
 



This is intended as a Political Parody of 
the Murphy Administration and 

Democrat Policies in General.  It is 
meant to shine a light on the 

ridiculousness of the Democrats in their 
decades long control of New Jersey’s 

government, especially those who hold 
power.  I know many good hearted and 
good natured Democrats.  This isn’t for 
you, it’s a mocking of those who have 

abused your vote.  Enjoy….. 



Chapter 1  
 
Governor Phil Murphy sits in his office, a thickly glazed Krispy Kreme in one hand and his phone 
in the other. He’s on the line with his friend, a man who is only known by Steve to those in the 
business. No one knows his real name, not even Steve himself.  
 "I have a problem, Steve," Phil says. "This Republican is really pushing Mikie to the 
brink." He pauses.   
 "Why do you care? You're out in a few months anyway," Steve replies. 
 "The thing is, he’ll reverse all the stuff I put in place over the years, just like what the 
orange tornado has done at the Federal level," Phil says, exasperation evident in his voice.  "If 
that happens, and everything goes back to normal and good…" He pauses, as if trying to say 
something difficult.  "…Then that Jack guy will prove that I was an idiot all along, like what that 
orange guy did to Biden." His voice tenses, "I need to protect my legacy."  
 "Well, too bad," Steve says. "There's nothing I can do for you this time, especially after 
what happened last election." Phil hears Steve looking around. "The donors want to know what 
happened, why Harris lost so badly. They thought the votes would just magically appear like 
they did in 2020." Phil hears a shrug over the line. "It's not like we could have gotten away with it 
again in a second presidential election. No one really thought she was going to win anyway." 
 "I understand, but come on," Phil says. "Back then, we all knew that Biden didn't have a 
chance of winning against the orange tornado either. He couldn't even string a few sentences 
together, yet he thought he could run." He shakes his head as if in disbelief. "You know, I could 
have been picked by the delegates if I had just gotten the go-ahead from…the go-ahead 
from…" He pauses again and looks around before whispering, "The group."  
 "Listen," Steve says. "That's not my call. I'm just the guy they call to help their pick win." 
Steve's voice is firm. "And we had a shit chance of winning. These are unprecedented times."  
Steve continues, "2020 was a fluke. Fauci was our godsend. He and that COVID-19 thing put us 
in a place so much better than we could have ever hoped for." He pauses. "Honestly, during 
Trump’s term, our economy was the best it had been in decades. His foreign policy was 
unmatched, and he brought freaking peace to the Middle East. To the Middle East! No one has 
done that since the Romans. He's such a powerhouse. Even the impeachment, multiple court 
cases, felony convictions, and hundreds of millions of dollars drained from his bank account 
didn’t slow him down. He just kept coming and coming. It's honestly just embarrassing for all of 
us." Steve's voice goes very quiet, before he speaks again in an even quieter tone. "Even 
though calling him a fascist surpassed our wildest dreams and someone tried to kill him twice, 
he still survived." Steve's voice becomes incredulous, "Makes me want to give up on my 
profession. We had a plan, but we fell flat on our faces. Harris just got her ass handed to her. 
What a terrible candidate." 
 "Well, now I need that plan here in New Jersey," Phil says without any hesitation or 
thought. "How am I supposed to take on this Jack guy? Since that whole seniors debacle, he 
managed to get so many people clamoring for my head." His voice turns pathetic, "I just 
followed that Cuomo fella from New York…he's out now though." His voice becomes frantic. "It's 
like he just vanished off the face of the planet after all his shenanigans with the ladies. He's the 



one who said that I should have kept all those seniors locked in. Who would have thought that 
they'd actually die from the disease?" Steve hears Phil shaking his head. "It wasn't my fault. I 
was just doing what everyone else was doing. Though now I hear he's going to try and be 
mayor of New York City." 
 "Yeah, the commie's gonna make it," Steve says. "Those New Yorker guys there know 
their stuff. They'll get him elected without breaking a sweat."   
 On the other end of the line, Steve hears Phil’s pleas for help and goes quiet before 
letting out a sigh.  
 "Fine," Steve says after a moment. "I'll see what I can do after the election. I promise." 
Steve hesitates, "I think we can start late 2025."   
 "I know you helped my boys out so much," Phil says, "but make sure no one follows and 
finds your tracks."  
 "Yeah," Steve says with a chuckle. "But there's still gonna be a hunt for me and my 
guys. With theft on the grand scale, it's gonna be the biggest upset in fifty years. And this time, 
we're not gonna have a third candidate like Perot to help shield us."   
 "I don't want to know," Phill says. "I just want to make sure you're gonna be there when I 
need you." With regret in his voice, he says, "I could have won that Presidential election if I had 
just been selected."  
 "I'll be there for you, Phil," Steve says. "Just keep your cool and be ready." He pauses 
before continuing, "And make sure you hit up your bank butt buddies to give her a massive war 
chest." Steve’s voice becomes insistent. "This one is gonna cost a ton."  
 "No problem," Phil says. "I'll make sure there's grease for the wheels."  
 The phone goes dead. This has always been Steve's style. Even after knowing him for 
so many years and knowing the power he had over elections, he still always remained the 
same. 
 Phil lets out a loud sigh and leans back, kicking out his feet. He dreams of what could 
have been his. The day he would have won the Presidential Election. If only the "group" had 
selected him. He imagines the crowds as they cheered his name at the inauguration. The 
pissed off Republicans in the distance with their ineffectual hate protests. He'd fix them. He'd 
push the radical agendas of the left onto the whole nation, not just New Jersey.   
 A smile crosses his face as he thinks about how the cost of energy will rise once 
windmills and solar panel setups are mandatory. He thinks of all the independent farmers who 
will have their great farmlands taken away from them, losing their ability to be independent and 
being forced into sprawling cities and suburbia.  
 Phil honestly didn't believe in this “progressive” agenda. He couldn’t have cared less 
about the environment or the hope for the future. He was isolated from whatever rules he would 
enforce on the people anyway. Just as he had done during COVID. He had gone out to 
protests, but those who had tried to protest against him were locked up, just like how the gym 
guys in Belmar were forced to close. Meanwhile, the BLM protest, where he had walked cheek 
to jowl, wasn’t a problem at all.   
 Thinking about this suddenly reminds him of the poor old grannies who had died. He 
quickly dismisses them as nonsense. He wouldn't let that impact him. The complicit New Jersey 



media, the Star Register, Passaic Record, and even NJnewsday.com will eventually fall into line 
to protect him. He had their numbers and knew their cost. They would do anything to protect the 
agenda he claimed to support.   
 At the end of the day, he was a realist, and in a way, he would support them. With the 
billions of dollars of public money paid over decades to build those windmill farms and solar 
panel fields pouring into the banking industry, his banking buddies would get a killing.   
 "Yeah, it’ll be great," he says, imagining himself walking into the Oval Office for the first 
time as the next President instead of that addled brain Biden. Phil knew he would have made a 
far better choice for the ticket. He'd actually be able to go out and go around the country without 
falling asleep the moment he stepped off the plane. He basks in his imaginary victory.  
 Unfortunately, this moment of triumph is interrupted by a tickle on his nose. 
 Phil opens his eyes and sees a fly mockingly rubbing its front feet together at the tip of 
his nose. But before Phil can react, it flies away before flying around again. 
 "Bastard!" Phil yells, angry that the fly has interrupted his wonderful daydream. 
Suddenly, he remembers a report he had heard about flies landing on poop and then spreading 
the poop to whatever they land on.   
 "AHHH! I have poop on my nose!" Phil screams, urgently trying to rub the poop off. 
"AHHH! Now it’s on my hands!" He quickly rubs his hands on his pants.  
 He sits up and watches as the fly buzzes around. Phil tries to lash out with his hands, 
but is too slow. The fly continuously taunts him as it flies between his hands and lands on his 
head. "Bastard, stop giving me poop!" Causing him to dance around in circles, the fly then lands 
on the back of his hand. Phil smacks the spot where the fly had been, but it’s long gone by then, 
and the only thing he gets is a sore hand.   
 Then he sees it. The fly heads straight for his cup of coffee. It lands on the handle and 
then pops up to the ridge, walking mockingly along the edge.   
 "NO!" Phil yells, diving towards the cup. The fly takes off before Phil can get to it, 
swinging around and going away from the desk while Phil makes useless attempts to kill it.  
 However, the fly isn’t done yet.   
 Flying back towards the desk, it targets the donut sitting right next to his cup of coffee. 
The chocolate-glazed donut was made especially for him by the cook.   
 By the time Phil sees it, it’s too late. 
 "STOP!" Phil screams as the fly lands on his donut. By the time Phil gets there, it's 
walked all the way across the donut twice. "You’ve ruined my breakfast!"  
 Security comes rushing into the office, staring inquisitively at Phil as he swirls around 
with his arms in the air.     
   Finally breaking the silence, the head of security speaks, "Sir. What is it? What's going 
on?" 
 Breaking out of his trance, Phil turns around and sees the troopers spread around the 
room, their pistols drawn as if a threat is nearby. 
 He pauses for a moment and stares back at them. 
 "We don't need those guns. It’s a fly," Phil says, his voice filled with exasperation.  
"You’re always going off half cocked," Phil says, shaking his head. He pulls his jacket tightly 



back down and runs his hand through his thin hair. "It's just like all of you cops, completely out 
of control," he says as he straightens his back and heads back towards his chair. "It was just a 
fly."  
 The security detail back out of the room without commenting. They don’t get to decide 
who they protect. All they need to do is protect the governor, no matter how detestable he or 
she happens to be.   
 But a fly? While they all keep their mouths shut, no one can control their thoughts. Phil 
certainly couldn’t, and they didn’t care. Everyone knows they prefer to be called troopers, but he 
still considered them to be cops.  
 The trio return to their stations as the door thuds shut.  
 "Dumb cops," Phil says as he reaches his desk.  
 Suddenly, he stops dead in his tracks.   
 There, on top of the donut, is the fly, crisscrossing over the chocolatey mountains of 
sugary goodness.   
 "Son of a bitch!" he yells. As he watches the fly’s tiny feet scampering along the top of 
his prized donut, places that the fly had been flash through his mind. He is as certain that the fly 
had scampered across poop that someone’s dog or one of the homeless people in the gutters 
had squatted over, as he is that he will get Sherrill at least forty percent of the votes. Those little 
flies are likely all over those Trenton homeless.  
 The fly takes off and swings around the room. Murphy tries to swat at it. He swings again 
and again, but he misses the fly each time. With the fly buzzing in his ears, he becomes even 
more infuriated. As he swings around and around, the buzzing gets worse.   
 Finally, he has enough.   
 He hits his phone and yells into the speaker. 
 "Get me the Lieutenant Governor!" he demands. A moment later, a voice comes over 
the speaker. 
 "Mr. Governor?" a woman's voice questions.  
 "Tahesha, it's Governor Phil Murphy here," he says, before she says anything else. "I 
have a problem here, and I need you to convene a full cabinet-level meeting. We’ll also need 
some of our outside Democrat friends."  
 "Yes, Mr. Governor," Tahesha Way, Lieutenant Governor, says over the speaker. "And 
who would our outside Democrat friends be?" 
 "We're going to need Congressional support," he says without acknowledging her. "For 
this program, I think we need all of our Congress people." He pauses to think. "Except 
Spartacus," Murphy says. “He talks too much. And Andy," he says as he swings uselessly at the 
air. "We can't let Andy in here at all. I won't let him take any credit for what's going to happen." 
The fly buzzes past his ear and defiantly sits at the dead center of his donut. "You son of a 
bitch!" Phil yells as he smashes his hand down onto the donut, squishing it and sending the 
cream from the inside everywhere. "Ha HA! I’ve finally got you!" He lifts his hand and sees the 
gooey mess all over his blotter and around his desk.   
 "Shit!" he exclaims angrily as he realizes he has missed the fly. "I'm going to get you—
you beady-eyed prick!" 



 "Sir?" Tahesha asks tentatively over the phone. "Are you talking to me?" 
 "No," Phil says, realizing that he has said something that he shouldn't have. “Please 
forgive me. It's part of the reason why I want to meet with our team," he says. "Can you set that 
up for this afternoon?" He thinks about it. "Maybe just after lunch." He looks at the clock. "It's ten 
now, how about twelve thirty?"  
 "Sure. I'll reach out and have my team put together a Zoom call," Tahesha replies.  
 "No!" Phil says. "I need everyone down here at the Statehouse. Tell them this is 
necessary and..." he pauses. "I don't care what you tell them. This problem just has to be dealt 
with now. This is Governor Phil Murphy, out!" He hangs up his phone with his one clean pinky 
and grabs the nearby napkin, trying to clean his hands.  
 As he stands there, the fly buzzes around him again and lands on his hand.  
 "OW!" he shouts. "That bastard just bit me!" He grabs his book and swings around even 
more wildly. He uses the book to whack wherever the fly lands. Papers are scattered 
everywhere, the lights are smashed, and his desk soon becomes a disruptive mess.  
 He picks up his phone as he continues swinging the book with his free arm. "Get me our 
liaison with the military!" Murphy shouts into the phone.  
 He puts the phone on speaker and begins to run around the room.   
 "How dare you keep me from doing my job! The people need me!" Murphy jumps as the 
fly bites him on his ass. "OWWW!" He rubs his ass at the pain and swings around trying to 
chase the fly.   
 "Governor Murphy," the speaker says. "I have Major Joseph Arnot."  
 "Arnot," Murphy says, looking around the room with a predatory look on his face. "I'm 
going to need you to help me answer a question," Murphy says, his voice on the verge of anger.  
"Can you get anything experimental that the military would let us use to track and kill something 
the size of a fly?"  
 There is a long pause on the other side of the phone. Arnot takes a breath. It’s hard to 
have respect for civilian leadership when it’s held by people like Murphy. He had already 
pegged Murphy to be the kind of character you couldn't trust. He doesn’t care about his politics. 
Although they are from the same party, he sees Murphy as someone who uses people up and 
spits them out for his own ends.  
 "Ah," Arnot finally said.  
 "Yes or no, Arnot?" Murphy shouts as he swings again at the fly. "I have an emergent 
problem, and I think that you and your people can help solve a growing state crisis if you can 
give me guidance."  
 "I think the Navy are working on a laser prototype, Mr. Governor," Arnot says finally. "If 
you are officially requesting assistance, I can reach out to the Navy R&D and see if they have 
something they can bring over to test."   
 Swing! 
 "Almost Fucker," Murphy mumbles, then turns to the phone. "Excellent, Arnot, I'll reach 
out to your commander to boost your Performance and Potential Evaluation."  
 "Thank you, sir," Arnot says. "Just so we're clear, I'm not sure this will happen." 



 "It's the thought that counts," Murphy says and then hangs up the phone. "Or I'll tell your 
commander that you’re another military dud."  
 The fly cruises right in front of Murphy, teasing him, taunting him. Murphy swings at the 
air again. Finally, the fly lands on his nose.   
 "Mother-" The fly bites his nose. "OWWWW!" He shouts as the fly flies away.  
 "I'm going to fry you—you son of a bitch!" Phil yells angrily as he swats at the fly buzzing 
around his head. As he races around the room in circles, trying to kill the elusive fly, he trips 
over tables and furniture. With his furniture continuing to get away, the fly takes off just as he 
thinks he is about to get it.  
  
  
  



 Chapter 2 
  
 "I'm Eric Stiltz with News Thirteen, reporting on an impromptu meeting just called by 
Governor Phil Murphy regarding an unspecified emergency. There’s a lockdown on information; 
no one knows what the reason is."  Eric's voice is stern and authoritative. "According to some 
rumors, the stakes of this meeting are as high as those during COVID. For those of you who 
don’t remember, several years ago, Governor Murphy locked down the state and kept our 
parents and grandparents "safe" from the disease by locking them in with it and not letting 
anyone see them." 
 The screen splits, revealing his colleague Steve back at the station’s studio. Steve wears 
a conservative navy suit with a tie and a collared shirt. “What’s going on over there, Eric?” 
There’s a slight delay before Eric replies. “Steve, we're waiting for additional reports, but we 
have the elite of the elite here in New Jersey today. Behind this closed-door meeting, we expect 
to see Former President Barack Obama, his famous Secretary of State, Hillary Clinton, and Dr. 
Fauci.  Some rumors are suggesting that the addition of Dr. Fauci is an indication of some 
unknown medical epidemic in New Jersey." 
 "Thanks, Eric," Steve says over the link. "I’ve just gotten reports that the Democrat 
candidate for New York City Mayor, Zohran Mamdani, is also expected to attend this meeting. " 
 "Yes, Steve," Eric replies. "I’ve also heard reports of Mamdani, but it’s not confirmed yet.  
As you know, Mamdani has received Democrat Candidate for New Jersey Governor Mikie 
Sherrill’s endorsement."  
 "This is an exciting time for all of us here at the station. It seems that there is something 
big going on down there at the Statehouse, and we’re looking forward to hearing back from you 
with any updates soon,” Steve says as the screen returns to show him only. "In other news, we 
have reports of Former President Joe Biden's irreplaceable influence on the upcoming peace 
deal that President Trump is struggling to make happen. And," Steve pauses and displays a 
captivating smile, "Later we'll be talking to an NPR reporter about this week’s balloon toss in 
Tom's River...." 

**** 
 "I'm so glad that all of you are here," Governor Murphy says. "For all of us to be here 
together is a moment of solidarity." Powerful Democrats from across New Jersey and the 
country sit around a circular table. In the seats behind them are Murphy's close contacts and 
cabinet members. Some are taping away on their phones, while others preen themselves in 
hopes of getting a word with the big national names.   
 "Get on with it, Governor," Senate President Scutari says. "I have a fundraiser tonight 
with the teachers' union."  
 "And Michelle is expecting me back at the Hampton House," Former President Obama 
says. "We're supposed to talk about our relationship." He pauses. "On second thought, take 
your time."  
 "Where's Norcross?" Assembly Speaker, Coughlin asks. "How'd he manage to skate 
from this meeting?"  



 "Good luck," Congressman Gottheimer says. "Maybe he's running someone's electric?"  
Gottheimer jokes. There’s no lost love between these state power player opposites. They’re like 
oil and water.  
 "Hey," Mikie says, conscious of everyone's eyes on her. "He's a loyal supporter of the 
party. You shouldn't say something like that."   
 "You’ve already won the primary, Mikie," Gottheimer says sarcastically. "You don't have 
to act like you care about the rest of us."  
 She looks at him smugly.  
 "Why would you say something so cruel?" she asks. 
 "You mean so true," Coughlin says. "Right?"  
 "Now now," Murphy says. "Let's not quibble. We're all friends here." He shows the toothy 
smile he is so well known for, his face looking like Neuman from Mad Magazine. "We have a 
very important issue to discuss, and besides, Mikie will be our next governor. I've heard from 
some friends that things are already in the works for her to get a landslide."  
 "A landslide like Trump's?"  
 At the mention of Trump, a cacophony erupts from the assembled Democrats. 
 "Don't use his name!" Senator Gopal says anxiously. "He's an incarnation of evil." 
 "Is it the potential Ebola disease that is being worked on at the Wuhan Institute?" Fauci 
asks and then suddenly pauses, holding up his hands. "To be very clear, I know nothing about 
any potential gain-of-function tests happening at Wuhan. Any connection is completely 
coincidental."  
 "Sure," Murphy says sarcastically. "But this is a much bigger health threat." Murphy 
holds up his hand and acts like he’s pushing on a brake pedal to slow Fauci down. "It's 
something so disgusting I’m gagging just thinking about it, and I haven’t even told you yet." 
 Murphy fakes hacking a couple of times before getting himself under control.  
 "It's about flies," Murphy finally says. "The Statehouse has been inundated with those 
little beasties. They take a ride in when someone opens the door and then walk their nasty poop 
covered feet all over cups, food, and water, contaminating everything around us." He pauses 
and looks around. "They're a health hazard." His face is serious.   
 "Really?" Obama asks. "How?" 
 "Obviously, Mr. President," Sherrill says, "because our great Governor says they are." 
Sherrill looks around at the others. "Right?" 
 "I'm still struggling to understand as to why I was requested to come here," Clinton says. 
 "Where is this all coming from anyway?" the Commissioner of Education asks from the 
back tier. 
 "Public health?" Fauci replies before anyone else can. "I can see the problem. All that 
poop can definitely cause a health hazard." He shrugs his shoulders. "It's a wonder we haven't 
had multiple pandemics already because of these insects."   
 "It came to me this morning, actually," Murphy says after staring at Fauci for a while. 
"And now that I think about it, I concur with our good doctor." Pushing back his chair, he begins 
to move around the room, hands behind his back. "I was about to sit down and enjoy my cream-
filled donut when it happened," Murphy says, seemingly lost in thought. 



 "What happened?" the Attorney General asks. 
 "It happened," Murphy says, pausing to look at the man sitting near the front of the circle 
of cabinet members. He is one of the more powerful members, but one who will be held in line.   

"The damn thing attacked me, with its beady eyes, annoying buzzing, and poop covered 
footpads." He uses his hand to imitate the fly as it swoops down from above. "It came down and 
landed right in front of me on my fresh donut."  
 "Wait," Obama says. "We're here because a fly landed on your donut?"  
 "And the rim of my coffee," Murphy says, leaning forward towards the former President.  
 "Oh," replies the Assembly Majority leader. "Now that's bad." His voice is sincere. "I now 
understand why you’re so upset." Several others around the table nod their heads.   
 The others look around at each other, trying to gauge the sentiment in the room. Some 
try their best to look neutral. A palpable fear hangs around the room, with the self-aware 
individuals within the Democrat leadership group aware of the precipice before them. If 
someone didn’t stop, the entire group would jump, and eventually fear won. Even those who 
think the Governor is acting less than sane nod their head, afraid of going against the popular 
belief in the room. 
 Mikie Sherrill sits at the center of the table. Now is her time to shine. She has sacrificed 
so much to get here and is now the top ticket for Governor of New Jersey. She sees her whole 
future in front of her. If she wins this time, she’ll be a shoo-in for the next election in four years. 
Then she would be on the national stage as a candidate for President. By then, the Republicans 
would have burned out their ability to win, and she would be the first female president, a shining 
example for all young women out there. She'd jet around the world, meet leaders, and have 
special dinners in Paris. The most powerful people around the country and world would all fete 
and flatter her.   
 All it would take is an advancement of the Democratic leadership’s ideas. Get the whole 
party behind her, and she'd win in a landslide. She looks around the room, seeing those who 
questioned things and seemed uncertain.   
 She knows that this is her opportunity and that she has to jump at it and make her voice 
heard. Unable to help it, her face breaks into a smile. 
 However, she quickly tries to keep it under control. She needs to be somber and put on 
the fake mask that she’s so familiar with. 
 "What can we do about it?" Mikie Sherrill asks, breaking the silence. “This is terrible."   
 Sherrill's statement is greeted with additional nods. Looking around the room for 
validation, she sees Murphy's face and lights up with it. She admires the man and his ability to 
handle the press and the public. He had manipulated everything, created a legacy that was filled 
with Democrat victories, and now he was working to get her elected.   
 So what if he had increased the budget by $20 billion, encouraged criminal illegals into 
the state, defied federal law, and increased energy costs and the cost of living in New Jersey by 
twenty percent? They held power. That was all that mattered. 
 "Yes," Clinton adds. "What can we do?" She sees in Sherrill the same opportunist she 
once was. She had wanted that power too, and now, she would get the opportunity again. 



 "I have a plan," Murphy says. "We all know I’m not just someone who presents 
problems. I also have a plan."  
 Those in the crowd who know Murphy personally know he is a self-serving narcissist 
who loves to talk about himself. After all, how do you gain power if you aren’t part narcissist? 
They also know that Murphy's search for power isn’t over and that he has dreams of 
Presidency.   
 "My plan involves three parts." He looks over at the Commissioner of Education. "First, I 
need you to craft a curriculum that talks about the evils of flies and how they spread disease."  
He points towards Dr. Fauci. "I'm sure our resident doctor here will be glad to help you with the 
proper language." Fauci nods his head in agreement. "This curriculum will be implemented 
across New Jersey schools and become the model for teaching students why and how to kill a 
fly."   
 "Do you think it will work?" a member of the group asks. "Just tell kids they should kill 
flies?" 
 "It worked when we told them that boys were girls and girls were boys," Murphy says.  
"We even convinced them to cut off their private parts if they wanted to." He shrugs his 
shoulders. "Do you think it’ll be that hard to convince them to kill flies? And we're not just going 
to kill them, we’re going to make it fun." Murphy rubs his hands together, imagining doing it 
himself. "Imagine them capturing the fly, pinning it down to cardboard, and then slowly torturing 
and dissecting it.” His eyes go wide. "Imagine the fun they would have." 
 "Isn't that a form of mental illness?" another member asks. "Creating the next serial 
killer?" 
 "Why does it matter?" Sherrill says, speaking up. "We're going to create another wedge 
issue that the Republicans will oppose." She points towards Dr. Fauci. "We have the doctors 
behind us, and the media will back us up. They'll tell everyone it's not mental illness and that it's 
just a healthy way for children to take out their issues on a bug." She flaps her hand 
dismissively. "After all, who cares about flies anyway?"   
 The crowd nods at this logic. 
 "Will this distract everyone from the higher cost of living, food, and electricity?" an 
Assemblyman asks.  
 "That is partly why we’re doing this." Murphy doesn’t care how he gets them on board.  
He can always discredit whatever they think later on. "I mean, it’s pretty much guaranteed that 
most of those who are registered Democrats will go out and loyally vote for Mikie and the rest of 
you up for election," Murphy explains. "It's really a question of how much we can fool and 
distract them."  
 "Isn't there a concern over the price of electricity?" a Senator asks, who isn’t really 
concerned but just hopes to take on a leadership role in the upcoming Senate. "You know, the 
whole thing with the windmills and shore? That's one major black eye we have."  
 "There’s a fifty-fifty split in the polls. We've managed to convince half of the population 
that it's Trump's fault, but the other half still thinks it's your fault," replies one of the pollsters 
sitting off to the side and looking at a list of papers.  



 "How did you convince them it was Trump?" asks one of the Commissioners. "We all 
know it was you who closed the coal power plants when you got elected in 2017, cutting out all 
natural gas supply despite it being right over the state line in Pennsylvania. You got us to use 
those windmills when you hadn’t even made any to replace the closed-down power plants. 
What’s the increase in costs now, twenty percent?" The Commissioner looks around. "All over 
the country, our Democrat Party has prevented strategically necessary pipelines from getting 
built, causing the price of fuels to rise." She shakes her head in disbelief. "I mean, the cost of 
the windmills off the coast itself was going to bankrupt the state." Her face looks aghast. "How'd 
you make them think it was Trump who caused it all?"   
 "Simple," Murphy says with an air of superiority. "The media. They love us. All we need 
to do is just drop a small lie here and there." He shrugs. "Just tell them the Trump 
Administration has implemented a new law or something." He pauses for effect. "It doesn't 
matter if it's true or not. They report it non-stop and then," he pauses, indicating to Fauci, "It 
spreads like one of Dr. Fauci's viruses, infecting one news station after another until they're all 
parroting the same fake story. By that time, it’s all over the place and Trump and his truth tellers 
can't fight back." He looks over at the pollster who had first spoken. "Sure, they’ll be able to 
regain some ground, but by and large, there's just not enough money in the world to combat the 
media’s daily billion-dollar impact, which positively represents the Democrats and negatively 
represents the Republicans. It's impossible to overcome us completely." The smugness on 
Murphy's face is confirmation that he thinks of himself as a genius. "And soon enough,” he 
gestures over to Sherrill, "We're going to have a new governor no matter what truths 
Jack4NJ.com tries to spread."  
 "The latest lie is to do with Trump's Tariffs and how it’s those tariffs of his that are 
causing the cost of energy to go up," Murphy explains. "Forget about the fact that America is 
energy independent and that we can produce all the fossil fuels here to feed our power plants." 
He waves his hand dismissively. "It's not like those low-information voters even care to look that 
shit up. They just believe anything media corporations tell them."  
 "It's just shocking," one of the other Democrats says. 
 "Not if you've read anything by Orwell," Obama says. "Then you'd know just how easy it 
is to lead gullible people to believe what you want." 
 "Ain't that the truth?" Hillary says in her southern twang, causing the group to laugh 
slightly, as many were unsure if it was better to laugh or just stay silent.  
 "The second thing we need to do is start a national movement." He looks over at Clinton, 
Obama, and the other national figures. "We're going to need you to come out big on this. We 
could create a national framework that actually works." He nods his head, agreeing with himself.   
 "And the third thing?" Obama asks.  
 "Yes," Murphy says. "The third thing is simple. The funding that was going to the 
windmills on the coast is going to be changed." The crowd gasps. Altering the green windmill 
deals on the coast? This is Murphy's sacred cow. He had fought tooth and nail for this, refusing 
to give it up. Why was he giving it up now? Murphy knows they’re shocked. He loves dropping 
the bomb on things and surprising everyone. Sure, it looks like it’s going to hurt him, but what 
he's about to say is going to catapult him into the White House with the support of the different 



interest and identity groups. Once they hear about how he’s going to fix climate change, they’re 
all going to climb aboard the Murphy train. He knows that one of the weaknesses of the 
windmills off the coast is their loud noises, which affect whales and other animals. Now, what 
he's going to do is keep the windmills, but put them in safer waters.  
 "Don't be surprised. We're not giving it up." He shows his famous toothy smile. "We're 
going to move the windmills to the Delaware River." He points to the river, “Right there. We're 
going to put them there and around Trenton. Then, we’re going to use that power to supply a 
laser that we're going to be testing for the US Government."   
 "President Trump is aware of this?" Clinton asks, shocked. 
 "No," Murphy brushes her away. "I talked to one of the contractors my bank owns a 
substantial stake in." He holds his fingers to mimic quotation marks as he talks, "They became 
convinced that they were willing to loan us a high-powered laser."   
 "I'm not a scientist," one of the cabinet members says. "But it's going to take years to 
build those windmills and even then, they won’t be enough to power a heavy laser." The woman 
looks around the room. She’s very skeptical about all of this, but she’s afraid of disappointing 
everyone and speaking out against it. It’s just her mouth started speaking before her brain could 
stop it. "I think. I could be wrong, though," she quickly adds, trying to cover for herself. 
 "No," Murphy says with a smile. "Very astute of you to mention it, though." Murphy marks 
her as a target for the near future. He can’t allow anyone who thinks to be near him, as they 
may become a liability. "I've pushed the shutdown date for our Nuclear power plant back. It'll 
stay open for another six months. The laser will be delivered this week, and I expect it to be 
functioning at full power soon."  
 "Why are you bringing a laser to Trenton?" one of the Democrat Assemblymen asks.   
 "'Cause we're going to war," Murphy says. "Against flies. Starting with the one that I've 
trapped in my office."  
 The crowd looks at each other. Then someone begins to clap, and soon, the rest of the 
crowd joins in. They all know better than to stand against Murphy and his financial backers in 
the banking industry. Everyone knows Murphy has power because of his banking background 
and how he uses them to go against individuals who stand in his way. Although he appears nice 
on the surface, everyone knows he’s a vicious monster underneath.  
 "Once we all leave, I’ll present our plan to the news, and they’ll back us without trouble." 
He looks around the room. "We're all in agreement that this is the way forward and that we're 
going to show a united front from now on?" 
 The crowd nods collectively.   
 Secretly, Obama thinks differently. He looks over at Clinton, thinking that if Murphy really 
wanted to kill that fly, he could have just said that it had evidence against the Clinton family, 
something about lesbians and gay lovers within the family. That would have been more than 
enough to make the fly disappear for good.   
 Obama nods his head. Some things just can’t be avoided, and although he can’t see it 
ending well, he could use it to gain some extra prestige and power. 
  



Chapter 3 
  
 "This press conference was wonderful," Murphy says to the remaining group of people.  
"I think we’ll need to move forward with this laser operation soon." He turns to one of the 
Assemblymen. "Make sure you keep the Republicans busy over the next week, so they don't try 
to shut us down."   
 "That shouldn't be a problem. We'll just talk about taking their Second Amendment rights 
away." He shrugs. "Maybe we can convince the AG to file charges against his ICE agents and 
go after their families and livelihoods." 
 "That's an excellent idea. You’re so smart," Sherrill says. "That will send the Republicans 
into attack mode. Maybe we can get a photo together before you head out."  
 "We should get one of all of us," says one of the State Senators. Others in the group 
agree.   
 "This will be a whole new age for New Jersey Democrats," says someone in the crowd.   
 "Can we make it a selfie?" asks another voice. 
 "I have a selfie stick," says someone else, pulling out a large stick. "I can take the 
picture.  
 The crowd gathers around, and the stick is pulled out to the limit to get as many 
Democrats as possible. In the center are Murphy, Sherrill, Obama, Fauci, and Clinton. Around 
them, state senators and assemblymen and women push and shove each other, squeezing into 
small spaces to try to be seen in this historic meeting photo.  
 They put on beaming smiles, not really being aware of what’s going on. At the end of the 
day, they’re just the backdrop in a game much bigger than they are. 

**** 
 "News Thirteen Eric Stiltz here," Eric says, standing across from where the Democrats 
are standing, taking their selfie. "As you can see, there is a record number of legislators here 
today, along with former President Obama, former Secretary of State Clinton, Dr Fauci, and the 
Democrat nominee for Governor of New Jersey, Mikie Sherrill. They’re currently all getting a 
selfie to commemorate this historic emergency meeting.   
 "Has anyone spoken to Governor Murphy about what this emergency actually is?" asks 
the news anchor from the studio. "Or, as the Republicans are saying, is this an attempt to 
distract voters from the Sherrill Campaign’s latest scandal?"   
 "Ah," Eric says cautiously. "I'm not sure what you're talking about," Eric says again, 
putting his finger in his ear. "I'm getting some kind of static on this end. You broke up before."  
 "Ah, never mind," says Steve from the anchor, pulling back after realizing his mistake. "I 
think there was a glitch in the system. Maybe it's the matrix,” he says with a smile, trying to get 
away from the subject of the scandal. "So, is Governor Murphy planning to speak to the crowd?"  
 "We're expecting him to come over to the podium any minute now," Eric explains. "I think 
we’re seeing some movement now," Eric says as he stands on his tiptoes to try to see what’s 
going on. "Yes, the Governor is coming over with Mikie Sherrill and other members of the group 
who had been called to the Statehouse today. As you know, Mikie Sherrill, the Democratic 
nominee for Governor, has been leading in the polls." 



 "I was reading some reports about how the African American and Hispanic communities 
feel that she is completely out of touch with them. What have you heard from your end, Eric?" 
 "Those have all been confirmed to be false reports from her Republican opponent," Eric 
says flatly. "I've personally witnessed her engaging with several African Americans and 
Hispanics who both legally and illegally came here from Africa and Mexico." He quickly smiles. 
"As the guy in the White House would say, fake news." 
 "That's comforting to hear," Steve says over the link. "Here's Governor Murphy."  
 The screen switches to show Governor Murphy standing at the podium. 
 "Today is a historic moment in our state's history, and I hope it’s something that will have 
lasting impacts on our beautiful country." He pauses to look down at his notes. "We've reached 
an impasse with nature. We've already seen how an evil disease can be defeated when our 
government takes charge and brings our communities together. Now, we've taken historic steps 
to stop another scourge."  
 He holds up his hands in proclamation. 
 "Today, we’ll be passing a new bill that requires every school in the state to incorporate 
our 'How to Kill a Fly!' curriculum. Flies have been a pest to our society for generations. They 
land on cow droppings and other diseased places. Then, they fly and land on our food, 
contaminating it with germs and causing sickness." He looks around. "Make no mistake, this is a 
very important public health issue. It’s also why I’ve asked the esteemed and reputable Dr. 
Fauci here to help us with this issue."   
 He put his hands on the podium to add further emphasis.  
 "Republicans told us not to get rid of those methane-producing cows. They told us that 
we had no right to limit the producers of greenhouse gases and disease-creating faeces. So, 
we're going to do the responsible thing. We're going to go after the disease transmitters instead. 
Flies!" He pauses to emphasize his point. "If they want to keep their cows, we’ll let them, but 
we're going to take the flies away."  
 The crowd begin to clap at this. Murphy holds up his hand, and the crowd settles down. 
 "You all know I don’t expect others to do the hard work without getting my hands dirty 
first," Murphy explains. "That’s why we're going to start right here at the Statehouse." He waves 
his hand to gesture around him.   
 "I've instructed our best construction teams to begin building platforms for our laser, and 
since President Trump has denied us permission to put our windmills near the oceans, I've 
arranged with Governor Shapiro of Pennsylvania to put our windmills along the centerline of the 
Delaware River. We're going to build giant windmills to exclusively power our laser." 
 "Won't that take years?" a reporter from the BeatingTheMatrix.com news organization 
asks, already knowing the answer is yes. 
 "Very astute of you to say this," Murphy says, shooting the reporter an evil look. "That's 
why I've extended our nuclear power generation use to meet immediate demands." 
 "So the laser will be put together here," the reporter from BeatingTheMatrix.com says, 
gesturing around him. "And how long will that take?"  
 "A couple of weeks," Murphy says cautiously. 



 "And so, the windmills won't really be used to power this laser?" the reporter from 
BeatingTheMatrix.com asks. "It's just another boondoggle like the Jersey Shore Windmill 
project?" 
 "What kind of reporter are you?" Murphy asks. 
 "The honest kind," the reporter from BeatingTheMatrix.com retorts.   
 "I think you are misinformed about the correct data," Murphy says.  
 "Also," the reporter says, "The wind blowing down the Delaware isn't as strong or as 
consistent as the ocean shore's wind. Essentially, this is a worse outcome." 
 "I wouldn't ever order a reporter to be removed, but I can only imagine how appropriate it 
would be to have someone else rid me of this man’s blatant disinformation," Murphy says, 
almost precisely quoting Henry II about Thomas Becket.  
 "Henry II?" says one of the cameramen to his associate. "I didn’t expect Murphy to be 
knowledgeable enough to know that."  
 The BeatingTheMatrix.com reporter holds up his hand again. "Isn't this whole thing just 
an attempt to cover up for the Sherrill cheating scandal?"  
 By then though, Murphy had already moved on to someone else.  

 **** 
 "The windmills will be in place one day," Murphy says to Sherill. "You’ll be able to tout 
their greatness just before your second term starts. Meanwhile, I expect you to jump on the 
Murphy for President train when the time is right."   
 "Of course," Sherill exclaims. "I'm looking forward to supporting you." Although she says 
this, in actuality, she knows she’s going to do everything she can to undermine him. If he 
became president, she'd never become the follow-on choice. Not since they were from the 
same state.   
 She isn’t really worried about Murphy becoming president, though. He’s a fake, unable 
to have a real conversation about anything. It never crosses her mind that she is even faker 
than Murphy and that she will be anything but the next governor and eventual President herself. 
Her biggest fear is her internal polling, which shows that her opponent is ahead. He had taken 
the lead after information came out about her cheating scandal. Her advisors and she hope that 
this will be a distraction from the scandal that the Republicans keep harping on about.  
 "Do you really think this will work?" Sherrill asks. "I mean, a laser?" 
 "Yeah," Murphy says. "That's why we're heading out to the floating dock in the center of 
the Delaware. The laser was going to be tested by the Navy, but I convinced them to drag it to 
the floating dock so that we could use it as well."  
 They got out of the car, their security quickly swarming around them and sectioning off 
areas where they will walk as they go down to the dock. A few minutes later, they’re on a 
chartered luxury boat with a wine and cheese bar.   
 "Although it's a short ride out to the platform, there's no reason why we can't do it in 
luxury," Murphy says as he takes a seat with a hundred-dollar glass of wine and cheese whose 
name he can’t pronounce. "As those rednecks up in Sussex and Warren County say, it's five 
o'clock somewhere." He takes a sip of his wine. "This is worth every cent to the taxpayer." He 



looks over at Sherrill, who is also indulging in wine and cheese. "Tell me, Mikie, why did you get 
involved in politics?" 
 "To help others," Mikie responds automatically.  
 "This isn't a gotcha question now, Mikie. There are no reporters around, it's just you and 
me," says Murphy. "What's the real reason?"  
 She looks at him, then back at her drink.  
 "I think we all want to help others," she says. "I've seen so many people make bad life 
decisions that get them into trouble. I just think if there’s someone else who makes decisions for 
them, then they'd have better lives." She shrugs her shoulders. "I think a lot of people don't have 
the necessary experience to make good decisions, and when they don't, then there's loss." She 
leans forward, really getting into it now. "Just think, imagine if those people who make bad 
decisions made good ones, or," She pauses and nods her head slightly, "If they had their 
decisions made for them." 
 "Like being forced to use green technology instead of old twentieth-century technology," 
Murphy says. "I've felt that way for a long time. These people are so uneducated that they don't 
even understand just how much damage they're doing to the world." He winks. "Plus, it means 
we can hold more power to fix things." 
 "Unless we figure out a way to force them to comply," says Sherrill. 
 "I already tried," Murphy says. "During COVID, I had them all locked up. We were able to 
lower the number of seniors on social security and taxing our medical system." 
 "How'd you do—Oh!" Sherrill says. "I remember that, but you didn't make any friends by 
doing that."  
 "Who cares?" Murphy says. "Our media friends knew what we were doing and covered 
for it. Even if they won’t say it, they agree that Americans are dullards. This idea of 
independence and freedom is dangerous." Murphy shakes his head. "I know you agree with me. 
Individuals being able to make decisions for themselves just isn’t a good idea." 
 "It's one of the reasons why we've been so strident about pushing everyone toward 
electric cars, getting rid of their gas stoves, and phasing out meat," Sherrill says. "I know that's 
what we were trying to do when Biden's coterie was running things. It's just that horrible orange 
man, Trump. He did everything he could to undermine us." She holds up her hands. "And he 
wasn't even in office." 
 "The bottom line is that people cannot be trusted to do what’s right. That's why we do 
what we do, forcing the individualism out of them, co-opting their education so they focus more 
on "community" and less on their own ideas. This way, they’re all good little boys and girls."  
 "Even though they're grandmas and grandpas, they need to agree to do what’s best for 
society," Sherrill says. 
 "Yeah, like stop taking the resources that would better support our growing young 
population," Murphy says, and then pauses. "You know, demographics is destiny."  
 "I know," Sherrill says as the boat bumps against the dock of the platform. "Don't worry, 
Phil," Sherrill says confidently. "I will continue your legacy when I win in November. We're going 
to make sure we beat those Republicans, shove down more gun laws, allow more of the 



undocumented into our state, and fight back against the horrid Trump. ICK! I just hate saying his 
name. He's responsible for so many bad things." 
 "I know," Murphy says as they’re led off the boat and down towards the laser platform.  
"He's been the bane of my existence since I won back in 2017. I was so happy when he lost, 
and we plastered January 6th as an insurrection. It was like an albatross around his neck."   
 "Governor, Congresswoman Sherrill," a voice says from the platform. "If you don’t mind, 
stand here in the command center so you can watch the laser targeting system."   
 "Of course, the command center is where we should be," Murphy says with a smug 
smile. "What kind of laser are we using today?" 
 "Well," the man in the lab coat says. "We're using the same laser that the Navy uses to 
take down an incoming missile. It sends pulses-"   
 "I don't care about the science," Murphy interrupts. "What's the name of it so I can tell 
the press when I meet with them after?" 
 "Well, we nicknamed it the Gatling laser," the man says. 
 "What?" Sherrill said. "You can't call it that. That’s the same name old Westerners used 
to kill all those native Americans." Her face fills with disbelieving disgust. "We've got to have a 
less violent name than that." 
 "But you asked its name," the man says. Secretly, he wonders if they are aware that the 
laser is meant to kill as well. Getting hit by one of these pulses will put a lot of holes in you. "I 
don't think there's a way around the designation." 
 "No," Murphy says. "Mikie is right. You cannot give it that name. You must use another."  
 The scientist looks between the two, unsure of what to say. There was no fighting with 
the stupid, and now stupidity was coming to him in spades.     
 "I'm not sure if I can do that," the scientist replies. "It's a military weapon and nicknames 
just happen." Suddenly, a bright idea comes to him. "However, I can give you an unofficial 
designation that will sound scientific and knowledgeable," says the scientist. "If that’s to your 
liking."   
 "That’ll be fine, but tell us after the test," Murphy says, waving his head dismissively.  
"Let's get on with it."  
 "As you command," the scientist says. He looks at the two again. "Sorry to interrupt 
again," he says hesitantly. "But has anyone reviewed your fear of fire with you?"   
 "What are you talking about?” Murphy asks indignantly. "We just expect you to fire the 
weapon."  
 Sherrill shakes her head. “Of course, we know you're going to fire. It’s just like when I 
was piloting helicopters," she says confidently. "Fire away."  
 "But," tries the scientist again. "I just wanted-"  
 "Stop with your delaying," Murphy says with a new harshness to his voice. "We're 
waiting for you to do something instead of just eating up the taxpayer money spent on the 
military. Do something for the people of New Jersey for a change," he says, holding up his 
hands in a typical Murphy stance.  
 The scientist tries speaking again.  
 "Fire the laser and stop talking."  



 "Yes, sir," the scientist says firmly. "We're going to fire along here," the scientist says as 
he points at the screen. Somewhere in the back of the scientist’s mind, he suddenly 
remembered that he had read that flies only survived for up to thirty days. It might be dead soon 
anyway. He shrugs his shoulders and thinks about his Tennyson. It wasn’t his place to reason 
why. He either had to do or die. " We've installed state-of-the-art sensors within your office and 
are targeting along the attack line. Connect up the relay and put it on this screen here," the 
scientist says to one of the techs on the control boards.  
 The screen lights up with a graphic of Murphy's office. It takes a moment, but soon the 
screen begins to blink at a moving dot circling around the office. Then a second and third show 
up.   
 "There!" Sherrill yells, racing to be the first to notice. "I can see them." Up until that point, 
she had been doubtful of the scheme, but now that she was seeing it working, she realized that 
maybe Murphy hadn't lost his marbles. 
 "Then let's kill those bastards," Murphy says, determinedly clenching his fist. "Yeah!" 
 "Right," says the scientist as he turns to the tech staff. “Are we up to power?"  
 Before seeing the schematic, the tech staff had wondered where the power was coming 
from. It turns out special lines had been pulled from the power grid, and he had needed to 
contact the New Jersey Power Company to turn up their nuclear and gas power plants before 
starting the charging cycle. Now, the tech staff checks his boards one last time. 
 "Yes, sir!" 
 "Go active," the scientist says. The tech staff flips a switch, and the device sitting beyond 
the steel barrier begins to hum.   
 "Ready to fire," says the tech staff, seeing as Mikie Sherrill's eyes roll.  
 "Fire!" he says. The tech staff presses down on the button. 
 The laser begins to spin. 
 Bursts of light shoot from the laser emitter, heading straight for the office. The flies begin 
to move, the lasers striking right behind them. The laser begins to fire more.  
 "Eighty percent," says the tech staff. "Increasing power on the feed." 
 The laser pulses go directly through the walls of the office, striking the curtains, hitting 
furniture, burning through the floor, and going into other rooms. Finally, one of the moving fly 
indicators disappears. 
 "Got one," Murphy says. "Oh yeah!"  
 Then the second one goes out.   
 "This is working!" Sherrill exclaims. 
 "Fifty percent, hitting overheating barrier," the tech staff says aloud as the sound beyond 
the wall begins to get louder.   
 "Got two," says the scientist.   
 "What's going on over there?" Sherrill asks, standing up. “What's all that light?" 
 "Do you hear sirens?" one of the tech staff asks. "Where's that coming from?"  
 "Over there," the scientist says as he points out the window towards the Statehouse. 



 The place where Murphy's office once stood is now engulfed in flames, and they are 
continuing to spread across the entire building. With the laser ripping through so many lines, the 
fire suppressant system around the entire area had failed.    
 "What happened?" Murphy asks. "How could a laser start a fire?" 
 "Seriously?" says the tech staff. "It's concentrated light designed to burn through the 
aluminum skins of planes and missiles. What do you think it will do to an office?"  
 "Why'd you let us do this then?" Sherrill demands. 
 "You guys were warned, and besides, you’re constantly preaching to everyone," says 
the scientist. He shrugs. "Don't you know better than the rest of us?" 

**** 
 "Governor Murphy is blaming the Trump Administration's Defense Department for his 
bad governance,” the News Thirteen anchor says from behind his desk. "We have the 
President's response right here." The screen switches to show President Trump sitting in the 
Oval Office. "You'd have to be an idiot not to know that lasers would start a fire. Oh yeah, I 
forgot we were talking about that Moron Murphy and his appointed heir, Supremely Stupid 
Sherrill. What a perfect couple. Moron Murphy and Supremely Stupid Sherrill. Or would it be 
better to call her Cheating Scandal Sherrill? It's like God just dropped the dumbest people he 
could find to represent the Democrats. I already stopped his boondoggle on the Jersey shore, 
but then that moron and his heir decided to create a new boondoggle and burn down the 
Statehouse. All they want to do is spend more of our tax dollars. We save so much here with 
DOGE and other initiatives, while all the Democrats do is spend, spend, spend other people's 
money."    
  


