

“Other things,” Sean repeated.  

“The Fourteen Words. The whole nine yards.” KellyAnne said. 

“White nationalism. That Nazi motherfucker knows exactly what he’s 

doing and why he’s doing it.” She finished her drink.  

“And do you know what, Sean? That’s not even the worst part,” she 

said. “The worst part is that that motherfucker over there,” KellyAnne 

pointed in the direction of the Oval Office, “that motherfucker over 

there knows what Steve is doing too. And he’s on board with it.” 

They sat for a moment in silence. She got to her feet. 

“You should come see us on the second floor sometime, Sean,” she 

said. “Omarosa’s got a bottle of Anguillian rum.” 

 



 

12 

6. Production Values 

“Last night I was watching this movie, it’s called Sharknado 3, it’s a 

very fun movie and I think you should watch it,” the President said to 

his National Security Advisor.  

“Did you know that the star of the Sharknado movies is named Ian 

Ziering? Yeah, that’s right! The same guy who played Steve Sanders 

on the original Beverly Hills 90210. I had him as a contestant on Ce-

lebrity Apprentice one season. He didn’t do very well, unfortunately. 

But it must have turned his career around because he’s doing very 

well with these Sharknado movies.” 

“Yes, Mr. President,” said the National Security Advisor. 

They were in a golf cart driving down the seventh fairway at his club 

on Lowes Island, Virginia. The President was at the wheel. 

“Sharknado 3 had a nice story to it, I thought. It took place in Wash-

ington D.C. They filmed a lot of it at the White House. Actually, they 

filmed it at a set made up to look like the White House. If you looked 

closely at the details you can tell it wasn’t the real White House they 

were filming it in. To be honest, I thought the movie had really shitty 

production values. But it took place at the White House.” 

They came to a stop at a spot about 30 yards short of the green. They 

got out of the cart. 

“There was this one scene where the tornado is ripping off the top of 

the Washington Monument, and there are sharks flying everywhere, 

and the President in this movie, who had been a wobbly ‘Save the 

Sharks’ kind of guy… well, when the White House is threatened by 

the sharknado, it really changes him, and he says ‘No! Not. In. My. 

House.’ And then he goes after the sharks with a nine-millimeter 

handgun.”  
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“Boy, I hope if we ever have a sharknado during my administration 

that I would do that,” the President said as he walked over to his golf 

ball.  

“And then Ian Ziering, who’s there to protect the President, takes two 

machine guns and shoots up a whole tornado full of sharks while he’s 

sliding across the marble floor on his knees. And a shark comes out of 

the tornado and is about to eat him, but he smashes the shark’s head in 

with a bust of George Washington.”  

“Ziering was pretty good with those machine guns for a Jewish guy,” 

the President added.  “I don’t know, maybe he’s an Israeli.” 

The President lined up his approach shot. “Sharknado 3 was better 

than Sharknado 2, but not as good as Sharknado 1, in my opinion.”  

He took a swing and watched his ball sail into the woods behind the 

green. “Shit!” he exclaimed. “Hey caddy, give me another ball.”  

The caddy gave him another ball. 
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7. Tissues 

Reince Priebus’s office was an elegant room with deep-blue carpeting 

and wood-grain accents. It was the second-largest office in the build-

ing – after the Oval Office itself.  

On first impression, everything about the room projected an aura of 

power and class that befitted a man of his exceptionally high station. 

On second impression, one might notice some peeling wallpaper near 

the windowsill, a touch of mildew in the book cases, and rust spots on 

the mini-fridge.  

And, if one spent an extended period of time in that office, one might 

get to know the mice. 

Reince had named them Squeaky and George. George was grey and 

Squeaky was brown. Reince thought of them as his friends and he 

brought them gifts of cheese, sunflower seeds, string, bits of alumi-

num foil, and anything else that a mouse might desire. On more than 

one occasion, he had warded off an exterminator who was making the 

rounds.  

The mice had grown tame, or at least comfortable in his presence. On 

quiet afternoons, George would sit on Reince’s desk, nestled in a box 

of tissues that was warmed by the heat of a reading lamp. Reince 

would talk to George as he worked. 

“Well George,” he said, “once again we have executive appointments 

to review. There’s a whole branch of the government to be staffed!”  

Indeed, there were 554 positions requiring Senate confirmation that 

needed to be filled, and less than 30, so far, had been nominated. It 

had been difficult finding Republicans who were both administrative-

ly competent and who had never publicly criticized the President. 

Today, he was vetting prospective nominees to second-tier appoint-

ments at the Department of Labor. 
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Reince picked up a folder from the stack on his desk. “Oh look, 

George,” he said, “here’s a candidate to be Assistant Secretary in 

charge of the Employee Benefits Security Administration.” The dos-

sier featured an 8x10 head-shot of a middle-aged white guy, a resume, 

various newspaper and media clippings, and numerous pages of 

printouts from the man’s Twitter, Facebook, and LinkedIn accounts.  

The candidate was a regional executive for human resources at Wal-

Mart. His social media accounts appeared to be carefully cultivated as 

to convey nothing whatsoever on the topic of politics for the whole of 

2015 and 2016, save that he had once “Liked” one of the Jeb! cam-

paign’s promotional memes in praise of The Troops.  

Reince thought it was sloppy work on the candidate’s part to have 

overlooked this item in scrubbing his public feed, but it wasn’t a deal-

breaker. No, he was more concerned with the head-shot photo.   

“I do not think the President will like this man’s mustache, George. 

We must request that he shave it off and provide us with another 

head-shot before we can pass this on to the President.”  

He made a note of this and move on to the next dossier. It was a VP at 

Goldman Sachs, slotted to be the head of the Bureau of Labor Statis-

tics. All the major banks had been angling to have their guy be the 

one placed at the head of the BLS, which would give them a lucrative 

inside track on securing advance copies of the federal government’s 

reporting on economic data.  

Goldman was the big dog, so they got the spot. Their nominee would 

be fine, and Reince placed that dossier into the “approve” pile. 

Next up was the head of the meat-packing industry’s lobbying group 

over on K Street, who was angling for the top spot at the Occupation-

al Safety and Health Administration. Reince was reading some of the 

man’s tweets out loud to George when there was a knock at the door.  

George scampered away as Kellyanne Conway staggered into the 

room. “You look terrible, Kellyanne,” said Reince. “Let me fix you a 

drink.”  
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8. The Walls 

“This is the end,” sang Jim Morrison. “Beautiful friend.” 

“This is the end. My only friend, the end.” 

Michael Flynn lay upon silk sheets at his apartment in Crystal City, 

listening to the Doors on iTunes. He smoked a cigarette, and stared up 

at the ceiling fan. It reminded him of helicopters and napalm. 

He stood up and peaked out the venetian blinds at his view across the 

Potomac River. “Washington,” he said to himself, “Shit. I’m still only 

in Washington.” 

“It’s been over a month now that I’ve been waiting for a mission. And 

getting softer,” he narrated.  

“Every minute I stay in this room I get weaker. Every minute that 

Comey is out there in the bush, he’s getting stronger. Each time I look 

around,” he said, “the walls move in a little tighter.”  

He did some tai chi and smashed a mirror with his fist. It cut his hand. 

He looked at the blood and pondered its meaning. Then he walked 

over to the medicine cabinet to get a Band-Aid. 

His phone rang. It was Don Jr.’s number. They hadn’t spoken since 

Flynn had been cashiered from his White House post in February. He 

had not so much fallen on his sword as he had been pushed.  

Flynn knew that it had not been the wish of the President for this to 

have happened, but rather that it was the work of those in the Admin-

istration who were disloyal. Flynn knew in his heart that the family 

wanted to make it right. 

“Don!” he answered the phone. 

“No,” said the voice on the other end. “Ivanka.”  
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9. Fireball 

“Mr. Vice President, KellyAnne Conway is here to see you, sir,” 

came a voice over the intercom. 

A shiver ran down the back of Mike Pence’s neck. The door flew 

open and KellyAnne stormed into the room. She slammed the door 

behind her, and looked at him with burning eyes. 

“You look like the devil, KellyAnne,” he gulped. “Can I get you a 

ginger-ale?” 

Pence’s knees shook as he added some ice to a glass, filled it at his 

soda fountain, and brought it to KellyAnne.  He watched in horror as 

she produced a single-serving bottle of Fireball from her brassiere, 

dumped it into her drink, and took an extended sip. Then she belched. 

What would Mother say about all this? 

“Soooooo, Mike.” she said. “I just had an interesting talk with Prie-

bus. He says y’all are planning a coup.” 

“What?” stammered Pence. He stood dumfounded for a moment and 

then fell into his chair. “He didn’t…. That’s not... Why did he tell….” 

“I made him an offer he couldn’t refuse,” said KellyAnne. She had 

threatened to send the exterminator after the mice in his office. 

“He told me everything,” she said. “But I want to hear it from you.” 

She leaned across his desk and pointed the desk-lamp into his ashen 

face. “You’d better sing, you canary.” 

“It was Paul Ryan’s idea!” cried Pence. “He says the Republicans on 

the House Intelligence Committee are ready to start the ball rolling on 

impeachment as soon as I say the word.” 

“What are the grounds?” asked KellyAnne. She took out a cigarette. 
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“Grounds?” 

“The grounds, Mike,” she lit her cigarette and blew a puff of smoke in 

Pence’s face. “On what grounds are you going to impeach the Presi-

dent?” 

“I don’t know,” Pence coughed. “Money-laundering, tax evasion, ob-

struction of justice, gross violation of the emoluments clause. Maybe 

he misused an email server. The intelligence community would be 

more than happy to serve something up.”  

“Right,” said KellyAnn. “I guess you and I both know it better not be 

Russia they look into, eh Mike? I know you wouldn’t want any ‘alter-

native facts’ to fall into the hands of the House Intelligence 

Committee.”  

She looked him in the eye. 

“Get behind me, Satan,” Pence murmured quietly. 

“What’s that?” 

“Get behind me, Satan,” he said louder, and with a shred of confi-

dence. 

“Oh, Mike, Mike,” said KellyAnne sweetly. “Satan’s already behind 

you.” 

He buried his head in his arms on his desk and he sobbed. 

“You’ve already made your deal with the devil, Mike. He sits in the 

big room down the hall. And now you are after his job.” 

Pence wept. 

“But I can’t let you have it, Mike,” she said. “Because as bad as he is, 

you’re worse. He’s a clown, a buffoon. He thinks he’s running a god-

damn reality TV show. We’re all his contestants and he pits us against 
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each other. He doesn’t even care who wins, really, as long as it makes 

for good ratings.” 

“But you, Mike, you’re that one reality contestant who stabs everyone 

else in the back so you can come out the winner,” she said. “We all 

saw you do it to Michael Flynn. That was ice cold, what you did to 

him, after what he’d done for you.” 

“Well,” she said. “I’m not going to be one of your bodies, Mike. And 

you’d better be careful, or I’ll make you one of mine.” 

“There will be no impeachment, Mike. For now. I will let you know if 

things change.”  

She stubbed her cigarette out on his desk, picked up her drink, and left 

the room. 
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Coda 

From my spot on the couch I saw them pass each other in the hall. 

“Good afternoon, Mr. President,” she said. 

“KellyAnne, you look terrific!” 

“Thank you, Mr. President.” 
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 Afterword 

I recognize that this narrative will not age well.  

In our current time, names like Sean Spicer, KellyAnne Conway, 

Steve Bannon, and those of the various Trump children, are fresh in 

the collective consciousness. It has been our recent and continuing 

burden to live with these awful people in our public life. Anyone who 

has paid much attention to the media over the past year is already fa-

miliar, to some degree, with their personalities and foibles. 

This is a benefit to the writer, who can draw upon the audience’s ex-

isting knowledge of these characters with confidence that the various 

allusions to their relationships and controversies will be understood. 

But memories will soon fade of that deeply weird and fearful time in 

the early months of the Trump Administration. Our impressions of the 

moment will be crowded out by those of whatever next indignity 

America has in store for itself. 

In time, these stories will decay into an inscrutable collection of stale 

pop-culture references. And this is how it should be, because these 

stories were not written for our future selves, and certainly not for our 

children. Rather, I wrote them for us. 

We, who are alive today at this ridiculous, dangerous time in history – 

and who are trying like hell to contain the damage – deserve a good 

laugh at the expense of those who have brought so many fresh horrors 

unto the world. And that is what I hope this is. 

 

Spike Williams 

17 January 2018 

Keene, New Hampshire, USA 
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