
“What?”
Paul hadn't intended to yell, but the poll watcher's statement that he wasn't on the voter roll was 
unbelievable. He'd been voting since he turned 18, and hadn't missed an election since then. He also 
knew he'd sent his registration form back in plenty of time for the county recorder's office to have 
processed it and renew his registration. The elderly woman in front of him shrank away from his yell, 
but she looked away as she answered.
“It's like I said, sir, your name isn't on the roll. I also can't let you cast a provisional ballot without at 
least two federally-recognized pieces of identification. I'm sorry, but that's the law now.”
Paul struggled to keep his temper in check, but even to his ears, the sarcasm in his question was clear. 
“So what counts as a 'federally-recognized' ID?”
“Well, your drivers license counts, so does a firearms owner ID. Or a passport, or any other photo ID 
the government approves.”
“But I've never been out of the US, so I don't have a passport, and I don't own a gun, so I don't have 
one of those ID cards either. About all I have is my license, isn't that enough?”
Paul caught movement out of the corner of his eye, and saw a bulky red-headed man move to stand 
beside him. He faced the man in time to see his eyes sweep up and down Paul once before he turned to 
the poll watcher. “This guy giving you trouble?”
“No, he was just asking...” Paul interrupted her. “No, I'm not giving her trouble, she's giving me 
trouble. I've been voting for almost forty years now, and voting at this polling place for about half that 
time, yet she says I'm not on the rolls.”
Red-head turned full-on to face Paul. “I don't give a damn if you been votin' here since Noah came 
over. If you ain't on the rolls, then you don't get to vote, got it Pedro?”
“The name's Paul, Paul Sanchez, and who died and named you god?”
Red-head was nearly a head taller than Paul, and he leaned down to make that size advantage 
inescapable. “Paul, Pedro, I don't care what your name is. You aren't on the roll, so get outta here before
I decide you're 'disturbing the peace' and call the cops to arrest your worthless ass. Understand, or 
should I get someone to interpret that for you?”
That was it. “What are you going to 'interpret', stupidity? I understand that real well, thanks. I'm just 
wondering why the renewal form I sent in for my voter ID doesn't seem to have been processed, and I 
don't think you know the answer to that question, do you?”
Paul had expected the big man in front of him to get angry at being challenged, but rather than snarl, he
laughed. “Well, if you don't know the answer to that question, it's you who needs help with stupidity. 
It's cause of the Working to Assure a Secure Poll Act, that's why.”
Paul knew the law. Passed in the wake of repeated claims of fraudulent voting, it was being challenged 
in the courts, but was still on the books. But he'd never heard anything about it barring people who'd 
been living in the US since the day they were born their right to vote. “What the hell do you mean? I 
was born here! How am I not allowed to vote?”
Red smirked at Paul. “Yeah, but what about your parents? Were they born here?”
“Hell yeah! My Dad's family has been in Texas since it declared independence from Mexico, and my 
Mom's family has been in America since the 1920's.”
Red leaned down again, bringing his face close enough to Paul's that their noses almost touched. The 
smirk spread, became a wicked grin. “Yeah, and you got proof that both their families came into the US
legally? Cause if you don't, then they was here illegally, and that means you're not a citizen, got it?”
“How the hell am I supposed to get proof of something than happened a hundred, two hundred or more 
years ago?”
“Ain't my problem, and it ain't the problem of these poll watchers either. Now get out.”
“What about you, Red? Have you got proof your ancestors came to the US legally?”
“Name's Sean, asshole, and yeah, my parents people all came over from Ireland at some point...and all 
of them went through Ellis Island too.”



“And who gave them the okay to come here?”
“Are you thick? Like I said, they came through Ellis Island.”
“Yeah, but who said the federal government had the right to decide who came to the US?”
That got a laugh out of Sean. “You really are one stupid bean, aren't you? Did you sleep through civics, 
or didn't they teach it in your school?”
Now Paul gave Sean a smirk. “Yeah, but who said the federal government has any real authority? 
Didn't the first Europeans find people here already, people with their own governments? Did those 
Europeans ask permission to come here? Did they get approval from those governments to settle in 
America?”
“Hey, that was different!”
“How? Weren't the Founding Fathers just the descendants of a bunch of illegal aliens?”
“Watch your mouth, bean! Those were the greatest people in the world!”
“Why, because they stole a continent by killing off the rightful owners? Weren't they just a  bunch of 
violent thugs who took what they wanted at gun point?”
Sean's face went nearly as red as his hair as he started to shout. “Okay, that does it! You just earned 
yourself a trip to jail, big-mouth.” He brought his cell out and raised it to his ear. “911? Yeah, I'm at the 
Fifth Precinct polling station, and we've got a trouble maker here. Doesn't have proper ID, refuses to 
leave, and he's making threatening statements too. I need an officer to come take out the garbage.” A 
moment's pause, and Sean smiled. “Thanks, officer. I'll be waiting by the door so I can point the guy 
out.” He tapped the screen before continuing to address Paul. “So the cops are on their way, Pedro. 
Maybe you can get away if you make a run for it.”
Paul gave him a smile,  because for the first, he felt cheerful. “I'm not running anywhere, you brainless 
fuck. If I've got to go to jail to challenge this stupid law, then I'll do it gladly.” he let his smile morph 
into a sneer. “It is kind of funny, you calling the cops. For all your swagger, you have to have the police
deal with someone who's smaller than you.”
The remark had the effect Paul had hoped it would. Sean's face went scarlet as he threw a roundhouse 
right that Paul dodged without effort. Paul's fist connected with the bigger man's stomach, and he 
folded with a gasp. “And that's another reason I should be voting, ten years, US Marines, Recon. Don't 
ever call me 'bean' again, you asshole, or they'll need a wet-vac to clean up what's left over after I get 
done with you.” Paul lifted his eyes to sweep over the poll watchers. “I take it you all saw his throw the
first punch, and me do nothing more than defend myself?” When everyone nodded, Paul stepped back, 
clasped his hands behind his back, and went into the parade rest his body still remembered. The cops 
would be there soon, but the Marines had taught him there was nothing he couldn't overcome if he put 
his mind to it.
“W.A.S.P. Act, this Marine's coming for your ass.”


