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To the love, honor, and enduring memory of

Jack and Claire

my original patriot heroes

#Forza

and

Simone

my “partner in crime” and the ultimate advocate

of courage and compassion

#Ahavah
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Then his disciples remembered this prophecy from the Scriptures:

“Passion for God’s house will consume me.”

—John 2:17
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“We in America do not have government by the majority—we have government by the majority who participate. . . . All tyranny needs to gain a foothold is for people of good conscience to remain silent.”

—Thomas Jefferson

“As a citizen, you are an equal partner in the American enterprise, a democratic constitutional republic; and there are no silent partners in democracy.”

—John Strand
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Foreword
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Sometimes you realize that what you believe—or what you believe most deeply—has personal roots that make what you believe life-changing. It’s no longer just an intellectual assent to something. It’s part of you, something that touches your heart and mind and soul all together. So when you merely know intellectually of a certain injustice, it might bother you and motivate you to action to some extent, but when you know that that injustice has been done to someone you know personally, someone you have come to love and admire, your sense of the injustice is multiplied infinitely. Your sense of having to do something about that injustice leaps to the forefront of your being. You cannot avoid thinking about the injustice because it is tied to someone in your life. For me that someone is the author of this book, John Strand.

When all hell was breaking loose in this country a few years ago, when well-meaning medical professionals like Dr. Simone Gold—who is a major part of this story—were being silenced and punished for speaking out, many of us knew we had entered an existential crisis in America. We never dreamt anything like this could happen, but it was happening and we had to face it and fight it with everything we had. And we suddenly began to see that anyone who was in this fight with us was our ally and friend. Those of us trying to make sense of the madness and vile lies looked to those allies and friends to help us. We knew we were in this together. We knew that whatever new community xiiwas forming in these new friendships was the way forward, was at the essence of why any of us had any hope that we could get through it.

I remember the day in a parking lot in California when I had the privilege of meeting John Strand, along with Dr. Gold. We embraced as though we had known each other for years, because knowing that we were all together in standing against the evil we saw meant that our connection was even deeper than many of the relationships we had had with people over years and decades, many of whom had cut off their relationships with us precisely because we were standing against the evil that they were complicit with in their silence.

My friendship with John deepened over the months that followed that meeting, but when I knew he was being sentenced to prison for the events he describes in this extraordinary memoir, something in me changed forever. I realized that someone I had come to care about deeply was going to suffer for speaking the truth when most people I had known had refused to speak the truth or even be allied with those who spoke the truth. Knowing John and meeting his family during the time of his despicable incarceration made everything dramatically personal for me, as I say, and made it completely unthinkable that I could ever look away from the injustices being done, not just to John and so many others, but to every single lover of truth and freedom.

During that time it was my privilege to pray for John, and to know that like Dietrich Bonhoeffer, he was facing something evil and unjust, but that God had chosen him for this privilege and would use John’s story to bring redemption and healing to a broken and confused nation. Whenever we trust God with our sufferings, we know that He will vindicate us and redemptively bring something beautiful out of that suffering. This book is part of that vindication and redemption.

That John was able to write this book and tell the world of what he suffered is a major part of God’s answer to the injustices and lies. So this book is a big part of the way forward. When you read it, all of these xiiithings will become personal to you too. You will therefore become part of that army of truth tellers standing against the evils of our time. May God bless you and speak to you as you read it and share it with others.

—Eric Metaxas is the author of Bonhoeffer: Pastor, Martyr, Prophet, Spy, and host of Socrates in the City and The Eric Metaxas Show
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Introduction
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Ciao!

My name is John Strand, and I am an actor.

I introduce myself this way not so much from a vocational perspective, but from a human one. While film and television work is on my résumé and a favorite of my many passions, it’s just one of the eclectic slices that make up my rather “maverick” professional pie. Yet those experiences have shown me that, in truth, we are all actors—in the sense that all of us have been enabled to act; not the AI-driven automation of a machine, but the organic, self-determined will of a unique conscious mind. No, most of us do not have the aptitude or interest for memorizing lines and endlessly repeating scripted scenes to earn a paycheck—but all of us are, essentially, improv actors on the grand stage of our lives. Each passing year offers an expanding view—not only of our own roles, but of the backstory, the landscape, the diverse cast, and perhaps a glimpse of the approaching climax scripted into this dramatic story we all inhabit.

It’s with that spirit of discovery and enlightenment that I endeavor to share some background, along with a few pivotal scenes recently playing out in my own personal “Act I.”

Like any compelling drama, it includes battles and betrayals, love and loss, suffering and triumph . . . with a few plot twists no screenwriter could have dreamed up. As a California kid working in Los Angeles, xviI’ve always been drawn to the hope of a “Hollywood ending”—that iconic finale of victory and redemption. This yearning, I believe, still burns in all of us. Whether smoldering or snuffed out, I invite you to rekindle that flame and join me as the hero of your own story. We embark now in pursuit of true love and greater glory, in search of that which is real and good and beautiful—in hope of that which we need most: to fulfill our destiny.

Let’s fly! Maverick, over and out.

—JS
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Welcome to the Dark Side
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This was it.

The step I had prepared to take—the stand I had declared I would make. This was the moment I had known was coming since that pivotal day in January more than two and a half years earlier. A moment steadily approaching with the agonizing anticipation of a collision course with a freight train viewed in slow motion.

That fateful day was January 18, 2021—Martin Luther King Jr. Day, a celebration of our nation’s marquee civil rights activist and political prisoner of conscience. It was like God Himself had scripted the scenes with poetic irony. The FBI SWAT team raid exploded out of nowhere—my life shattered and changed forever by a day that eventually brought me to this moment of truth: standing at the entrance of a prison.

Today was July 25, 2023, and I was about to leave the world I had always known, to interrupt the life I had always lived, to cross over from the light of liberty into the darkness of captivity . . . and in a sense, it was quite voluntary. This moment was a culmination of that other fateful day of infamy, endlessly lied about and weaponized, which had occurred only twelve days prior to my MLK Day arrest: January 6. Back in 2020, in the wake of an unprecedented civil rights catastrophe—with rampant government abuse and totalitarian controls becoming universally accepted under the guise of “public health”—a xviiiresistance movement was born. Lockdowns were my last straw: undisguised tyranny unleashed in the supposedly free nation of the United States of America. I knew this was existential, so I went public . . . and ended up torching my Hollywood career. In the early months of 2020, I ventured to the front lines, leading a freedom rally in Los Angeles and declaring support for “MAGA” and President Trump—right in the heart of the propaganda power center. It was an act of open rebellion against an emerging empire of oppression sweeping the nation. Demagogues spun lies and weaponized fear to implement a global reset of control before the Constitution could even catch its breath.

Choosing to be a rebel—in the sacred American tradition of peacefully protesting for constitutional rights—made me a target. When I dared to stand tall and do my job by joining a fellow civil rights advocate on January 6, the government hit that target—arresting me for the crime of protecting my colleague in a crowd, and for defending the civil liberties of all citizens. And now, standing on the shoulders of Martin Luther King Jr., I found myself stepping beyond personal comfort and volunteering to become a literal “political hostage”—all because I chose to refuse a DOJ plea that I knew was a poisonous lie. That plea deal was a deadly weapon, wielded by government gangsters waging an opaque war against their own citizenry—powered by the dark forces of an unseen, and very real, galactic empire of immeasurable evil.

And now, I was about to come face to face with it.

There was an invisible darkness in the brilliant morning sunshine as the blacked-out Frontline Doctors SUV rolled across southern Florida. We drove past the endless palm trees and nondescript strip malls, finally pulling into the deceptively pleasant-looking entrance of FCI Miami. My soul sighed with a bittersweet resolve to meet this moment girded with purpose, and with poise.

Easier said than done, I was soon to discover.

xix
“Well . . . I guess this is it,” Dr. Simone Gold turned toward me and said with resignation. “Are you okay? Are you ready?”

Her eyes met mine with the deep love and concern of a close friend—but quickly drifted, heavy with inescapable anguish at the imminent pain I was about to bring upon all of us. I swallowed hard as the SUV came to a stop in front of the Receiving and Discharge entryway.

“Yes, I’m okay. And I’m ready. God is in control.”

I believed it . . . but I still felt very strange inside.

We turned to share a final embrace there in the vehicle. My stomach clenched even as my arms held close my dearest friend—a woman I revered—never imagining in that moment, as she promised to visit me in the next week, that it would be the last glimpse I would have of her or any of my friends and family for more than eight excruciatingly painful months. Months marked by horrific isolation and the crushing despair of being denied any sight or sound from my loved ones, with no knowledge of when, or if, it would ever end . . . a hell I couldn’t have fathomed until I was writhing in it.

But in that moment, mercifully blind to the future, I stepped calmly into my present assignment: a sacred duty to sacrifice comfort in service to my country by self-surrendering my liberty—my life—to the custody of the United States Federal Bureau of Prisons.

Today, that was the price of defending freedom.

The steamy south Florida air walloped my navy-blue Ted Baker suit as I walked toward the facility. I paused briefly to turn back and wave a last farewell, whispering “I love you” to Dr. Gold and the other team members watching from the car glinting beneath the dazzling Miami sun. The tropical scene was another of God’s ironies—it belied the ominous storm I was deliberately encountering as I turned toward the prison entrance once more, walking away from the light . . . and stepping into the “Dark Side.”
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Chapter 1 It’s a Control Thing
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In the end, it always comes down to one thing: control.

Who has it?

When do we fight to keep it—or let it go?

What are the consequences of losing it?

And . . . why does it matter?

Life doesn’t always offer clean or obvious answers. Most of us are trying to make sense of things we can’t explain, fix, or escape—things we can’t control. That leaves us with a choice: Do we keep looking for answers, or tune out the noise and try not to care?

This dilemma is symbolized by the iconic “red pill or blue pill.” Truth versus illusion. Like Neo in The Matrix, I chose the red pill—and that choice ignited a “Red Pill Revolution.” I’m committed to seeking the truth—at all costs—because that search is the only path to freedom.

This book is that story—a personal journey, but also a challenge for us all to choose truth and “Uncomfortable Courage.” If you join me on this journey, you’ll have demonstrated my opening thesis: exercising control over your mind by continuing to read. That matters more than you might think.

Because here’s the hardest truth of all:

There are things we can control—and many more we can’t.

Knowing the difference is step one. Only then can we rise to the 2next, paramount challenge: using our limited control to achieve limitless victory.

And victory is key, because another vital truth is we’re all caught in a cosmic war. This battle is also shown in The Matrix, and it’s what I was referring to in a tweet used by the federal prosecutor, Mr. Jason Manning, as the very first words of the government’s opening statement against me in my January 6 trial:

This. Is. War.

Yes, Mr. Manning—(read this in the voice of Hugo Weaving’s brilliant performance of Agent Smith, hissing hypnotically to Neo: “Mr. Anderson . . .”)—this most certainly is a war. And though you may be unwitting as a pawn of the evil empire that is our deeply corrupted federal government, you are no less culpable as an enemy combatant in this clash:

A war between the Power and the People.

A war between good and evil.

A war to seize control of the human mind—and, ultimately, the human soul.

Elon Musk said it this way: “It’s a war between the humanists and the extinctionists. Once you see it, you can’t unsee it.”

But once you see it—what will you do about it?

Discovering you’re caught in the crossfire of a war waged by once-trusted institutions is a tough pill to swallow—but it is lifesaving medicine. The inescapable reality is this: The war is real—spiritual as much as political and cultural; global and yet simultaneously individual. It is an ongoing battle to control the mind—and there are only two sides in the fight.

I’m fighting for the good guys, whom I have officially named “Team Reality.” We believe in absolute truth and rally around its source, to defend the ultimate human reality:

We are all divinely designed to be sovereign individuals.

3
This creed is a death cry to the enemy; sovereignty and individuality are intolerable to tyrants. And it is tyranny that tells you who is essential and who is not. It is despotism that dictates who is permitted to work, and where; who is approved to travel, and when; who is accepted to worship, and how; who is allowed to speak—and what they’re allowed to say before the signal is cut. So, while you were created to be free—to control your own mind and shape your destiny—the enemy has other plans.

It doesn’t take long to look around and see the chaos erupting in every corner of the world, always paired with a political figure perfectly positioned to offer “the solution.” And it doesn’t take a rocket scientist—with all due respect to Elon—to recognize the endgame . . . and how little time remains to rescue freedom from the jaws of modern slavery. This war is raging—whether we like it or not, whether we see and acknowledge it or not. It is the most existential and consequential thing there is, and not a single human—past, present, or future—can escape the fury of its final outcome.

Every moment counts—and every move will be counted.

Everything good, true, and beautiful now hangs in the balance. The resounding question is:

Are you going to fight for what’s right?

Are you going to stand for what’s real?

Or will you sit on the sidelines, sedated by social media swipes and convenient coping—avoiding controversy and tough choices—until you’ve surrendered your heart, mind, and soul?

It’s time to take control.
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Chapter 2 Sit Before You Stand
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If you stand for nothing, you’ll fall for anything. That’s what they say—and these days, it seems more relevant than ever. A lot of people are quick to “take a stand” for something—a cause, a trend, a movement. But what are they standing on? What anchors their convictions? What’s the foundation beneath the slogans?

Nobody seems to be asking that question.

I remember a talk show host from my youth named Mike Rosen, who gave a challenge to callers with strong opinions: “Tell me where you sit before you tell me where you stand.” In other words—what’s your worldview? Your framework? That simple idea has never felt more necessary than in today’s chaos of clickbait headlines, algorithmic manipulations, and filtered outrage.

That challenge stuck with me. My brother Michael—one of the most thoughtful people I know—wrote something similar while I was incarcerated. In one of his letters, he said, “It seems like there are more and more experts, but fewer people who see the big picture.”

He called it a “loss of context.” A world of narrow views and disconnected knowledge.

He was right.

And now with technology accelerating everything—especially artificial intelligence—we’re not just losing the big picture. We’re losing 6the ability to think clearly at all. My brother added, “There are too many people looking at a tiny square millimeter of the intellectual landscape—and not enough people asking what it all adds up to.” That also stuck with me. And I believe it explains a lot of what’s going wrong.

The famous author G. K. Chesterton never earned a university degree, yet he produced an impressive body of work—essays, books, poetry—and brought sharp wit and insight to nearly every subject he touched. He had a label for modern specialists—“heretics.” Not because their ideas were (necessarily) wrong, but because they existed in isolation—cut off from their context. He warned of those who lock themselves inside “the clean, well-lit prison of one idea.”

It’s a striking image—and a real warning.

My childhood pastor used to say: “A text without context is no text.” Our modern era has brought us to such an extreme acceleration—not just in how we speak, but in how we think—that we now routinely process and communicate our beliefs in fragmented sound bites and TikTok stories without any connection to the bigger picture, much less the root causes of things. We’re not just losing the context. We’re losing the ability to even recognize that context matters.

We need to press the pause button—and consider where we “sit” in our understanding of the world. In other words, we need a stable intellectual framework—a philosophical baseline—on which to anchor and analyze our ideas and experiences. Even if people don’t agree on the framework itself, the fact that such a framework exists—and can be named—is what makes real dialogue possible. Without context, even well-intentioned messages dissolve into adversarial static—blustering winds of confusion, division, and ultimately, hatred.

Ideas break down. Noise takes over.

This chaos now spills into almost every public debate. Even casual dialogue feels charged—like one wrong word could spark a shouting 7match. For many, that tension is a deterrent. Why bother engaging if it only leads to frustration or rejection?

It’s no wonder people are retreating. There’s a growing sense that meaningful conversation is, at best, pointless, and at worst—dangerous.

Does anyone today still believe that “left and right” can sit down and work things out as fellow Americans?

How, exactly, have we devolved from the United to the Divided States of America? For that is certainly where we “stand” today. We don’t just disagree on policies. We don’t agree on reality. We are no longer unified by the fundamental principles of our republic. Even the facts of our nation’s founding are now up for debate—revised, removed, or simply forgotten. In their place: slogans, distortions, and a collective amnesia that widens the cracks in our foundation.

It seems that in today’s world, we’re constantly stumbling into stupid ideological skirmishes—that bloody battle in the middle—without realizing what was right or wrong at the beginning.

The middle is meaningless without the beginning . . . and hopeless without the end.

The poet and explorer Richard F. Burton summarized the peril of humanity’s “heretical” tendency when he wrote:

“The truth is a shattered mirror strewn in myriad bits, and each believes his little bit the whole to own.”

It’s a beautiful line—and a warning of the danger posed by omission bias. Telling part of the truth while hiding the rest isn’t “telling the truth.” It’s telling a particularly ominous lie.

That’s why history matters. Not the curated version, not the approved talking points—but the full picture. Without it, we’re distracted—and deceived—by the fragments.

The more our history is erased, twisted, or ignored, the more our understanding of reality unravels. It becomes harder to know what’s true—and harder to find a place to stand. But honest history gives us something solid.
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John Dos Passos describes the importance of seeking honest, accurate history in The Ground We Stand On (1941):


“In easy times history is more or less of an ornamental art, but in times of danger we are driven to the written record by a pressing need to find answers to the riddles of today. We need to know what kind of firm ground other men . . . have found to stand on . . . they managed to meet situations as difficult as those we have to face, to meet them sometimes lightheartedly, and in some measure to make their hopes prevail.

“We need to know how they did it.

“In times of change and danger when there is a quicksand of fear under men’s reasoning, a sense of continuity with generations gone before can stretch like a lifeline across the scary present and get us past that idiot delusion of the exceptional Now that blocks good thinking.”



That phrase—“find answers to the riddles of today”1—ties into our red or blue pill dilemma. We think our era is so unique, so unlike anything before. But often, the answers we seek have already been lived and written.

Dos Passos believed those answers are worth finding. I agree—but my next question is: What is history? Ornamental in easy times, fundamental when the chips are down, but in either case, I think we can say history is the study and preservation of . . . reality. And in a time like ours, reality is under attack.

To explain, let me ask you another question—and this isn’t an abstract hypothetical, but a situation we all face on a regular basis:

9
When you’ve got a problem, would you rather listen to someone who speaks in polished phrases but never solves the issue . . . or someone who shows up and fixes the damn problem?

If you prefer the problem-solver, I’d say you’ve picked “Team Reality” for yourself. Most people claim to want solutions. But when it comes time to act, many still choose sides, assign blame, and distract themselves from doing the hard work that’s necessary.

Fear and hate have filled that vacuum. They’ve become the default language of our public square. And fueling them both is ignorance. Not a lack of intelligence—but a lack of truth. That ignorance feeds on pride—the “original sin” that places self above everything else. . . even God.

As we noted from the start: It’s a control thing.

Love is considered the opposite of hate—but it’s really the cure for pride. Not the vague, feel-good kind of “love” that gets tossed around on bumper stickers. Real love tells the truth. It carries weight. It humbles the self. That’s the kind of love I hope to offer as I tell this story—not to preach, but to clear the air. To push back the haze of confusion and discover something beautiful.

I’ve found that one of the best ways to make sense of this chaos is by understanding how thinking works. That’s where my take on Cognitive Theory comes in. It’s a simple maxim I’ve developed to describe how belief becomes behavior—and how words, over time, shape history.


Maverick Cognitive Theory

Words develop your Thoughts, which direct your Actions, which define your Character, which determines your Destiny The sequence matters. And it may surprise you that words come before thoughts. But they do. “Word” in Greek is logos—a term for truth, for reason, for meaning itself. Words are the boundary marker or limiting edge of a specific idea. Without them, everything would mean 10everything, and then nothing means anything at all (“love is love”). To have meaning implies the existence and mutual recognition of boundaries.

We also understand this as a “rule”—a limitation on something, but also a pathway to something.

Cognitive Theory is about direction. It shows how meaning builds. How language leads to choice, and choice to consequence. If we skip the early steps—or get them wrong—we risk veering off course before we even know we’ve started.

We instinctively understand that, as living humans, we are “in motion.” But motion without direction leads to collision. That’s how people clash. Their actions may conflict—but the real disconnect often started much earlier, with a word or a thought left unexamined.

As earlier noted, the middle is meaningless without the beginning.

This brings us to Control Theory—another simple but powerful idea. If Cognitive Theory shows how change happens, Control Theory shows who’s responsible for it.



Maverick Control Theory

To reach a meaningful destination, follow three steps:


	Acknowledge that God does something—His original control. He created. He commanded. He holds ultimate authority.

	Activate your ability to do something—your self-control. You have free will. You can respect God’s design—or reject it.

	Accept both what God has done and what He will do—His ultimate control. Your destiny reflects both divine authorship and your response to it.
1 + 2 + 3 = Your God-given, self-directed destiny.




It might sound abstract at first. But once you grasp it, it’s intuitive. I’ve 11come to see these patterns everywhere—in nature, in relationships, in decisions that shape lives and nations. I believe you’ll start to see them too, as we move forward together.

Next, I’ll tell you how my own framework developed—my view of the world, and of myself. Not to convince you of anything right away, but to show you where I sit, before I tell you where I stand.

Once you understand that . . . you may understand why I “chose” a felony and years in prison.

And why I’m sounding this alarm—my Patriot Plea.




	1. Throughout this manuscript, I use italics and bolding to emphasize words within quotes.
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Chapter 3 California Dreamin’
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Colorful, unconventional, curious, and yes, even ridiculous—my still-unfolding journey resembles a “Technicolor dreamcoat” of bold choices, wild pursuits, and some unpredictable turns.

Rock & Roll singer?

Check.

Construction worker?

Check.

Editorial contributor for a national newspaper?

Check.

Hollywood actor?

Check.

Hollywood cocktail lounge host—uh, wait, isn’t that the same thing?

Double-check.

Event production staff manager?

Check.

Civil rights activist?

Check.

Social media news anchor?

Check.

Creative director and filmmaker?

Check.
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Armed security guard?

Checks credentials on security badge . . . Check.

International fashion model—dude, are you serious right now?!

Check—and check.

See what I mean? It’s like I flipped through the career catalog and signed up for everything adventurous, competitive, and exhausting. My poor mom! There was never a dream too daring in my eyes—and I am nothing if not a hopeless romantic and a “consummate dreamer.”

“Love, Liberty, Rock & Roll” has been my lifelong motto—and for better or worse, I’ve lived it with fearless abandon through every act of this ongoing drama.

The biblical story of Joseph—a legendary consummate dreamer—always struck a chord with me. His visions, betrayals, and ultimate purpose felt oddly familiar. But I never could have predicted how closely my own path would echo his, or how dark those echoes might become. It’s been a roller coaster of blessings and bruises—and I’m still deep in the plot. I don’t think I’ve even hit the intermission yet . . . but like we said, the middle is meaningless without the beginning.

So to the beginning we go.

My genesis was the fruit of another hopelessly romantic dream. My parents left an East Coast Italian family to chase a vision of life aboard a sailboat on the Pacific—the quintessential “California Dreamin’,” which became the birthplace of a dreamer named John Strand. Even with those idyllic aspirations, my father was a practical man. He was the first of eight children born to my grandfather, a Marine Corps artillery officer who served in both the Korean and Vietnam wars. Following those patriotic footsteps, my father joined the Naval Reserve at age seventeen.

He eventually served as navigator and conning officer on a destroyer escort, qualified as a salvage diver, and supervised the dry-docking of ships as large as aircraft carriers. His Navy-issue leather flight jacket 15sparked my Maverick spirit from an early age, especially when he introduced me to Top Gun with real military authority. Though his arena was vastly different from mine, my father had crafted a technicolor dreamcoat of his own—and I am surely my father’s son. He passed down a work ethic that drove me to chase big goals and fight hard to reach them.

And yet, I’ve never forgotten the day my father pulled me aside to describe the full panorama of his adventures and achievements, only to conclude with a piercing truth: All the vibrant colors of his dreamcoat paled in comparison to his highest calling. He found true fulfillment in his God-given roles as a husband and father, with a sacred responsibility to provide for his wife and children, and to connect with them.

“Relationships,” my dad told me time and time again, “relationships are what will matter to you after the lights dim, the applause fades, and the gear gets packed away. The way you treat people—and the time you invest in their lives—will determine the value of the life you’re able to achieve.”

I’ve spent the rest of my life discovering how true that was, along with much of his wisdom—especially one principle tied to that insight: priorities. He often reminded me to weigh the true importance of my goals and values. More than just work ethic, I owe him gratitude for instilling the core virtues of honor, humility, courage, and service. Those became the rebar in the concrete foundation I’ve built my life on.

I also inherited his love of analogies. He had a gift for them. “It’s a control thing” was a classic Jack-ism, a phrase I heard countless times growing up to describe power struggles. He brought the rebar-and-construction metaphor to life when he and my mom began remodeling our home, enlisting the participation of both me and my “other half,” my brother Bobby. “Like oil and water” is how he always described the two of us—nearly twins in our inseparable closeness, but opposites in temperament. I was loud and boisterous; Bobby was quiet and observant.

16
Still, when asked if we wanted to “help Daddy build a garage,” we were equally thrilled. It felt like a rite of passage—providing for our mother and sister, building something real with our own hands and minds. We were still shy of our teens when that project began, but we already understood what mattered most: We were building it with the ultimate man in our lives—our dad.

It’s what I call “triumphant masculinity.”

[image: ]
In a world full of crises and scoundrels, my father was my first true hero—and remains one of my greatest. Of all the gifts he gave me, the most important was the revelation of God’s Word, the Bible, as the standard of absolute truth. He taught me it wasn’t just a book of stories, but the primary source of knowledge, wisdom, and direction to guide the battleship of our lives through a storm-tossed world.

Years after those lessons, I scrawled this scripture on hotel stationery and set it on the witness stand in a Washington, DC, courtroom, stepping into the most intense battle of my life:


“Be strong in the Lord and in His mighty power. Put on the full armor of God so that you will be able to stand firm against all strategies of the devil. For we are not fighting against flesh-and-blood enemies, but against evil rulers and authorities of the unseen world, against mighty powers in this dark world . . .”

—Ephesians 6:10–12



It’s a dark world indeed—and at times, it seems to grow darker still. But the Bible offers more than comfort. It offers clarity. And it’s no accident that our Founding Fathers considered it essential to everything they built.
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Their belief in Scripture wasn’t subtle. It was the cornerstone of their philosophy, their law, and their view of human nature:


“The Bible contains more knowledge necessary to man . . . than any other book in the world. . . . It is the only correct map of the human heart that ever has been published.”

—Benjamin Rush

“The first and almost the only book deserving such universal recommendation is the Bible.”

—John Quincy Adams

“The teachings of the Bible are so interwoven and entwined with our civic and social life that it would be literally . . . impossible [to imagine our life without them].”

—Theodore Roosevelt

“The Bible is the best gift God has given to men.”

—Abraham Lincoln

“I suggest a nationwide reading of the Holy Scriptures . . . for a renewed and strengthening contact with those eternal truths and majestic principles which have inspired such measure of true greatness as this Nation has achieved.”

—Franklin Delano Roosevelt

“Resolved, that the United States in Congress assembled . . . recommend this edition of the Bible to the inhabitants of the United States.”

—Continental Congress, 1781

“[The Bible] is ‘the rock’ on which our Republic rests.”

—Andrew Jackson



18
These weren’t fringe beliefs. They were foundational convictions—shared across political parties for generations—that recognized the Bible as the moral bedrock of liberty. And it was that same legacy, passed from father to son, that prepared me for the battles I would face.
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President Jackson clearly understood a Bible verse my parents reflected in our family remodel. It underscores the need to build virtue and character by anchoring our lives in the immovable truths of Scripture:


“Anyone who listens to my teaching and follows it is wise, like a person who builds a house on solid rock. Though the rain comes in torrents and the floodwaters rise and the winds beat against that house, it won’t collapse because it is built on bedrock. But anyone who hears my teaching and doesn’t obey it is foolish, like a person who builds a house on sand. When the rains and floods come and the winds beat against that house, it will collapse with a mighty crash.”

—Matthew 7:24–27



Those are dramatic words—almost cinematic—and they come straight from Jesus Christ: the only man to live a perfectly righteous life and, simultaneously, the one true God. Yes, that’s a very uncomfortable thing to say—and that’s exactly why I believe it’s important for me to say it. It’s either true or it isn’t. If it is, then it’s the cornerstone of reality.

This dual identity makes Jesus the ultimate master builder. Through Him, all good things were created—including the most significant: our free will. That agency enables us to be self-aware and self-determining—in other words, we have a measure of control. It’s what makes us human. And it’s what allows us to know our Father God by name—Yahweh—and to discover His character, through His Word and His fingerprints across creation.
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The life of Jesus—fully virtuous, fully human—also makes Him the highest example of how to live a courageous, meaningful life. The Founders didn’t hesitate to acknowledge this. Their words are clear:


“I have sometimes thought there could not be a stronger testimony . . . than for men who occupy [the government] and are rising in reputation and wealth publicly to declare their [deficiency by their own merit alone] by becoming fervent advocates in the cause of Christ.”

—James Madison

“I subscribe to the entire belief of the great and leading doctrines of the Christian [faith], such as the being of God; the universal defection and depravity of human nature; the Divinity of the person and the completeness of the redemption purchased by the blessed Savior [Jesus]; the necessity of the operations of the Divine [Holy] Spirit; of Divine faith accompanied with a habitual virtuous life.”

—Richard Stockton

“I have a tender reliance on the mercy of the Almighty, through the merits of the Lord Jesus Christ.”

—Alexander Hamilton

“Christ Jesus . . . is the only Savior of sinners, in opposition to all false religions . . . as He Himself says (John 14:6): ‘I am the way, and the truth, and the life: no man cometh unto the Father but by Me.’. . . If you are not reconciled to God through Jesus Christ—if you are not clothed with the spotless robe of His righteousness—you must forever perish.”

—John Witherspoon
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These aren’t the platitudes of fringe fanatics—they’re the sober convictions of the men who built America. And they weren’t afraid to name their source.


“I am a real Christian, that is to say, a disciple of the doctrines of Jesus, imbuing genuine benevolence and a firm reliance on divine justice.”

—Thomas Jefferson

“Significantly, Jefferson spent decades of his life studying the moral teachings of dozens of famous national teachers from across the centuries, including Ocellus, Timaeus, Pythagoras, Aristides, Cato, Socrates, Plato, Epicurus, Cicero . . . and many others . . . Jefferson read the moral teachings of each of these leaders and compared them against those of Jesus, finding Jesus’ teachings to be far superior in every case.”

—The Founders Bible: The Origin of the Dream of Freedom (David Barton, editor)



Some modern critics claim Jefferson disbelieved the divinity or miracles of Jesus. But the actual record tells a different story:


“. . . you can safely reject the claims of today’s ill-informed or mal-in-tentioned writers who argue that Jefferson excluded such passages. Both of his works are still available today, and reading either of them will quickly disprove modern revisionist claims. . . . Long ago, Jefferson told his close evangelical friend and fellow signer of the Declaration of Independence, Dr. Benjamin Rush: ‘My views . . . [are] very different from that anti-Christian system imputed to me by those who know nothing of my opinions.’ That declaration remains unchanged today.”

—The Founders Bible
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The truth is simple: the Bible and the Gospel was central to the Founders’ worldview. That context matters, as we emphasized in chapter two—always go back to the beginning. Verify the actual source statements or documents related to any controversy, in their entirety, and be sure you are discovering the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth, so help me God.


“America was born a Christian nation—America was born to exemplify that devotion to the elements of righteousness which are derived from the revelations of Holy Scripture.”

—Woodrow Wilson

“This is a Christian Nation. In this great country of ours has been demonstrated the fundamental unity of Christianity and democracy.”

—Harry Truman



These are just a few of the many declarations made by the Founders and the leaders who followed them—clear affirmations of the truth and central importance of God’s revelation in Scripture, particularly the life, death, and resurrection of Jesus. It was the teachings of Christ that inspired and sustained the men and women who risked everything to build the world’s greatest constitutional republic—the extraordinary nation we are blessed to call home.

It’s no exaggeration to say I’m keenly aware—every day—of the priceless gift my parents gave me in their unwavering commitment to these foundational truths. I thank both God and my parents for that gift. It was a vital investment in my development—one that demanded energy, patience, and courage. They persevered through constant obstacles and the scorn of an increasingly secular culture.

That investment paid lifelong dividends, ensuring my life-house has remained on solid rock—along with plenty of roll—ever since.

22
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Before you flinch—or protest—at my direct statement of belief in the divinity of Jesus Christ and the truth of the Bible, let me add this: My father isn’t a gullible man. He holds two college degrees, including a Master of Science in mechanical engineering. He worked in senior roles at companies like Ball Aerospace and Hewlett-Packard. He’s an engineer. A man of science and reason.

His life was grounded in cold, hard facts—in the Navy, very cold and very hard. Logic wasn’t optional. That’s why his journey to Christianity wasn’t based solely on emotion or “blind faith.” It was rational. After encountering the Gospel during college, he faced a personal crisis when his Christian beliefs seemed to conflict with his scientific training—specifically the dogma of Darwinian evolution, long treated as unquestionable fact or “settled science” (a blue pill oxymoron often used by those seeking to squelch further inquiry).

Darwinian theory was said to pose a serious threat to the credibility of the Bible—or so my father thought. But that view unraveled when he found a growing body of scientists and scholars identifying major flaws in both Darwinism and materialism. They exposed glaring fallacies in the theory that all the complexity of life on Earth could be explained by “random mutation and natural selection”—not to mention its failure to account for how life could emerge from non-life in the first place. Over time, the evidence convinced him: Darwinism wasn’t just flawed. It was absurd. And the claims of atheism, built on that foundation, collapsed under the weight of their own contradictions.

We both came to see a deeper pattern: The more humanity discovers—through science and every other discipline—the more it ends up confirming what the Bible has shown from the start. That kind of consistency would be impossible if it were merely human in origin.
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The Bible remains the solid, unfailing rock on which our nation was built.

History shows that clear knowledge of Yahweh God—the specific origin of all things—was widely understood long before Charles Darwin’s flawed “origin” story appeared in 1859. Even the most skeptical minds among the Founders recognized what many today refuse to admit: Science, at its core, reveals design—not chaos. And where there is design, there is a designer:


“Our Founding Fathers were well acquainted with these [atheistic] writings [of antiquity] and the theories of evolution long before Darwin synthesized them in his famous book. The Founders spoke openly about the creation issue and consistently took the side of the Bible.

“This was true even for Thomas Paine, certainly the most [irreligious] individual among the Founders. In a 1798 address to leaders in France, Paine pointedly denounced their educational system for teaching students that man was the result of prehistoric cosmic accidents and had developed from some other species:

“It has been the error of schools to teach astronomy and all the other sciences and subjects of natural philosophy as accomplishments only, whereas they should be taught theologically, or with reference to the Being who is the Author of them, for all the principles of science are of Divine origin. Man cannot make, or invent, or contrive principles; he can only discover them, and he ought to look through the discovery to the Author.

“When we examine an extraordinary piece of machinery, an astonishing pile of architecture, a well-executed statue, or a highly finished 24painting . . . our ideas are naturally led to think of the extensive genius and talent of the artist. . . . How, then, is it that when we study the works of God in creation, we stop short and do not think of God? The evil that has resulted from the error of the schools in teaching natural philosophy as an accomplishment only has been that of generating in the pupils a species of atheism. Instead of looking through the works of creation to the Creator Himself, they stop short and employ the knowledge they acquire to create doubts of His existence. . . .”

—The Founders’ Bible



Paine’s observation is remarkable—not just for its clarity, but for how it dismantles the folly of atheistic materialism. Most strikingly, he insists that the proper function of knowledge is to “look through the discovery to the Author.” This concept—that true sight requires seeing not just facts, but meaning—would be echoed generations later by C. S. Lewis:


“But you cannot go on ‘explaining away’ forever: you will find that you have explained explanation itself away. You cannot go on ‘seeing through’ things forever. The whole point of seeing through something is to see something through it. . . . To ‘see through’ all things is the same as not to see.”

—The Abolition of Man



Is it just me, or do more and more people these days “look” with sneering pride—and see nothing but lunacy?
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Many other American Founders echoed Paine’s reasoned belief in a divine Creator evidenced by intelligent design:
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“The belief in an uncreated, self-existent, intelligent First Cause takes possession of our minds whether we will or not, because if man could not create himself, nothing else could; and matter, if it were not external, could produce nothing but matter; it could never produce thought nor free will nor consciousness. There must have been, therefore, a time when this globe and its inhabitants did not exist. The question then arises, what gave it existence? We answer: God, the great First Cause of all things.”

—Daniel Webster

“The movements of the heavenly bodies, so exactly held in their course by the balance of centrifugal and centripetal forces; the structure of our earth itself with its distribution of lands, waters, and atmosphere; animal and vegetable bodies examined in all their minutest particles; insects—mere atoms of life—yet as perfectly organized as man or mammoth; the mineral substances, their generation and uses; it is impossible, I say, for the human mind not to believe that there is in all this design, cause, and effect up to an Ultimate Cause—a Fabricator of all things, from matter and motion—their Preserver and Regulator . . . and their Regenerator into new and other forms.”

—Thomas Jefferson



Thomas Jefferson’s reference to a “Regenerator” touched on a spiritual truth I was raised with—but would experience at a deeper level in my Patriot Plea journey. Today I describe it as “spiritual alchemy”—a transformation we’ll discover to be the destiny of humanity.


“[S]hould I go about to prove this first principle: the existence of a Deity and that He is the Creator of the universe . . . what all mankind in all ages have agreed in. I shall therefore proceed to observe that He must be a being of infinite wisdom (as appears in His admirable order 26and disposition of things), whether we consider the heavenly bodies . . . or the admirable structure of animate bodies of such infinite variety . . . so exactly that the highest and most exquisite human reason cannot find a fault.”

—Benjamin Franklin

“It is so obvious to every reasonable being that he [man] did not make himself, and the world which he inhabits could as little make itself, that the moment we begin to exercise the power of reflection, it seems impossible to escape the conviction that there is a Creator.”

—John Quincy Adams



Long before the Founders reached this conclusion, the Apostle Paul had already declared it in stark terms:


“But God shows his anger from heaven against all sinful, wicked people who suppress the truth by their wickedness. They know the truth about God because He has made it obvious to them. For ever since the world was created, people have seen the earth and sky. Through everything God made, they can clearly see his invisible qualities—his eternal power and divine nature. So they have no excuse for not knowing God. Yes, they knew God, but they wouldn’t worship Him as God or even give Him thanks. And they began to think up foolish ideas of what God was like. As a result, their minds became dark and confused. Claiming to be wise, they instead became utter fools.”

—Romans 1:18–22



Make no mistake—it is these very “utter fools” within our nation who, over the last century, have schemed to erode the validity of God’s Word. In doing so, they’ve weakened the natural “nuclear” family—unraveling 27the moral fabric of society and tearing us apart . . . into the Divided States of America.
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My father shared with me the details of his faith crisis—and the insights he gained through it. He passed on the solid, rational evidence he’d found for the existence and character of God—and for the truth of the Messiah, Jesus Christ. He also introduced me to many excellent books that substantiated these truths. If I could recommend just one title (besides this one, of course), it would be Is Atheism Dead? by my dear friend Eric Metaxas, who graciously wrote the foreword to this book.

It’s one of the most enjoyable—and important—books I’ve ever read. Once you see that all the most recent, cutting-edge discoveries (and indeed, the vast sweep of evidence humanity has gathered across history) point directly to a specific, personal, intelligent Creator, you can no longer rationally ignore the implications. Who is that God? What did He say—and what has He done about it? And how should that shape what we say and do?

It certainly shaped my parents’ choices. They traded their dream of an endless-summer sailboat cruise for a family of six kids (little did they realize then just how stormy a sea they’d chosen to sail). This new voyage brought the gales of responsibility—and the endless treasure—of investing in God’s kingdom here on Earth.

Building God’s kingdom begins with building a family.

So my story begins in sunny California, near the Pacific beaches where golden rays, iconic palms, and shimmering waves made an indelible mark on my soul. I’ve come to describe California as “the Leading Edge of America’s Destiny.” For years, it’s been the frontier of the American dream—offering some of the most alluring and consequential opportunities to shape the future of our nation.

But our ultimate destiny depends on how we pursue it. The choices 28we make—who we chase, what we believe, and whether we reclaim our pledge to be “One Nation Under God”—will determine the climax of our national story, from Los Angeles to New York City and everywhere in between.

Even my name carried a kind of destiny. “Strand” comes from a European word that means “the leading edge of a land”—essentially, a beach of consequence. Something about my birthplace always echoed in me—like a calling I couldn’t escape. No matter where else life took me—naval bases on both coasts, school years in Colorado—I never felt those other places were truly home. It felt like my soul had cast an anchor off the Santa Monica Pier, and only the mystic haze of Los Angeles could bring my lungs a fully satisfying breath of air. California touched my heart—and it would give rise to many of my brightest dreams . . . and my darkest heartaches.
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My early years were filled with light: building sandcastles on beautiful beaches, swimming and surfing the ocean waves, camping and skiing in the mountains, riding bikes as a family through the neighborhood and nature beyond. There were father-son fishing trips, big family reunions, holiday feasts, spaghetti-and-meatball Sundays, and cozy Christmas getaways in rustic log cabins at the YMCA campgrounds.

One early memory stands out. I heard a booming “OH-ho-ho!” echo through the house and sprinted out, my brother and sister close behind, to discover . . . Santa Claus himself, right there in our living room! He was seated next to Mom by the Christmas tree—eyes twinkling, belly jiggling, in all of his red-robed glory. I believed it really was him—until he spoke. That warm New Jersey twang gave him away—it was my Italian grandfather.

“I didn’t know Pop-Pop was Santa Claus!” I gasped.

It was no less magical. Holiday traditions were important throughout 29the year, marked by delicious flavors, joyful activities, and warm fellowship—always connecting people with a spirit of peace and generosity. My parents practiced a remarkable hospitality that beckoned people near and far to come and find rest for their souls—and authentic Italian refreshment for their bodies. Our house was rarely empty. It overflowed with laughter, conversation, and the joy of shared encouragement.

The Christmas season was especially rich with spiritual meaning. Nativity scenes were memorable, including a hand-carved set from Italy, passed down with the timeless retelling of the Gospel story. There was even a tasty gingerbread nativity that my talented mother crafted each year. Student musicals and drama productions gave me my first taste of acting—and sparked a love for the stage. Mom had majored in English literature and worked in the costume department of a Southern California theater company. Her love for books, art, and culture brought creative depth to our home, balancing my father’s military background. It gave our learning environment both structure and imagination.

Home is, as they say, where the heart is. And while California always held a strong pull on mine, a child’s heart finds true shelter in a loving marriage between a man and a woman. Next to the unshakable truth of God and His Word, this is the most important lesson my parents taught me. It still lights my path today.

Standing for traditional—biblical—marriage as the natural and necessary foundation of a healthy family has become politically incorrect, precisely because the nuclear family exposes the destructive folly of moral relativism. It debunks the trendy slogan of “love is love” (which, logically, reduces love to nothing—and makes it meaningless). The undeniable success of traditional marriage in producing responsible, functional adults dismantles the Woke myth of “white privilege” in what is, for all its flaws, the most liberated and prosperous nation in human history.
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There is no privilege like the two-parent privilege of a strong father and a nurturing mother.
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While never easy and sometimes under duress, my parents made a conscious decision to prioritize their marriage and their children—with one very dependent on the other. Even their struggles proved this. One memory seared into my soul was a period of tension and arguments between them, ending with my mother suddenly leaving the house to take a drive alone. It rattled me and my siblings.

During those pensive hours, I experienced an action lesson I will never forget. My father quietly pulled out his ladder and tools, allowing me to help, and we carefully tacked up white Christmas lights to form letters across the garage. They spelled a glowing message to the street—and to my mom:

I Love You Claire

Tears fill my eyes even now as I write this, remembering my father’s example. He owned his mistakes and chose humility. He turned around, repaired the damage, and led our family back to peace. That moment remains etched in my soul.

I’m sure it was uncomfortable for him—but it healed our home. During that process, our local Bible-based church became a lifeline. It wasn’t just a place we attended; it was a community that actively supported my parents as they worked to restore their marriage. The church was full of families from all walks of life—different professions, different politics—but united in a way that was powerful and deeply attractive. That unity was built on a foundation of shared values—lived out with the belief that broken families could be restored and despairing souls redeemed. I saw it happen again and again. These families pursued virtue in everyday life while leaning on the grace and power of God’s salvation through the Gospel. That resulted in people of good 31character, and they blessed my family with generosity, compassion, and practical support.

There is no knowledge more powerful than what you’ve lived firsthand. I have seen and felt this truth myself, and I still reap the rewards of that community built on virtuous bedrock: the clarity of knowing Yahweh as Almighty God, and recognizing His Word—the Bible—as our blueprint for a meaningful life. The richness of sacrificial love, the joy of a father-and-mother-led family, and the strength of a healthy spiritual community are truly priceless treasures. Nothing could entice or compel me to surrender them—after all, that’s the stuff dreams are made of.
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Chapter 4 Lights, Camera, Action!
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Dreams are tricky things—take it from Joseph. Humanity’s most legendary dreamer saw his wild, improbable visions come true in an epic of astonishing success—but not before enduring horrific betrayals, entrapment, and political intrigue.

Hmmm . . . that sure sounds an awful lot like—But wait, I’m getting ahead of myself.

Joseph’s story begins, like mine, with a cherished son raised by godly parents. A boy full of dreams and grand ambition, wrapped in a stylish dreamcoat of dazzling color—prehistoric Versace, perhaps. It mirrored the spirit of my own journey, as I began to explore and excel across a wide range of interests.

My love for learning—especially literature—began early at home. I was reading by five and soon skipped ahead to third-grade classes at a local school to match my insatiable curiosity . . . and my “bouncing off the walls” energy. That energy soon found a natural outlet in gymnastics.

My parents quickly realized the traditional school system was both flawed and inflexible—especially for a hyperactive boy already acting out some Maverick tendencies. Thankfully, they rejected the growing trend to medicate such kids with a bogus ADD “diagnosis.” After visiting a college bookstore and finding the Education Department 34textbooks saturated with Woke ideology, my parents made a life-altering decision—initially protested by my grandparents but later celebrated—to leave the public school matrix entirely. They fully embraced their parental responsibility and switched to homeschooling.

It was the right call. My siblings and I thrived in the creative flexibility of that environment. We studied, helped in the family garden, completed household chores—cleanliness was next to godliness, and next to my mother as well—and spent time outside, learning through hands-on experiences.

We also learned there are many options for blending homeschooling with traditional school programs, and I expanded into baseball, swimming, tennis, and varsity basketball. This formative period depended on yet another politically incorrect value: a mother choosing homemaking and child-rearing as her full-time vocation. My mother and I can now say from personal experience—there’s no higher calling for a woman, and no greater reward.

My schooling included civics education alongside other homeschool families, featuring mock elections with campaign speeches, advertisements, and debates. From the start, the Bible and America’s founding documents formed the core curriculum—alongside biographies of the Founding Fathers and other notable patriots. Classical history—both world and American—was a critical foundation.

Homeschooling gave us access to real history, free from political distortion.

Further civics training included student conferences at state capitols, where our homeschool group partnered with governors and legislators—many of whom were delighted to meet youth capable of adult conversation, let alone those who grasped the mechanics of American governance.

For my part, I was deeply impressed by the Founding Fathers—true patriots, men of intellect and grit, surrendered only to God, sober 35in mind and will, and fiercely devoted to what is righteous, true, and beautiful. I was fascinated by the inner workings of the constitutional republic they built more than two centuries ago—in which we can still thrive today. But it was the unique power of the arts, especially the wizardry of music, that truly captured my soul.

Rock & Roll cast a permanent spell on me—captivated by dreams only music can reveal. The avenues of that inspiration would later branch out into an emerald city of artistic expression—from fashion and film to journalism and branding. But melody and rhythm remained the language and heartbeat of every discipline I pursued. If we see in color, then we hear, feel, and hope in even more vibrant tones: the infinite shades of sound and sentience—the amazing Technicolor coat of our dreams. Sound allows us to perceive what our eyes can’t see—it is the vision of the heart.

[image: ]
My entrance to the magical kingdom of music began with a piano. When I was ten—interested in everything but focused on nothing—my intuitive mother asked if I’d like to play. I said yes. She promptly found the best piano we could afford: a $100 garage-sale special. More important, she found the best teacher we could find—who became like a second mother to me. After my parents, Christine Schumann’s investment in my development shaped my life more than nearly anyone else.

An esteemed musician in her own right—now known as Chris James—she has spent decades generously sharing her unique gifts and extraordinary patience with countless students. A cornerstone of her philosophy is the joy of creativity. From nearly the first lesson, she gave me the space and tools to discover that I, John Strand—a ten-year-old dreamer just starting to hammer out chords and scales—could create a piece of magic that never existed before. That I could touch a human soul where nothing else could reach.
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That creative environment swelled a river of dreams I hadn’t realized was flowing inside me—a wellspring of color and melody that spilled into every part of life. My skill and passion for piano—and music itself—blossomed with speed and focus. Classical performance led to state-level competitions and university recitals before I reached middle school.

Soon I began composing—with a prize-winning ensemble piece performed at a historic theater, and my original piano solo, Lily Pond, published as a sheet music performance piece. The “sun, moon, and stars” of Joseph’s early visions had begun to shine in my own story. The bright lights of the performative arts flooded the stage of my unfolding youth. That effect was soon amplified by my discovery of Rock & Roll: a moment so sonically explosive, I still tingle at the memory.

My mother had brought Bobby and me into a bookstore to find a greeting card. We wandered the aisles while she browsed. Up to that point, most of the music we listened to at home was classical or gospel—two musical pillars our culture has sadly abandoned. I’m grateful my parents did
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