
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Here at our sea-washed, sunset gates shall stand 

A mighty woman with a torch, whose flame 

Is the imprisoned lightning, and her name 

Mother of Exiles.  

Emma Lazarus 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Brazen Giant 

By Jeffrey Kerr 

 

Chapter 1 

July 2020 

United States Senator Malcolm Price leaned back in his stuffed leather chair and 

appraised the middle-aged woman in front of him. Nice boobs, he told himself, but that face? 

Jeez, hadn’t she ever heard of Botox? Still, he figured he’d do her just to get at that rack. 

Across from the senator, writer Nicole Hickman was beginning to regret accepting this 

job. Sure, she would be on the book cover, as in “by Malcolm Price—with Nicole Hickman,” her 

name written in tiny letters underneath the giant font announcing the book’s subject and 

supposed author. But dragging information from the man was a nightmare. Didn’t he realize she 

needed content from him to write his life story? Would he please provide direct answers to 

simple questions? Couldn’t he focus for more than five minutes without checking his phone or 

playing with his tie or, for God’s sake, walking over to the full-length mirror underneath the 

mounted longhorns to fix his hair? And who the hell keeps a full-length mirror in their business 

office? But the job paid well – a small fortune to Nicole – and she therefore kept smiling and 

waiting patiently for a response.  

 “I hit more home runs that year than anyone ever hit in that league,” Price said. 

 “Wow, that’s impressive. How many did you have?” 

 “Oh, I don’t know – ten maybe. No, fifteen; call it fifteen.” 

 “Didn’t you say your little league team played fourteen games that year?” 

 Price frowned. “Yeah, I guess so. I must have hit two in one of the games.” 



 “Maybe you hit three in one game and didn’t hit any in another. I mean, even Barry 

Bonds didn’t hit a home run in every game.” 

 “Who the hell is Barry Bonds?” 

 Nicole suppressed an eye roll and said, “Uh . . . a famous baseball player. He set the 

record for home runs in one season.” 

 “Yeah? Good for him. He’s lucky I stopped playing or he’d be number two on that list.” 

 “Yes, well, could we talk about—” 

 “Look, let’s call it a day, okay? We’ll pick it up tomorrow morning.” 

Nicole froze, momentarily flummoxed by yet another unexpected curve ball from her 

subject. They were only twenty minutes into the hour she had been promised for the interview. 

“Sir,” she said, “the publisher’s deadline is a month from now. We haven’t even started talking 

about your political career.” 

Price stood. “That’s in all the papers. They’ve been writing about me since I was in high 

school. Did you know there have been more newspaper articles written about me than any other 

politician in history?” 

 “No, I didn’t.” 

Price walked around the desk to take her arm and guide her toward the door. 

 “Well, there have. Put that in the book.” He opened the door. “All right, ten o’clock 

tomorrow morning.” 

His eyes dropped to Nicole’s chest. A broad grin appeared on his face. 

 “Unless you want to have dinner with me tonight. My place? I have the best cook in 

Houston. His pasta dishes are out of this world.” 

 “I’m sorry, sir, I have other plans.” 



 “What could be so important you’d turn down dinner with the future president of the 

United States?” 

 “The offer is tempting, sir, but it’s my daughter’s birthday.” 

 “Oh. Your daughter’s birthday. Okay.” 

The grin disappeared. Price waved Nicole through the doorway and shut the door. On the 

way back to the desk he stopped to admire his reflection in the mirror. Looking back at him was 

an aging man with sagging belly, thinning hair, and creased face dominated by a broad, flat nose 

beneath bushy eyebrows. Some men might have winced to confront such harsh proof of their 

mortality. Price, though, nodded approvingly. He turned sideways and sucked in his belly. 

Smoothing his hair, he said, “Who wouldn’t want a piece of this?” 

Four months later Senator Price lounged in a luxury suite at a posh hotel near the 

Spectrum Center in Charlotte, North Carolina. Around him clustered his grown children, their 

spouses, and their children – his grandchildren – the names of whom he had difficulty 

remembering. These in turn were surrounded by a constant stream of aides rushing to and fro. 

Amber Price, the senator’s wife, sat by herself in a far corner, sipping a frozen margarita and 

wishing she could light up one of the joints in her three-thousand-dollar purse. 

Absent from the room were Malcolm Price’s close friends, for in truth he had none. He 

didn’t regret this for the simple reason that he had never had any, so he remained blissfully 

unaware of this hole in his life. What he possessed instead were business acquaintances, men and 

women financially dependent on him that he referred to as friends. These were paltry in number 

as well, for Malcolm Price had not acquired a fortune through building relationships, but by 

exploiting them. His road to success was littered with such people – former partners, contractors, 

consultants, advisors – otherwise talented professionals who had entered Malcolm Price’s world 



with a smile and left it with bitterness and regret. They saw themselves as victims. Price called 

them losers. 

An aide handed Price a slip of paper. He read it and beckoned the aide to lean in closer. 

“Tell her to stay in her room,” he said softly. “I’ll see her right after my speech.” 

 “Yes, sir.”  

“What’s the room number again? I forgot it” 

“Three seventy-two.” 

Price smiled. “Right. You know what? I changed my mind. I’ll be there right before the 

speech. And tell her to wear that thing I sent over.”  

“Yes, sir.” 

The aide left. Price tried to focus on the television screens in front of him, but his 

thoughts kept straying to the young woman in three seventy-two. Twenty-six, blonde, shapely, 

no virgin but who expected that anymore? Christ, his own daughter Meredith had been on the 

pill since she was fourteen. Amber had told him it was to control her periods, but Price wasn’t 

fooled. Nor was he surprised at the child’s need for an abortion a year later. “No form of 

protection is a hundred percent,” Amber told him at the time. “I guess not,” Price replied, 

“especially when you’re too stupid to remember to take the goddammed pills.” 

The swirling graphics on one of the television screens caught Price’s eye. “Hey, turn that 

one up,” he shouted. “Looks like something’s happening.” 

The room quieted. An aide cranked up the volume on the screen in question, on which a 

serious-looking news anchor stared into the camera and said, “We are now able to call the 

presidential race in Missouri, where we project Senator Price winning with fifty-three percent of 



the vote. Missouri’s ten electoral votes give the senator a total of two hundred seventy-three 

votes, three over the total needed to win the presidential election. We’re still —" 

The room erupted in raucous cheering. Everyone gathered around Price, pounding his 

back and shouting their congratulations. Price stood, relishing the attention. When the din finally 

diminished, he raised his arms for quiet. Once he was sure everyone in the room was looking at 

him, he said, “They didn’t think I could do it, did they? Well, by God I proved them wrong!” 

The cheering resumed. Price basked in the moment, invigorated by the thought of the 

anguish in the suite of his challenger, California Governor Henry Cardenas, two blocks away. 

Son of a bitch is going to get what’s coming to him now, Price told himself. He looked out at the 

sea of happy faces around him; white, smiling faces underneath red caps bearing the logo 

“AAA,” which stood for Price’s signature line, “Above all, America!” “Yeah, he’s gonna be 

sorry,” he muttered. 

Across the room Amber watched the celebration with a sour expression on her face. She 

had never wanted the position of first lady, with its boring receptions and kindergarten class 

photo ops and constant need to smile and fake passion about some stupid popular social cause. 

The only reason she had consented to her husband’s presidential campaign was that it gave her 

more time to spend with Gary Wright, the oil company CEO who actually complimented her on 

her looks without using the words “boobs” and “hot” and cuddled with her after sex instead of 

rolling over and going to sleep. But now Gary would be first in line for a cabinet post or plum 

ambassadorship, leaving Amber behind to find someone else who believed being intimate 

involved more than stroking her hair while she delivered a blow job. 

Such thoughts tormented Amber as she watched the idiots across the room drink 

champagne and complement each other on their supposed brilliance. Why hadn’t she left 



Malcolm when she had the chance, before this asinine exercise in egocentricity of his that had 

thrust her under a public microscope? Why had she tacitly accepted the parade of bimbos passed 

off as secretaries, the fawning aides in their low-cut dresses, the simian lust in his eyes every 

time a pretty woman walked by? I’m fucked, she thought, totally fucked. She opened her purse. 

Three neatly rolled joints beckoned from within. She took one in hand and stuck it between her 

lips. Next came the lighter, a gold-plated monstrosity given to her two years ago by Malcolm for 

her fortieth birthday. “All my love,” read the inscription. “All your love wouldn’t fill a teacup,” 

she said softly. She flicked the lighter and brought the flame toward her face. “No, I’m fucked. 

And if I’m fucked, then who gives a fucking fuck?” 

Twenty minutes later, Senator and President-elect Malcolm Price threw back his head 

and savored the shuddering orgasm that coursed through his body. The blonde woman – Andrea? 

No, Piper – attempted to pull her head back; a gentle but firm nudge of his hand kept her 

between his thighs. At length, he relaxed the pressure and opened his eyes. Piper turned her head 

and spit into a washrag she held in one hand. Price frowned and said, “It’s better if you don’t do 

that. Other girls just swallow.” 

The girl stood. “Sorry. Next time I will.” 

Moments later, with Piper in the bathroom, Price zipped his pants and opened the door to 

three seventy-two. He nodded at the two Secret Service agents waiting in the hall. “Almost done, 

boys,” he said.  

Piper stepped topless out of the bathroom. “Will I see you later?” she asked expectantly. 

“Christ, put a shirt on,” said Price as the two agents ogled the young woman. “Maybe.” 

He stepped into the hall and closed the door. To the agents, he said, “Get a good look, fellas?” 



Downstairs, A New Year’s Eve atmosphere greeted Price as he strolled into the massive 

conference room. An enormous banner proclaiming, “Above All, America!” dominated one wall, 

in front of which a podium on an elevated platform awaited the evening’s star. Countless red, 

white, and blue balloons jostled against each other in a net suspended from the ceiling, ready to 

be dropped at the conclusion of Price’s speech. Lesser banners adorned the remaining wall space. 

Many bore an image of a smiling Price; others blared upbeat messages, such as “Victory!” or 

“The Price is Right!” or “America – For Americans!”  One skittish aide had advised against 

hanging these banners until the election’s outcome was known, fearing the embarrassment that 

would result in the event of a defeat. Price fired him on the spot. Losing was for men like 

Cardenas, not for Malcolm Price. 

Aides guided Price to a secluded spot behind a curtain near the podium. He peeked out to 

watch the throng of elated campaign workers and supporters hanging on the words of his newly 

elected vice president, a timid little man named Randall Hamilton, who yammered on about the 

honor of public service or some other such bullshit. Up to now, Hamilton’s entire political 

resumé consisted of a stint as mayor of Boise, Idaho and an unsuccessful campaign for a House 

seat. Price plucked him from obscurity after a five-minute telephone conversation in which he 

had asked, “Do you believe the ends justify the means?”  Every other aspirant had equivocated in 

responding; Hamilton had immediately replied, “Does a wetback piss in the Rio Grande?” 

Price’s own political career was hardly more substantial than Hamilton’s. After inheriting 

his father’s massive fortune thirty years ago, he had spent five years playing golf and chasing 

women, most of whom were quite happy to be caught by a young billionaire. Price Industries, 

the oil and construction empire assembled by the senior Price, chugged along nicely under the 

guiding hand of Alan Jefferson, his father’s long-time friend and confidant. But one day 



Jefferson had the audacity to shrug off several of Malcolm’s business suggestions. A shouting 

match ensued that culminated in Price punching the much older man. Jefferson quit 

Price Industries stock plummeted so much in value over the next quarter that many 

observers predicted corporate bankruptcy. Then along came the first Gulf War with its urgent 

need for contractors to build roads, erect tent cities, supply food for tens of thousands of soldiers, 

ship arms, and so on. Through a combination of shrewdness, bribes, bullying, and dumb luck, 

Malcolm Price maneuvered Price Industries to a prime spot at the public trough. Stock values 

soared and suddenly Malcolm Price was being hailed a genius. Price took the compliments in 

stride; in his opinion the reporters were merely stating the obvious. 

Not long thereafter Price was stunned to spot a Texas Monthly cover featuring a 

photograph of senior Texas Senator Troy Danforth with the caption “The Most Powerful Man in 

Texas.”  Price immediately called the article’s author and demanded to know how a mere 

politician could be seen as more powerful than a man as rich as himself. The author had 

explained, “Your money brings power to influence the financial world, of course. But Danforth 

can change the laws governing that world, negating any influence you might have. That’s 

power.” 

Infuriated at first, Price eventually realized the reporter was right; wealth’s power was 

incomplete. Finding the situation unacceptable, he bought a Senate seat, Danforth’s Senate seat. 

The press labeled his upset victory a fluke, made possible only by Danforth’s complacence and 

Price’s vast wealth. But Price knew he had discovered an unbeatable formula: pour a mountain 

of money into a cauldron of seething resentment and always, always tell people what they want 

to hear. And by “people,” Price meant white people like himself. 



The problem with a Senate seat, Price concluded after assuming office, was that there 

were ninety-nine other senators, each with connections and out-sized egos to match his own. 

Only the Senate majority leader wielded the kind of arbitrary power he craved, but to attain that 

position would require years of maneuvering. Even then, if his party happened to be in the 

minority, he’d be out of luck. 

So Malcolm Price drew the obvious conclusion: to wield true power – the kind that no 

one else’s political connections or seniority or wealth could trump – he needed the presidency. 

And now he had it. All he’d needed to do was point out what he saw as obvious: America was 

being overrun by foreign thugs. “Hell,” he thundered at one political rally, “go walk down any 

street in Houston or Dallas or, for that matter, New York City and what do you see? Drug 

dealers, rapists, and murderers, all from other countries and each one ready to blow your brains 

out for a few dollars to buy their next meth fix.” 

Price’s proposed solution to this threat was simple: round these societal predators up and 

send them packing or, better yet, stop them from entering the country in the first place. If they 

resisted, well, that’s why law officers carried guns. Whose fault would it be if an illegal alien – a 

criminal, after all – was shot by an officer merely attempting to uphold the law? “I think after a 

few such incidents they’d get the message!” Price told his supporters. “Guns make them run!” 

Price had been thrilled when Henry Cardenas won his party’s nomination for the 

presidency. “Cardenas!” he shouted at his rallies with an exaggerated roll of the “r.”  “With a 

name like that we should check his papers! I mean, some people tell me he wasn’t even born 

here, that he was born in Mexico. Is that true? I don’t know, you tell me.”  

“Send him back! Send him back! Send him back!” his fans chanted in response. 

 



Hamilton at last wound down his speech, concluding with the words, “Let’s build a better 

tomorrow for all Americans!” 

“That wasn’t in the copy they gave me,” Price said to a nearby aide. 

The startled aide said, “He must have ad-libbed it.” 

Price snorted. “I can do better than that shit.” 

Moments later, as President-elect Malcolm Price strode to the podium, arms raised 

triumphantly, fists pumping the air, the room exploded in a cacophony of cheering and applause. 

Price soaked it up like a thirsty horse at the trough. Then, as the din subsided, he launched into 

his speech. Not the speech on the teleprompter, but the speech he’d carried around in his head for 

months, the speech that timid aides had tried to suppress, the speech that would let everyone 

know a new sheriff was in town. 

“They’re coming,” he began, pausing a moment to let them wonder who was coming. 

“They’re coming all right. Thieves, rapists, and murderers. Is that what you want?” 

“No!” the crowd shouted as one. 

“Neither do I. So I’ll stop them!” 

The vast arena exploded again. Price waved for silence. 

“The traitors, I mean liberals…” 

Waves of laughter washed over him. 

“They'll tell you we should be nice to these thugs. They want to feed them, clothe them, 

put them up in nice hotels with clean sheets and fluffy pillows.” 

Loud boos echoed from the rafters. 

“Frankly, it's a disgrace! But don't worry, I'm the one guy who can fix this.” 

Loud cheering again. 



“And instead of a warm bed with chocolates on the pillow I plan to give these hoodlums 

what they deserve...the business end of my Smith and Wesson!” 

Louder cheering. 

“For I will do whatever it takes to keep you safe...to keep America safe! God bless you 

and… “ 

The crowd joined him in a familiar chant. 

“Above all – America!” 

 


