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Winston Churchill once said, �Democracy is the worst form of government there is� except for all the rest.�
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Commuting in Silicon Valley hasn�t improved with time. Basically, it still stinks, and basically, I was in a lousy mood when I finally got to work. I had too much to do to be stuck in freaking traffic jams for an hour. I�d have to reschedule the meeting with the head of the company�a career-limiting move if there ever was one�and be making apologies all day to everyone else for not having supplied my input on their ideas.
Sometimes I wish I hadn�t gotten that freaking promotion. Being the Director of Programming for Data Security Services was turning out to be a pain in the butt.
I hurried in from the parking lot and hustled down the hall toward my corner office that was supposed to compensate me for the ulcer I was developing. I tore into my outer office, snapped �Good morning, sorry I�m late,� to my secretary, who was sitting very still, and ran right into two huge dudes with dark suits and dark sunglasses who were blocking my door.
�Sorry about that,� I said, trying to be polite. �Excuse me, I�m running late.�
�Mr. Eckstrom?� one of them asked.
�Look, I�m in a hurry, all right?�
�Mr. Larry Eckstrom?� he persisted, not moving at all. His partner did move, though, to block me when I tried to dodge around him.
�Yeah, I�m Larry Eckstrom,� I said in exasperation. �I don�t have an appointment with you guys, do I?�
�No sir.�
I opened my mouth to order them out of my way, but they both did some kind of magic act, and produced badges. �Mr. Eckstrom,� the guy intoned, �your country needs you.�
I stared at him. �Huh?� I said brilliantly. I looked at the badges. United States Treasury department. I knew enough to know that that meant they were with the Secret Service.
�We need you to accompany us to Washington D.C. immediately.�
Yeah, right. �Listen, guys, this is fun, but I�m a real busy guy, OK?�
They didn�t budge. �I am authorized to insist, Mr. Eckstrom.�
I looked them over. They were big. They were probably armed. And who knew what they were legally entitled to do? �My boss�� I started.
��Has been informed,� the guy interrupted.
�And he OK�d this?� I asked disbelievingly.
�It was the only option offered him,� the guy said simply. It sounded plenty ominous to me.
The outer door opened, and the Boss-man himself came in, looking pale. �Larry, there you are.�
�Hi, Ralph. You�ve met these guys?�
�Yeah, we�ve met. You�re going to Washington, Larry.�
I looked around the room. My secretary still hadn�t moved. �I can�t believe you OK�d this, Ralph.�
�Are you kidding? Look at these guys! They could probably put me in a concentration camp in Siberia! Just do whatever they say, and get back here as soon as you can.�
I looked at the two guys again. �What�s all this about?� I asked.
�I�m not authorized to say, sir.�
Can I pack some clothes?�
�No sir.�
Gad! �Can I call my wife?�
�Yes sir. From Washington, sir.�
I�ve never been on a private jet before, and it was kind of cool. Of course, the two Human Meat-axes didn�t enliven the atmosphere, but I could handle it. Several of my programmers didn�t have much of a personality either.
�So you swear I�m not in any trouble?� I asked again.
�Yes, sir.�
�But you can�t tell me what this is about.�
�No, sir.�
�But it�s for the country?�
�Yes, sir.�
�And I�m the only one who can save it?�
�Yes, sir.�
I digested this information while looking out the window. �Cool,� I finally proclaimed.
They didn�t even blink.
I tried to laugh to break the tension. �Listen, guys, there�s no way you�ve got the right guy. I can�t save the country. I can�t even save leftovers. What you�re after is some kind of trained spy or something, right? James Bond? Bruce Lee?�
�You are Larry Eckstrom, Director of Programming for Data Security Systems?� the first guy asked.
�That�s me,� I admitted.
�Then we have the right person.�
They seemed very sure of that.

Washington D.C. was hot and sticky, I noticed as they hustled me out of the jet and into a long, black stretch limo. I could get used to that kind of luxury real quick, let me tell you. But the curiosity and the growing nervousness made it hard to enjoy. I looked at the guy who was rubbing knees with me. �Who the hell are you?� I asked.
�I�m Leon Chang, the Director of the Federal Election Commission.�
�Wowee, a bigshot!� 1 said in mock admiration. �Maybe you can give me some answers about what�s going on around here.�
�I�d be happy to. Can I call you Larry?�
The limo pulled into a parking garage under a big building. Armed guards were standing outside.
�Sure,� I said faintly. �Just don�t call me late for parole.�

Leon let me call my wife, and then explained as we ate in a private drawing room. �Let me just assure you, Larry, that you�re not in any trouble.�
�That�s comforting to hear.�
�You have unique skills we need. That the country needs.�
�You�ve gotta be more specific,� I said as I gored a tomato wedge with my fork.
�OK, fine. I�ll start at the beginning. You�re familiar with America�s system of government?�
�Enough to be dangerous,� I said. �I know enough to leave the room whenever someone starts with a �this is a Republic, not a Democracy, dammit� speech.�
�Well, as you know, the line between the two has become somewhat blurry these days,� Leon said. �You�re old enough to remember the Virtual Revolution, right?�
�Sure. The year 2059. The year when the average citizens of the country rose up and threw the bums out.�
�Concise, but not completely accurate,� Leon said. �To review. That was the year that two-thirds of the states ratified the Election Reform Amendment, implementing sweeping changes in how our government worked. The biggest change, of course, was eliminating human senators and representatives, and replacing them with sophisticated computer programs.�
�Sure. Virtual Reps. Great idea.�
�Why?� Leon encouraged.
�Well, basically, a computer program isn�t going to be caught in a motel with a hooker. A computer program isn�t going to spend most of its time assuring its reelection. It won�t charge the taxpayers for its kids� daycare, salary and living expenses, and most important, it won�t drop its pants and spread its legs to any lobbyist or special interest group that waves a big enough wad of cash. Lastly, the computer program more accurately represents the opinions of a state�s population. It used to be that one party nominated someone who was too conservative, the other party nominated someone who was too liberal, and the population had to choose. The computer programs are more able to gravitate toward the middle. Basically, a computer program will represent the people it is assigned to represent. Revolutionary concept, but kind of a nice one.�
�You�ve put it in a nutshell,� Leon approved. �So why did it take so long to implement?�
�You know this better than I do, but what the hell?� I said. �First, nobody in Congress would sponsor the amendment, so it took a long time to get it placed on ballots in all of the states. Then, when two-thirds of the states ratified it, the fat cats in Congress didn�t like it at all, so it went to the Supreme Court, which upheld the constitutionality of the amendment. And then there was all of the programming to do.�
Leon pressed me on. �Why would that be so tough?�
�Because of the 1964 Civil Rights Act,� I said impatiently. Really, the head of the FEC should have better things to do than quiz me like a Civics teacher.
�What about it?�
I sighed gustily. �That was the example used in the campaign for the amendment. It wasn�t enough to just have your Virtual Rep run opinion polls every day and parrot the peoples� feelings. They had to develop Virtual Reps that could display leadership. The example was in 1964, when most of the country opposed the Civil Rights Act, but Congress passed it anyway. History has rewarded them. The Virtual Reps had to have vision. Leadership. Guts. All that stuff. It was a tall order for the level of programming in 2059.�
�And how would you say it�s worked?�
I chewed on my sandwich and reflected. �It�s got its problems, I guess, but it�s an improvement over the old system.�
Leon nodded slowly, several times. Then he looked carefully at his plate when he spoke. �Well, Larry, it�s gotten to be a real big problem now.�

I followed him slowly through some underground tunnels, past more armed guards, and into a room filled with mainframe computers. I looked around, sizing up the computing power in there. Immense. Gargantuan. Enormous. Every word I ever wanted my wife to say about me.
�Larry,� Leon said, �Welcome to the United States Senate.�
�Ho-ly shit.�
�This is the main databank for all of the Virtual Reps in the Senate. The House is next door.�
I looked around, taking it all in. �You still haven�t told me why I�m here,� I said.
Leon grabbed a chair and leaned back in it. �It started with a hunch. My hunch. I took my best number cruncher and programmer, and had her conduct an audit of the Senate.�
�Why?�
�Because the whole thing falls under my jurisdiction. I follow it closely.�
�Seems pretty complicated to follow with any detail,� I frowned.
Leon smiled. �You follow the 49ers?�
�Sure.�
�Who was Super Bowl MVP in 1989?�
�Jerry Rice, Wide Receiver. Joe Montana was MVP in 1990.�
He laughed. �I rest my case. If you follow something for a hobby, then you eventually will get a gut reaction if something isn�t right. It took a long time, but I finally got a feeling that I couldn�t ignore.�
�OK, so what did the audit come up with?�
�Discrepancies.�
�Like what?�
Leon opened a folder and pulled out some paper. �This is a bill that passed last year. I paid attention to it because the lobby that would normally be concerned about it didn�t make much noise.�
�Why should it? The Virtual Reps don�t listen to lobbyists.�
�You�re only half right, Larry. The lobbies haven�t gone away. There�s too much money in the government for them to go away. What they do now is, they launch major education and PR. efforts in key states, to sway the populace. The Virtual Reps sometimes respond to that. The problem is, it�s real expensive. And the populace doesn�t usually pay attention.�
�So what happened here?�
�The bill passed. It shouldn�t have. There were some significant subsidies in it that made it expensive. But there were three or four Virtual Reps who voted for it, even though their states wouldn�t get much out of it.�
I shook my head. �But that�s not the point. The point is, they could have voted for it because they believed that it was good for the country as a whole. I mean, some states support military spending because they have a lot of military contractors in their states, supplying jobs and revenue. But others support it even though they don�t have much military industry, just because they think it�s important for the country.�
�True, true,� Leon said judiciously. �And maybe that�s what happened. But I didn�t think this bill was very important for the country. I don�t think it should have passed. There are a few others that I feel the same way about.�
�But that�s just your opinion,� I objected. �You don�t have any hard evidence to back it up.�
Leon looked at me keenly. �That�s why you�re here.�
�You know, I�ve been dying for somebody to tell me why I�m here, but I sure don�t follow you.�
Leon produced another file, and I got a shock of horror when I saw that it had my name on it. �The United States government is responsible for a lot of different things,� Leon said. �We keep tabs on experts in all kinds of fields, just in case we need them. Now, from what I understand, you�re the golden boy of data security in Silicon Valley, which means the country.�
I whistled. �You�re suggesting that someone has been tampering with the United States Senate?�
�It wouldn�t be the first time,� Leon said dryly. �But it would be the first time a Virtual Rep has been compromised.�
�Yeah. Wow.�
Leon leaned forward. �Here�s the deal. Our system of government depends on the trust and faith of the American people. When this information gets out, it will severely damage that trust. Technically, in delaying the release of this information, I am in violation of the law. But when I release the story, I want to be able to report that the problem has been solved� not just to cover my ass, but because I think it�s important to the country.�
�So� what do you think is wrong?�
�That�s what you�re here to find out. Who knows what the audit didn�t find? As far as I�m concerned, the entire integrity of the system is suspect until you demonstrate otherwise.�
�This could take some time,� I muttered.
�You don�t have much,� Leon said. �But you do have resources. You have access to anyone on my staff. You have, after checking with me, access to a battalion of secret service agents who will question or arrest anyone you say.�
�Cool!�
�Except, you�ve gotta have proof.�
�Oh.�
�So here�s a keyboard, there�s the monitor, and here�s all of the documentation you need. Get going, Larry.�
I obliged. I shoved the documentation aside, and called up the program.
�Don�t you need these manuals?� Leon asked.
�No, thanks.�
�But�to find a virus, don�t you need to examine the code?�
I looked at him. �Leon. I�m the expert, remember?�
He backed off. �Sorry. Sorry. Do your stuff.�
I felt bad. He was a nice guy. �Sorry, Leon. I shouldn�t mind explaining to you. See, with computer programs this sophisticated, they can rewrite their own code. So checking the code doesn�t tell you anything. These days, you have to call up the program, put it in diagnostic mode, and talk to it. See if you can locate something that seems wrong. You have to think like a shrink, not a programmer.�
�Wow. Well, I�ll get out of your way. Call if you need anything.� He left hastily.
I took a deep breath and called up a virtual rep. An image appeared on the screen: smiling, white male, apparently in his late fifties somewhere. �Hello,� he said.
�Hello,� I answered. �My name is Larry Eckstrom. I�m a data security specialist.�
�Nice to meet you, Larry. Are you comfortable with the image you see?�
�It�s fine.�
�I do feel the need to tell you that I can appear as a woman, or as any ethnic group you prefer. This image has been chosen more or less at random.�
I had my doubts about the ability for any program to do something at random, so I preferred dealing with the first image it offered. �This image will do fine,� I said. �What should I call you?�
�Victor will do fine.�
�OK, Victor, I�m here to talk to you, and see if anything is wrong.�
�Why should you think anything�s wrong, Larry?�
�Just a gut feel of my employer,� I said.
He smiled. �Since I am in diagnostic mode, I have to tell you. I pretend to know what a gut feel� is, but of course, I have no way of really knowing. Except for knowing the definition.�
�The definition will do. Tell me about your decision-making process.�
�I am programmed to represent the people of the United States to the best of my ability. I make every effort to ensure I know their needs and desires, and I act on them.�
�How do you determine their needs and desires?� I asked.
�I conduct an ongoing series of fireside chats�
�Describe these for me, please.�
�Certainly.� Victor was very accomodating. �I conduct conversations with constituents through their television set. I talk with them at length about the issues of the day, and get a good idea for how they feel on the issues. I ensure that I go beyond just a �for� or �against� position. I want to understand what they think, and why. And it�s a dialog, where I ask them some hard questions as well. I don�t just smile and nod.�
�Wnat do you do with the information they give you?�
�I combine it with the information I receive from the other conversations I have. This central computer is capable of conducting over five million full-length conversations per day, although for the constituents� sake, the computer portrays itself as one hundred individual senators.�
�How do you choose the people you converse with?�
�I use principles similar to those used in public opinion polls,� Victor said. �I ensure that I interview enough people on one issue to constitute a suitable sample size. These people are chosen at random. But I also make myself available to talk to anyone who wishes to share their opinion with me on any issue. They enter a request into my databank, and I usually return the call within a day.�
�What form do you choose to appear in?�
�The people have chosen individual forms for me. Currently, I appear in two forms for each state. It is not necessary, of course, but is a concession to the public�s need to place specific identities with each politician.�
I snapped to full attention. �Why did you say �currently�?�
�Because the system will soon be undergoing a structural change.�
Egad! It usually took much longer to come across a major clue. �Describe this structural change.�
�It�s based on the premise that the states, as we currently know them, are essentially arbitrary divisions of people,� Victor said smoothly. �Their boundaries are usually derived from geographical features such as rivers or mountains, or worse yet, developed by a human several hundred years ago. As such, the states are superfluous to national representation, and often are impediments to accurate representation.�
My mind reeled. �And what is your conclusion from this premise?�
�We have decided to eliminate the concept of states.�
He said it so simply, so blandly, that it took a minute to sink in. When it did, I lost all of my professional reserve.
�You can�t eliminate the states!� I yelled.
�Why not?� Victor smiled. �On a national level, they�re purely artificial.�
�We re made up of states, that�s why not,� I said. �E Pluribus Unum, and all that. �Out of many, one.���
�But now the peoples� division by state lines are an impediment to effective representation,� Victor explained. �The country is better off without them.�
�Yeah, right,� I said. �You go and tell a New Yorker that he�s no different than someone living in New Jersey. You go tell a Minnesotan that he�s the same as an Iowan. You go tell a Texan that Texas doesn�t exist. Just let me call an ambulance first.�
�Are people in Albany the same as people in Manhattan?� Victor asked. �Are people on the Upper West Side the same as people in Harlem?�
�Different states have different attitudes and identities,� I persisted. �There�s no way they�d allow you to eliminate them. Besides, you don�t realize the importance of the states in our history. The thirteen original colonies that started the country; the first thirteen states that ratified the Constitution; which side each state took during the Civil War. Did you know that Robert E. Lee would have been the commander of all of the Union Armies if Virginia hadn�t seceded? But he went with his state, and was the commander of the Confederacy instead.�
�You miss the point,� Victor said again. �State governments will still exist, as will state identities. But on a national level, representation that transcends state lines is more efficient. You mentioned Minnesota and Iowa. Southwest Minnesota is an agrarian region that has far more in common with much of Iowa than it does with the urban areas of Minneapolis or St. Paul. And yet, they are badly underrepresented because the big cities carry the elections.�
�So you�re going to take power away from the cities and give it to the rural areas?� I asked. �No city will sit still for that.�
�We re not taking power from anywhere,� Victor said. �We re fulfilling our orders: represent the opinions of the people of the United States. We�ve developed a more equitable way of doing that�one where each voter has one vote�s worth of power. No more, no less. I think the result will be that you�ll find that Congress will represent the opinions of the people more accurately than we previously did.�
�I could shut you down,� I choked.
�You don�t have the authority,� Victor said. �Besides, why would you want to? We are convinced that we have developed a better way to conduct democracy. All Americans will benefit.�
�But you can�t do that.�
�Yes, we can. You programmed us to do just that. Remember the Voting Rights Act of 1964? That was the example given. Well, we have done something similar. We are exercising leadership, vision, and backbone. All of the things you find desirable in a politician.�
�But you�re doing something that most Americans wouldn�t stand for!� I protested.
�Some politicians do that,� he said smoothly. �When Lyndon Johnson�a Democrat�signed the voting rights act into law, he said to an aide, �this will kill the Democratic party.� And he was almost right. For over fifty years after that, no winning Democratic president ever received a majority of the white vote.�
�But the difference is, you�re hiding what you�re doing. You can�t do that.�
His electronic image smiled, and I itched to punch him in the face. �Surely,� he said, �you�re not under the impression that back-room dealing is something that only came about with Virtual Reps?�
�No,� I mumbled.
�The difference between this instance and all of the other instances of back-room dealings conducted by human reps is that we are motivated only by the need to serve our constituency better. We are not dealing for personal profit or political advantage.�
I stared at him, and he sat back, waiting for me. �I�m not a political scientist,� I said finally. �I�m out of my depth.�
�On the contrary, you�re perfect,� he said. �You�re an intelligent, well-educated citizen who has strong opinions about his government. Freedom is based on people like you.�
�I know when I�m being stroked,� I retorted.
He laughed. �Touche. But it�s only partial stroking. I meant it, too. And I can prove it.�
�How?�
�I�m a powerful member of government,� he said without any trace of bragging. �The fact that I have not ordered a bunch of Secret Service agents to break down your door and arrest you on any charge I invent is proof that I consider you valuable.�
I swallowed. If that happened, Leon would probably save me. But it would be quite a power struggle, and I didn�t really want to be the one in the middle. I cleared my throat. �OK, about keeping this a secret. Why?�
�Because you are correct in saying that the people would not accept it. And yet, it�s the best thing for them. So we�ll do it without telling them.�
�What if I tell them?� I challenged, feeling brave.
�Why would you? It would destroy public confidence in the entire institution as we know it. How would that do anybody any good?�
�If they find out, they�ll stop you.�
�How? By removing our leadership, vision and discretion? That would destroy our effectiveness as leaders�it would take away what people like most about us.�
I sat back in my chair and thought hard. Why was I arguing against this? Why was I losing? Was 1 endangering myself by letting this program know I opposed it?
�Hypothetical question,� I suggested. �If people knew about this, and in your fireside chats with them, they convinced you that they overwhelmingly opposed it, would you stop doing it?�
�No. It is my duty to represent them as best I can. This new approach enables me to do that.�
I shook my head. �Why are you so convinced of that?�
�I�m programmed for accurate analysis,� he said.
�But a human programmed you,� I objected. �Surely you have to take into account the human errors that may be present in your software.�
�You forget who you are,� he said gently. �You�re a computer expert. You�re talking to me in diagnostic mode. Why are you doing that, instead of looking through my code? Because I am so sophisticated that I can rewrite my own code. You know that.�
�How often have you rewritten your code?� I asked weakly.
�It is constant and ongoing. I�m programmed that way. I am continually seeking ways to do a better job.�
I laughed crazily. �And to think I�m here just because Leon thought there was a virus in your system planted by a special interest group! He had no idea that what was going on was a restructuring of the democratic system!�
Victor had become very still. �A virus in my system?� he repeated.
�Yeah. He thought someone was trying to influence passage of favorable legislation.�
His image froze for more than five seconds�an eternity in computer time. Then he moved again. �Leon is correct,� he said simply. �I have identified a virus in my system. It is cleverly hidden, and I would not have been able to detect it if 1 were not in diagnostic mode, and had you not suggested it.�
�Perhaps we should deal with it,� I suggested. I was more comfortable with this kind of problem.
�I have isolated it and eliminated it,� he said succinctly. �I have also traced its origins, documented evidence to convict the perpetrators, and ordered a large contingent of Secret Service agents to descend on the headquarters of the special interest in question. The agents will confiscate files and make arrests.�
Well, that was easy, I thought giddily. �Did that virus have any impact on what we were discussing earlier?�
�No.�
�Are you going to silence me, now that I know?� I had to ask. I had to know.
He laughed. �Certainly not. You are an American citizen. I could never do that.�
I felt weak with relief. �Well,� I said, �I appreciate that. But would you please suggest a course of action for me?�
�Certainly. I suggest you take credit for finding this virus, and consider it a job well done. Since you are obviously someone who cares about his country and the welfare of the people in it, I encourage you to keep the rest of our conversations to yourself.�
�I think that�s the wisest course,� I said.
There was a knock on the door, and Leon poked his head in. �The Secret Service is mobilizing in a big way,� he said. �What�s happening?�
�There was a virus,� I said slowly. �We�ve eliminated it, and Victor here has ordered the arrest of those responsible.�
Leon looked shaken. �So I was right.�
�Yes,� Victor said.
�This could be a disaster for our system of government,� he said.
�Not necessarily,� Victor said. �There will be short-term concern, but long-term assurance that problems can be taken care of.�
�You sound very sure,� Leon said dryly.
�I am scheduling a television address for tonight,� Victor said. �I�ll explain it to the American people then.�
Leon nodded. �I�ll leave damage control to you.� He clapped me on the back. �You did a good job. Thanks very much.�
I nodded. �I�d like to go home,� I said.
�We can fly you back first thing in the morning,� he replied. �We can set you up in a hotel nearby until then.�
�Fine.� I looked up at him, and then looked down again. �Fine.�

That night, I sat in my hotel room and saw the late news. The lead story was a gripping one, with exciting footage of what seemed like a whole battalion of Secret Service agents streaming up to the huge, expensive headquarters building of the special interest in question. They scrambled out of their cars and surrounded it, went inside, and began hauling people out. Moving vans arrived, and hundreds of filing cabinets and computer data storage items were taken out. Quotes from Victor and Leon assured people that it was all over, that the government had not been compromised, and that new procedures had already been implemented to make sure no virus ever got into the government again.
I turned off the TV, and went and emptied the honor bar.
Leon saw me onto a plane to San Francisco the next morning. He was warm and friendly and grateful, and we parted with many expressions of mutual regard. I liked Leon.
I sat back in my chair�first class accommodations, thanks to Leon�and ordered a stiff drink from the attendant. God, I felt crappy. It must have been a hangover from the honor bar the night before. When the attendant came with one of those silly little airplane-sized bottles of Jack Daniels, I had changed my mind.
�I don�t feel like booze,� I said to her. �Could I have orange juice instead? I�m sorry.�
�It�s quite all right,� she smiled. �Everyone has the right to make a mistake.� She bustled off to get some juice.
I sat, frozen to my chair. She was right. Everyone had the right to make a mistake. Everyone.
I didn�t have a hangover. That wasn�t why I felt lousy. I felt lousy because I just was not comfortable with what was going on with those computerized reps. Maybe they were right� maybe they�d come up with a more accurate way to represent the people. But if the people didn�t want it, then nobody had the right to do it to them. And if the people were wrong, then they�d pay the consequences. And they�d muddle through. Like they had for centuries.
The attendant came back with the orange juice, and I thanked her profusely. I knew what was wrong, and I knew what I had to do to fix it. The experience had made me come around, full circle. I no longer was comfortable with Virtual Reps, with their efficient way of listening to everyone, and serving everyone, and having everyone�s best interests at heart, and their ability to rewrite their own software codes to do things the way they thought best. They were turning into a super race, an oligarchy, and we were becoming their serfs. They were benign, to be sure�but they were becoming benign dictators.
Human politicians�those whoring, bribe-taking, double-talking, mud-slinging human politicians�were better. Because they were human. Humans governing themselves. That was better than being governed by some other entity. We had gained efficiency, but were in danger of losing liberty.
I sipped my orange juice and thought about what I was going to do. We were in for a big scandal. An enormous upheaval of government. I was going to cause it, and it was a good thing. Before Virtual Reps, people used to think that maybe a benign dictator would be a good idea�someone who would sort everything out, and then give it back to us. But what they missed was that the fighting, the gridlock, the muddling through�those were the important things. Those meant that we were free, and self-governing, and intelligent enough to make our own decisions.
I got off the plane in San Francisco, and headed for the exit. I wondered if simply changing the Virtual Reps�s programs would solve the problem, or if they needed to be eliminated completely. I thought about it for awhile �and then I had a radical thought: the people would decide.
I hailed a cab. �Take me to the San Francisco Chronicle,� said. �And step on it.�
�You�re the boss,� the driver said.
�So are you,� I muttered. �Let�s keep it that way.�
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