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Dedication
This book series is dedicated to my sweet daughter, Megan Elizabeth Megahee, who left us far too soon in October of 2022. Her singing, writing, comedy, and inner and exterior beauty are missed by all who were fortunate enough to know her.




Relevant Quotes
“Liberty cannot be preserved without a general knowledge among the people, who have a right…and a desire to know; but besides this, they have a right, an indisputable, unalienable, indefeasible, divine right to that most dreaded and envied kind of knowledge, I mean of the characters and conduct of their rulers” —John Adams—1765

“Truth will ultimately prevail where pains is [sic] taken to bring it to light.” – George Washington — 1794




CHAPTER ONE
[bookmark: EMDs_Case_Studies1]Thursday, February 12th, 2037 – 2:00 PM EST – The Mansion at Mount Vernon, VA
Eve Dandridge stood before the images projected on the vinyl screen and pointed at them. George Washington sat at the parlor table and listened in silence to her lecture.
McKnight sat against the wall. He was surprised how much he had forgotten about the Constitution and he learned a lot of new things.
I can’t imagine what an information overload this must be for the General.
“…and that concludes the basic review of the United States Constitution, sir,” she said.
“Thank you, Eve,” Washington said, “for that excellent summary.”
“You’re welcome, sir. I know it’s a lot of information to digest, but what is your initial reaction? What do you think about it?”
Washington stood and approached her.
“Dear lady, as you said, it is a significant amount of information for such a short time. I will need time to digest it fully. Will you excuse me for a few minutes?”
“Certainly, sir. I shall wait here for you. Colonel McKnight?”
“Yes, I’ll be here, too. Please take your time, General, and don’t hurry on our account.”
Washington bowed. “Very well. I shall return in a few minutes.” He turned on his heel and left the room through the door to the main hallway.
Dandridge walked to where McKnight was sitting and dropped into a chair beside him. He sensed that she wanted to talk.
Abruptly, she sat up on the edge of her seat.
“Do you think it was too much? I just gave him a semester’s worth of material in about six hours. Did I overload him? God, I hope not. Did I lose him?”
“Eve?” McKnight took her hand. “It was fine. Don’t worry. I learned a few things I didn’t know. And remember, Washington and his contemporaries spent a lot of time debating this stuff and will spend much more time when he returns to 1787. I think he was more on board than you give him credit for.”
“Do you think so? He seemed anxious to get away.”
McKnight chuckled. “He has a lot of thinking to do.”
“You’re right, of course.”
“Or maybe he just needed to use the facilities.”
Dandridge laughed out loud.
“Well, of course he did.” She looked at her watch. “I didn’t give him a break in the last ninety minutes. I was so excited to share and find out what he thought about the document, I completely forgot about bio-breaks. I could use one myself.”
McKnight smiled and released her hand. “Then you’d better take this moment to run down the hall… or rather, down the path to the park facilities. He might come back any minute and be anxious to debate the finer points with you.”
“Good idea,” she said, and laughed again. She left the room with McKnight chuckling to himself.
I wonder how she’ll show the problems we have without any partisan politics. She’s got to be very even-handed about this.
After ten minutes, both Washington and Dandridge were back in the room.
“Eve,” Washington said, “you asked me a question before and I’d like to provide you with my answer.”
“Very well, sir,” she said. “I was just about to ask again. I have my own opinions about what they did, and I’m curious to hear yours.”
“Very well,” he said. “Let me talk from my notes.” He walked to the table and picked them up and stood, looking at Dandridge.
She looked confused until McKnight touched her arm and said, “Eve, he’s waiting for you to sit.”
“Of course he is,” she said, dashed to the table and sat before him. “I’m sorry, General. Please proceed.”
Washington nodded.
“It’s such a large document that I hardly know where to begin. There are a number of ideas in it that I am wary of, but it is clearly a work of compromise. Many of them, I can see, are attempts to create equality between the states; specifically, equality of small states versus large states. I like the balance of control across three branches of government, and I like the so-called Bill of Rights that prevents the majority from persecuting minorities in the population. And I’m glad to see provisions that deal with ways to change the document, should it become necessary. Do you agree?”
McKnight retreated to a chair against the wall.
I think I’ll be a fly on the wall for the rest of this conversation. Let them work this out.
Dandridge nodded. “For the most part, yes. The approach you and your colleagues came up with is certainly workable. I believe it was very serviceable in its time.”
“I feel I should thank you for that, but since I haven’t done anything yet, I feel it is premature. And I’m not sure I agree with some of the amendments made over the years. Some, in my humble opinion, may create more issues than they solve, though I was not present at the time, so I can’t speak to their necessity.”
“Yes, sir. Everyone makes mistakes,” she said.
“I also liked the clause that required Congress to meet annually, even if they didn’t see a reason to meet.”
“Yes,” she said. “I’m presuming that was because your colleagues didn’t expect there to be much for them to do.”
“That would be my guess as well,” he said. “As far as I know, there are more than three million people here… in my time. How could they possibly come up with much legislation that meets the needs of that many people without disenfranchising someone?”
“That’s a great question, sir,” Dandridge said.
“I was curious about that,” Washington said. “It’s been 250 years since the document was created. You’ve had years of experience living within its structure. What have you learned from the experience?”
“That’s a great question, General. And it is, indeed, a long story.”
There was a knock at the door and McKnight leaped up to answer it.
I should have been sitting closer to the door.
He pulled it open and Lydia Sartain stood before him, with a tray of cups and a teapot. He motioned for her to come in, and she set the tray on the table, then curtsied.
“I took the liberty of preparing something for the General,” she said.
Washington bowed. “Thank you, madam.” He glanced at the window and back at her. “It isn’t time for tea yet, is it?”
“No, it isn’t, sir, but this isn’t tea.”
Washington looked confused, and Sartain grinned at him.
“Mount Vernon has been creating this liquid for sale to the public for years, and I thought the General would like to taste our reproduction of his favorite drink.”
“Nooo…” Washington said. “You’ve made—”
“Cherry bounce, sir. I’m anxious to know if we have the recipe right.”
Washington looked upward with closed eyes, then back at Lydia. “Madam, this goes beyond hospitality. I cannot tell you how grateful I am that you have blessed me with this.”
“It might not be perfect, sir, but we’d love your opinion of our recipe and perhaps a short lesson in the next few days on how to make it properly. Please sit down, General Washington, and permit me to pour you a cup. You as well, Marc and Eve. Please sit.”
Washington sat and Sartain busied herself distributing the tea set.
McKnight noticed Dandridge was beaming. He walked over to her and whispered, “Cherry bounce? What’s that?”
Still smiling, she looked up at him. “Only his favorite drink. I’ll bet he had a small flask or wineskin with him when you brought him here. She just paid him a huge compliment. He will love her forever.” She laughed, then she and McKnight sat at the table across from the General.
Washington beckoned Sartain to sit as well.
He cautiously tasted the red liquid, then smiled. “It is nearly perfect.”
“What does it need?” Sartain asked.
Washington took another sip and smacked his lips. “Just a little more whiskey,” he said. “I’d be happy to talk to your distiller or whomever is responsible for this delightful treat.”
“That would be great,” she said.
Washington stood and bowed to Sartain. She rose to face him.
“Mrs. Sarta—” He stopped. “I’m sorry, I meant to say Lydia. I am truly touched that you would honor me in such a way. I thank you so much for this kindness.”
Sartain blushed and smiled at him. “You are most kind, sir.”
She glanced around at the others. “Well, I have interrupted your work for too long. I’ll leave the cherry bounce here. Let me know if you need anything else.” Without another word, she blew out of the room.
“What a delightful woman,” Washington said.
“She is a force of nature,” Dandridge said. “Shall we get back to work?”
“Oh, yes,” Washington said. “By all means. You were about to tell me what you and your colleagues have learned about the effectiveness of your Constitution.”


10 · KIM MEGAHEE
STRANGER · 11




CHAPTER TWO
[bookmark: EMDs_Case_Studies2]Thursday, February 12th, 2037 – 2:30 PM EST – The Mansion at Mount Vernon, VA
“Yes, General, I was,” Dandridge said.
McKnight went back to a chair against the wall. He chose one next to the door to the New Room. It’s closer to the point of outside access if I need to run down the hall.
Dandridge stood and re-engaged her projector. While it warmed up, she said, “There are a lot of things that impede the effectiveness of our government. Some of it can be attributed to loyalty to political party over country and the people they represent.”
Washington sighed.
“I have thought about this at length,” he said. “It is an issue, and will always be so. But people of similar ideas and motivations will always band together to meet their collective needs. It is inevitable, and indeed, should be their right to do so. If they cannot, then they are not free.”
“Yes, sir. I believe that as well. The loyalty to party over country is natural law. Man is a selfish animal, and it is foolish to expect him to act other than in his self-interest. It does happen, but selfless acts are rare and cannot be relied upon.”
“I agree,” Washington said. “That is the basis for the government structure in my home state of Virginia. The powers of government are distributed across organizations to ensure that no one body gains total control. It turns the self-interest of men to the country’s advantage.”
“Yes, sir. And history will show that the idea is a good one. Without going into possible solutions—I don’t want to say anything to influence you—the value of the idea declines significantly when the leaders of the government bodies collude with each other to push the country in a specific political direction.”
Washington didn’t respond immediately.
“I cannot deny that this possibility has occurred to me,” he said at last. “I’ve always felt it was unlikely as long as the morals of our country held firm. But it’s also true that the longer a government system is in place, the more brigands and thieves will learn how to circumvent the system to enrich themselves.”
“Yes, General,” Dandridge said. “We have a name for that activity. We call it ‘gaming the system’.”
“Gaming the system,” Washington said. “That sounds like an accurate way to express the activity. Are you saying that is now happening?”
“Yes, sir. I believe there’s enough evidence for me to state positively that some people are abusing our government systems at many levels.”
“And what about collusion between the opposing governmental bodies? Is that happening as well?”
It was Dandridge’s turn to pause.
McKnight understood. She’s fighting to keep her personal beliefs out of the conversation.
“General, I’m just one person. There’s no way I can understand all the motivations and reasons for the way our branches of government interact to make decisions. It’s impossible to know enough to state without reservation the motivation of our government leadership. And there are conflicting reports from the press… the media. Some say nothing is wrong and others scream about treason and collusion. The people find it hard to know who to trust. It’s extremely confusing.”
“Eve,” Washington said. “Thank you for that summary.” He shifted in his chair. “I understand your desire to remain neutral and I applaud you. But I need you to be more forthcoming with your own opinions. Tell me what you personally have observed and what you believe is happening.”
“Yes, sir. Very well. This is a little difficult for me to express. I’ve spent my career trying to give truth and teach my students how to think for themselves. It’s a mind habit to keep my own opinions out of my teaching. Let me organize my thoughts for a moment before I respond.”
“Certainly,” he said. “Take all the time you need, though I think President Harrison would remind us that time is of the essence. Shall we adjourn until tomorrow?”
“Oh, no,” she said. “I just need a couple of minutes.” She walked to the window and stared at the carriage circle and the Bowling Green beyond.
Washington wrote notes on the pad before him.
McKnight watched Dandridge and wondered what she would say. This should be interesting.
When Dandridge turned from the window and returned to the table, McKnight thought he saw conviction and determination on her face.
“General Washington, here’s what I want to say.” She sat at the table and Washington turned toward her.
“Over the years since your time, more and more of the powers of the states have moved to the federal level. Some were moved for what continue to be good reasons and some were not. The federal government has gained much power over the people and, indeed, probably has more control in different ways than England’s king did in your time. But the system has functioned better than expected for over 200 years. Businesses have prospered and, while small business is still the backbone of the nation’s economy, many businesses have grown so large that they operate internationally and generate a huge amount of money. A gigantic bureaucracy has built up within the government to deal with commerce. Over time, these businesses have learned that certain elected individuals and bureaucrats in the government have control over their operating conditions and can be influenced by generous donations to their causes and favorite charities.”
“You’re saying that they bribe them?”
“I’m saying it is objectionable and corrupt, and there is considerable circumstantial evidence that it is happening and is indeed widespread. And the amount of money involved is certainly enough to make the most moral and pious individual stop and consider it. But this is only the first part of the motivation.”
Washington’s face was like stone.
“Go on,” he said.
Dandridge sighed. She looked extremely sad.
“Since there is considerable money available,” she said, “there is motivation for a politician to stay in their position for as long as possible. The longer they are there, the more ways they find to enrich themselves. While they still call themselves public servants, they do little for the public except where it involves getting re-elected. For the most part, most of their time is spent looking for ways to increase their wealth.”
Washington leaned back in his chair, stretched his arms out, then leaned forward at the table and rested his chin on his two fists.
“Are they effective? Are they solving problems?”
McKnight tried to think about how he would answer the question. What big issues have been fixed in the country in the last few years? He couldn’t think of any.
Dandridge shook her head. “If you listen to their rhetoric, you’d think so. But not if you look at the facts. In fact, it isn’t to their advantage to fix an issue unless the public becomes outraged.”
Washington looked surprised at first, but then his expression changed to that of one who fears a bad answer, but knows it is coming.
“Why is it not to their advantage?” he said, after a moment.
“As I’m sure you know, sir, an issue is a double-edged sword. On the one side, it is a problem that creates suffering and misery for some or all of the population. Fixing it would elevate the politician’s stature. On the other hand, that issue is also a weapon to be used against one’s opponent.”
She stood and struck a pose, one hand on her hip and the other pointing to the sky. “My opponent has done nothing to solve this problem. In fact, he has worked hard to prevent me from solving it. I need your help to fight them. All good Americans will contribute to my cause. Send me back to Washington, DC, to fight for you.”
She shrugged and sat down. “Something like that,” she said.
Washington smiled at her.
“I must say, your interpretation sounds familiar.”
“Yes, sir, I’m sure it does. So politicians have little incentive to actually solve a problem unless the public becomes enraged. If they solve a problem, then they must find a new weapon to use against their opponent. It’s less work and more lucrative to let problems continue.”
McKnight shifted in his chair. I’ve never considered that.
“So what happens when the public becomes enraged?”
“They can move the government to change, as long as they convince the politicians that their income stream is about to end.”
“How often does that happen?” Washington said.
“Oh, rarely,” she said. “Politicians have a number of tools at their disposal, and distraction is probably the most effective one. Some are masters at the art. Find something that pulls on the heartstrings or creates anger in the populace, something that seems more dangerous or important than anything else. Then they talk about it constantly.”
Washington leaned back in his chair and folded his fingers across his chest. “It seems human nature hasn’t changed much since my time. Tell me,” he said. “What about your President Harrison? Is he one of those consummate politicians with all the skills you mentioned?”
McKnight leaned forward and rested his elbows on his knees, his chin on his fists. New ground for me. I respect Harrison and I haven’t witnessed anything but a desire to help others. But I have no idea about this. Is he just another skillful politician?
“That’s an important question, isn’t it?” she said. “Here’s what I know about Wade Harrison. Since he started in politics, his fortune has indeed grown. By most standards, I would call him wealthy. His opponents have frequently tried to imply he has benefited from his positions, but no compelling proof has ever been offered. He has done well financially, but he is far from the wealthiest politician. In fact, he is close to the bottom of the list.”
“I see,” Washington said.
“General, let me be perfectly frank with you. I can’t prove that President Harrison isn’t benefiting from his position. My beliefs about him could be all wrong. But his opponents have never been able to make a case out of it and he’s been forthcoming in producing information about his finances. He’s proposed some good ideas and signed some of them into law. Yet his finances don’t reflect associated benefits.”
“Thank you, Eve, but tell me your emotions, your feelings. Do you trust President Harrison?”
“I do,” she said. “Or at least as much as anyone else I know. I have seen no reason not to trust him, nor has he ever said anything, public or private, to make me think he is anything but transparent in his dealings.”
“Transparent? What does that mean?” He shook his head. “Beyond the obvious, I mean. Can someone be translucent or opaque? Help me understand.”
Dandridge smiled. “I understand the confusion, sir, and I apologize for it. In today’s vernacular, it means that nothing is hidden.”
Washington turned to McKnight.
“Colonel McKnight? I ask you the same question. In the time I have spent with you, I have seen nothing to make me think you have been less than honest with me. I strive to surround myself with such men. A wise man has many counselors.”
McKnight felt like a deer in headlights.
Washington continued. “Tell me, do you trust President Harrison?”
Think. Be cautious, but above all, give him good information.
He began slowly. “General Washington, I’m no expert at politics. Like you, I’m a soldier. All my interactions with President Harrison have been ‘transparent’, as Eve said. In my memory, I have never felt any hint of dishonesty or deceit. If I were told he was a dishonest man, I would need a lot of solid evidence to convince me. I think that’s all I can say with certainty.”
“Thank you, Colonel. And you, too, Eve. To be ‘transparent’, that was my impression as well.”
Washington looked at Dandridge. “Are there more lessons you have to share with me, Eve?”
“No, sir, but I’m sure you still have many questions for me, and maybe for Colonel McKnight as well.”
Washington stood. “That’s true,” he said. “But I believe I have reached the limit of my ability to process information. I think I would like to take a walk down to the garden and see how things are today.”
“Yes, sir,” McKnight said. “If you can wait a few minutes, I will arrange a protection detail to go along with you, just in case. Give me five minutes.”
McKnight left the parlor into the New Room. Two sergeants snapped to attention, and a Secret Service agent stood. He told them what he wanted, and the agent dashed from the room.
Three minutes later, six agents and two squads were outside, waiting for the General.
“It seems like much ado about nothing,” he said.
“Nevertheless, sir, we can’t let anything happen to you. Please humor me and President Harrison.”
“Very well,” he said, and bowed to Dandridge.
McKnight showed him to the door and the waiting entourage.
“Thank you, Colonel,” he said over his shoulder as he joined the men and women in the carriage circle.
McKnight returned to the parlor to find Dandridge watching out the window.
“What do you think?” he said. “Does he get it?”
She turned to McKnight and smiled. “Are you kidding? Of course he does. He just needs to think about what he learned. That’s how learning works. You get instruction and fit it into your experience if possible. That means thinking about the information, evaluating it, and apply it to your world view.”
McKnight shut down the projector and came to stand beside Dandridge.
“You gotta admit one thing,” she said. “He is one fascinating man.”
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