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The morning of October 29, 2020 dawned with an air of expectation across America. Election Day 

for the presidential race as well as that of many other offices was less than a week away, after a seemingly 

endless campaign in which a dozen or more candidates were whittled down to just three; two if you 

counted the Libertarian nominee out, which almost everyone did.  

Roger Winter woke up early in his own bed in his home town of Riverdale, California. The 

Democratic presidential candidate rolled over and kissed his sleeping wife, Miriam, and sat up to begin 

what he anticipated would be the week that he was certain would establish his place in history. 

The mood of the country was somewhat more upbeat than it had been four years prior; it was 

certainly not celebratory, yet was far from the fatalism that led to the Williams presidency.  

Winter had a 9 AM meeting with his campaign staffers, in which plans would be finalized for a four-

day hard campaign sweep across the country, in an all-out effort to take back the White House from the 

Republicans. He ate a light breakfast — egg whites on a toasted English muffin, orange juice and coffee.  

At 8:34, his assigned Secret Service detail escorted him downstairs to the waiting limousine. During 

the short ride to the Los Angeles regional campaign office, Winter’s campaign manager, Kevin Martell, 

briefed him on the latest data on the scuttled Paris economic summit, the most recent information on the 

Ferguson campaign, and a report on remarks that President Williams had made the night before at a 

Republican fundraising dinner.  

As they rode along in the limo, they caught one of the campaign’s radio spots which employed a Ned 

Stark soundalike uttering the catchphrase that his campaign had appropriated from the popular television 

series Game of Thrones that had aired a few years before: “Winter is coming.”  

At 8:53 the limousine arrived at the office building where Winter 2020’s headquarters were located. 

Winter and his entourage exited the vehicles, walked into the building, and waited for the elevator that 

one of the staffers had summoned.  

At 8:55 Winter and Martell entered the elevator and rode to the third floor. They stepped out of the 

elevator, turned left, and walked fourteen feet down the hall to the door of the office.  



At 8:56 Winter walked in and greeted the eleven members of his staff that were present. Most of 

them followed him into the conference room which took up the rear half of the office. Winter’s assistant 

area campaign manager, Will Graves, connected his laptop to a video projector on the table, getting ready 

to show the mid-weekly PowerPoint recap of recent campaign events.  

At 8:58 Winter related a humorous anecdote about the previous night’s dinner with the Mayor of Los 

Angeles.  

At 8:59 Graves told the group he was ready to begin. 

At 9:02 AM, much of greater Los Angeles disappeared.  


