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A Note from the Authors

			A few notes on the content and structure of this book.

			First, the threats outlined here are both realistic and imminent. They spring from our own internal chaos, the growing hatred and distrust of each other, the technological threats we face, some of which didn’t exist even a few years ago, and the malicious intentions of foreign actors. We lay out these threats as clearly as we can.

			Everything written here is based on open-source US and foreign intelligence, trends in recent history, public reporting, and the actions of real people. The technologies, tactics, threats, information, and foreign efforts against this nation are as accurate as we can portray them without revealing highly sensitive or classified information.

			Second, though this is a book of nonfiction, very often ideas can best be illustrated through fictionalized first-person accounts and personal points of view. You will see these types of narratives throughout this work, all of which are based on real-world events. Hopefully, these first-person accounts make the arguments both more interesting and powerful.

			The theme of this book is this: Two wars are coming. The first will be internal. Indeed, we are forming the battle lines for that war now. Then, once we have weakened ourselves to the point of fracturing our nation, our enemies will pounce, bringing a catastrophic technological storm upon a weakened nation.

			Everything is on the line now.

			





Prologue

			Washington, DC

			December, near future

			The situation certainly was a bitter irony, if nothing else.

			Darren Hardy had spent the better part of a decade vehemently opposing the private ownership of handguns and vilifying anyone who thought differently. Now, surrounded by the dead and dying, the violence and fear, he would literally give his left arm for a Glock and a dozen rounds.

			Like most of his media colleagues, he’d spent much of his time over the past few years dieting to cut the fat from his body and carving his physique to meet the high standards required of his profession. Now, he hadn’t had a single scrap to eat in two days. And just a few meager meals in the past week. He’d kill for a bowl of rice. At least he thought he would. He hadn’t yet had a chance to test the proposition. But he knew that time was coming…

			As the nation’s most recognizable television journalist, Darren Hardy had spent his career warning about global warming and the “coming extinction.” Socially conscious, he’d played his part in getting people to accept the proposition that they were facing an environmental disaster, one with inevitable and monumental consequences. He’d always wondered what that “extinction-level event” would be like.

			Now he knew. But he never guessed it would have come from this!

			“Do we have anything to eat today, Daddy?”

			Darren looked up to see his daughter emerge from her bedroom and plod down the stairs. Dark-haired and dark-eyed, she had always been all smiles and energy and giggles. But over the past few weeks, her body had taken on a painfully different appearance. Her face was hollow now, gaunt and angular, her eyes deep in their sockets, her mouth stretched across her jaw. She was feeling a little better, but the hunger and stomach pain had wreaked havoc on her small frame, stretching her thin, so much so that he hardly recognized her. He knew she was starving.

			“Not yet,” he told her. “Soon, I promise.”

			She frowned briefly, then sat down on the bottom stair and leaned her head against the wall. “Let’s get you warm,” Darren whispered as he laid a blanket across her shoulders.

			He knew she was confused and terrified. And she desperately missed her mom. She used to ask him why. What had happened? How long were they going to stay locked behind their front door? As their hunger grew, she started telling him they should leave, get out of the house, see what was out there. He had tried to reassure her, telling her things about FEMA and the police and the National Guard, telling her things about the government and how they would certainly send people who would help them, that everything would be better soon and that they just needed a little bit of faith in the system.

			But he knew she didn’t believe him any longer. He could tell she also knew that she was dying.

			And that her dad was too afraid to leave the house.

			She stared at him for several long seconds then closed her eyes and seemed to drift away. He wasn’t sure if she was sleeping. It seemed like that was all she did now. Sleep. And ask for food.

			He’d give anything if they could all go back to how life used to be, back to the time when he could feed his own child. His heart would have broken a little more if it were capable of such a thing. But he’d been through too much, seen too much violence, endured too much horror in recent weeks to suffer any more heartbreak. Darren’s feelings had narrowed down now to only two things. Hunger and shame. Being a typical American, sheltered and naïve, he’d failed miserably to protect his family.

			His thoughts drifted to Irene, the mother of his child, and a familiar ache returned to his throat. She had been so good, an honest-to-goodness angel. And though they had separated, he had always loved her. Just not as much, it turned out, as he had loved his work.

			But now she was gone.

			Because he couldn’t take care of his family….

			Darren shook his head and blinked away the tears. Tears wouldn’t help him now. Neither would his phony friends at the FBI. And they certainly wouldn’t help his daughter. He had to focus on how he was going to keep her alive.

			He stood and moved to the window. He felt a cool draft and smelled the smoke in the air from random fires and the few wood-burning fireplaces that still worked in some of the old homes that filled this part of the city. He pulled the blinds back and looked through the shattered pane. Despair settled around him like the ash that had settled on the city.

			Over the past twelve months, Darren had watched as the United States of America had committed suicide.

			How did it happen?

			It had started with another tight and outrageously emotional election, then quickly descended from there. A frozen Congress, impotent to fix it. A Supreme Court too terrified to step into the political mess. An incompetent president trying to govern a nation where more than half the states had rejected his authority.

			Then stepped in the shadow government, those deeply entrenched bureaucrats who actually made the government work. But they simply were not up to it either.

			Everything started to fail.

			First came a wave of rising prices that, over the course of a year, mounted to a level of inflation that had never been seen before. Then came crushing job reports. More and more money created out of thin air. Shortages. Spiking interest rates. Waiting in lines for gas. Jokes about the US becoming Venezuela. But behind the acid humor was real fear. Thinking the time of crisis was the time to go big—as if the years before had not been big enough—the president enacted an agenda that was beyond radical.

			Throughout it all, Darren and the rest of the supporting media had done a remarkable job of manipulating the minds of the people. Teaming with Big Tech, and using suppression technologies made available by none other than the Chinese Communist Party, they eliminated any voice not consistent with their own values and program, destroying any who tried to resist.

			But it could not hold. They went too far. They went too fast. The people were not ready for the crisis or the controls. Too many of them were terrified. Too many of them were angry.

			Too many of them were armed….

			Riots and violence intensified with each new disaster, making the summer of 2020 look like a party in the streets.

			Then came the failure of the banking system. At least that’s what they had said it was. Some thought it was something else, some kind of cyber attack upon the financial system from overseas. Either way, in an instant more than half of the nation’s bank accounts disappeared into the electronic void. More riots. Growing violence. From coast to coast, fires burned in all the major cities. When the violence expanded to the rural states and small towns, many members of the incompetent Congress—paralyzed and unable to pass any meaningful legislation other than to spend more money, which at this point was fairly pointless—abandoned their efforts and went home to protect their families from the growing chaos.

			Seeing federal leadership abandon their own people, the nation seemed to explode. More riots. More rage. Unfathomable hunger. States threatening to secede, some of them actually leaving, though the legality of that was as contested as the election. The National Guard was called out, but to little avail; the situation simply overwhelmed them. Everyone soon learned that when people are scared and hungry, the rules suddenly change. The loss of faith and compassion made them vicious.

			Another event, this one based in Russia—or perhaps it was China, or North Korea, who really knew?—but wherever it began, someone introduced a deadly virus that quickly spread. At that point, most of the police refused to report to work. They had their own families to find a way to feed and protect.

			With the nation already on its knees, the final blow was served when most of the electrical grid went down. Some said the Chinese were responsible, but again, no one really knew. Regardless, the chaos was complete. No food. No medicine. No gas. Starvation from coast to coast. Hospitals were overrun. The president finally ordered the army to the streets, a move that was as efficacious as slapping a bandage on a patient with stage four cancer. Besides, it turned out no one had ever suggested that it might be a good idea for the nation to store some food, not even enough to feed its own army. So, most of the soldiers spent more time looting than protecting anyone around them, some of them even turning their weapons upon their fellow citizens.

			In less than a year, the nation was in ruin, the survivors left fighting for dirty coats and scraps of food. All that remained was truly brutal violence. That was the thing that really shocked him, how quickly and completely it took hold. Ammunition became the only currency that mattered, guns more valuable than gold.

			Yeah, looking back at the beginning, Darren realized he might have added a little to the anger and uncertainty. Sure, he had been a critic of the country. He’d preached against whiteness, railed against the capitalistic system, the economic injustice, the plight of the undocumented workers, the opposing party in DC. And yeah, he’d occasionally complained with a voice that had been a bit shrill.

			But he hadn’t intended this! He certainly wasn’t in any way responsible. Not him. He was a man of peace. It had been the others, the mob, who’d done what two hundred years of foreign enemies had not been able to do: bring the greatest nation the world had ever seen to its knees.

			No, he and his progressive colleagues had meant well. It wasn’t supposed to be like this.

			He looked out on the city. DC was barely a city anymore, torn apart by the riots, violence, and the rage of starving mobs. Rubble and ruin were everywhere. It was practically a ghost town. No, not a ghost town. Something worse. In a ghost town, all you had to worry about were the ghosts. There were many more things to worry about now.

			Another draft blew through the broken window. He smelled the rank odor of smoke and excrement and dead bodies. He didn’t think he’d ever get used to the stench of rot and decay.

			But at that moment it wasn’t the appearance or smell of his new world that bothered him most. It wasn’t the sound of gunfire in the distance, nor the smoke and orange glow that revealed that somewhere in the distance the city was on fire again.

			No, it was the setting sun that terrified him most—for then would come the darkness.

			He felt a chill run down his spine.

			Darren had spent his life laboring under the assumption that people weren’t animals, that most people were compassionate and willing to lend a hand. Utter nonsense—he knew that now. Civilization was the only thing that had kept the worst of human nature in check, and it had proven to be no more solid than a wafer-thin sheet of ice, cracking in an instant and letting them all fall.

			Which is why, like his ancient ancestors, he had relearned to fear the dark.

			In these moments, when he was honest with himself, he would admit that the fear was what had kept him from leaving the city. That, and the irrational hope that help was on its way.

			His daughter made a soft sound, and he turned and looked at her thin frame. She was having another bad dream, sitting there, her head against the wall at the bottom of the stairs.

			He knew if they were going to live, he had to make a decision.

			He took a deep breath and reviewed his options, which were precious few and equally terrible.

			He’d heard that one of his colleagues had sold his wife to one of the gangs. But he knew he’d never do anything like that. He’d never sell his daughter. He still understood that some things were worse than death.

			He could steal. But he didn’t have any weapons. And he was not a strong man. He had no training or experience to make him believe he could ever win a physical confrontation with most of the people left on the streets; the weaker ones were already gone. But if he planned it right, there was a chance—although a small one—that he could steal a meal or two for himself and his daughter.

			But even if he were successful, he’d only get enough food to last them a few days. And if he was unsuccessful, then he’d be dead, and his daughter would be alone.

			The last option: He could start walking. It was exactly what his daughter had been pushing him to do. But fear had held him back. Fear of leaving his house. Fear of what he’d find. Fear of what the world had become.

			He’d heard the crazy rumors. Baltimore was just as bad. Philadelphia was worse. Rumors that the Black Plague had come back. The Russians were occupying some of the cities.

			The stench of death and anarchy everywhere.

			But glancing at his daughter, the only family he had left, he knew that whatever was out there couldn’t possibly be worse than their present fate. He had waited long enough, perhaps too long. He didn’t know how far he’d make it, especially if in his weakened state he had to carry his little girl; but he knew if they stayed, they were going to die here, hungry and alone.

			Without another thought, he drank what was left of the water he had stored, grabbed what few supplies he had, picked up his sleeping daughter, stepped out the front door, and started walking.

			Like millions of others in his country, Darren Hardy was now an American refugee.

			





Book One





National Suicide

			If destruction be our lot, we must ourselves be its author and finisher. As a nation of freemen, we must live through all time, or die by suicide.

			— Abraham Lincoln

			Abraham Lincoln understood the only real threat our nation  has ever faced, the only thing that could actually destroy us, was the reality that we might destroy ourselves. And that hasn’t changed over time. What he said was true when he said it and it’s still true today.

			The United States of America is the wealthiest, most generous, energetic, creative, and powerful nation on Earth. We have the strongest military the world has ever seen, and our adversaries know this. No other nation can destroy us.

			But we can destroy ourselves.

			Like many great nations that have come and gone before us, including some even in our time, we can commit national suicide. Indeed, it is apparent that we are deep into the process of doing that.

			We know…we know…that sounds crazy! The suicide of our nation! Not here! Not now! Not after all that we’ve been through, not after all that we’ve accomplished. We are the United-Freakin’-States! No way that’s going to happen!

			Until it does.

			Because if we don’t change our present trajectory, it’s not just a possibility, it’s a nearly inevitable fact.

			But could it really come to what we just described? Americans dying on the streets. The federal government collapsing. Local governments proving incapable of providing any services. Police protection disappearing like fog in the dark night. A financial collapse. Then, seeing our nation falter, our enemies attack with cyber warfare or a bio attack. Could any one of us actually become an American refugee? Is it realistic to think that things could spiral out of control to the point that we, citizens of the greatest nation on Earth, could be incapable of defending ourselves?

			Surely that couldn’t happen!

			A friend in Israel once told us a phrase that we have often thought about. Just because something’s never happened, doesn’t mean it never will. The citizens of Israel may say this because they understand—far better than any other nation—that it’s better to consider the impossible possibility, the idea that seems preposterous, the thing that only crazy people have considered, than to find yourself unprepared.

			Okay, some may say, “So maybe it could happen…hypothetically—not that it will—but sure, maybe someday…when our grandchildren or maybe their children are old. But it couldn’t happen now. We are generations away from such a horrible event.”

			But the fact is, no, it won’t take years to get to the tipping point. We are at the tipping point now. The inflection point is here. And once we walk off that cliff, it won’t take long to reach the hard rock of reality at the bottom. The collapse could come in a few years or months, maybe even weeks.

			Once we have divided ourselves to the point that the only adversary we are interested in fighting is ourselves, once we have come to the point where we hate each other more than we hate any of our adversaries, once we have reached the point where the only battle we think worth fighting isn’t with Russian or Chinese aggressors, but with the idiot next door (the guy who voted for him!), once we no longer take notice of the world, nor challenge our adversaries, nor care about what is going on in the world’s hotspots—that is when our enemies will strike.

			Which will bring us to the second battle we’ll have to fight. Because if 1859 was the last time that our nation was so divided, then 1939 was the last time we faced an adversary so committed to removing us from our place as the leader of the free world.

			A House Divided

			If you think such talk is crazy, remember that wise men, including more than just Lincoln, have seen this possibility from the very beginning. When asked what sort of government the Constitutional Convention delegates had created, Benjamin Franklin famously quipped, “A republic, if you can keep it.”

			He knew how difficult it would be. He knew the long-term viability of the infant nation was not certain. Indeed, quite the opposite: he knew what they had created chafed against the very nature of man, the nature of societies, the nature and history of every nation that had ever come before. The fall of man into a fallen world had surely proven that.

			Such a sentiment was more recently expressed by Ronald Reagan when he said, “We didn’t pass [freedom] to our children in the bloodstream. It must be fought for, protected, and handed on for them to do the same, or one day we will spend our sunset years telling our children and our children’s children what it was once like in the United States where men were free.”

			It’s hard to imagine, isn’t it, that one day we might sit with our children and remind them that we once used to be free!

			Or, as Reagan said more succinctly, “Freedom is never more than one generation away from extinction.”

			The reality is that one generation is all it takes to lose it. And we are in the closing moments of that generation, leaving our nation standing on the edge of a cliff.

			When we read quotations like this from Reagan, most of us think he was talking about losing our freedom to some foreign threat. And he probably was. But that isn’t the greatest threat we face now, or at least it’s not the first threat we face. Clearly, the first battle for our survival will be fought from within, the battle lines growing clear. We see the division. The constant talk of civil war. The lack of truth. The hatred far too many Americans feel toward each other. The dividing not into teams, but into tribes, entities that seem to exist for assault and division. The silencing of views. Shunning. Shaming. Ostracizing those who don’t think the right way. In the current environment, we’re taking our fellow Americans, those who don’t think exactly as we do, and reducing them to outcasts. They are imbeciles, evil and selfish and thuggish fools. We want to silence them. Fire them. Cast them from among us. Poison a neighbor’s dog because they are on the wrong side of the aisle. Make them beg for forgiveness, which will never be granted, and then cast them out.

			Perhaps Alexis de Tocqueville said it best:

			Tyranny in democratic republics does not proceed in the same way, however. It ignores the body and goes straight for the soul. The master no longer says: You will think as I do or die. He says: You are free not to think as I do. You may keep your life, your property, and everything else. But from this day forth you shall be as a stranger among us. You will retain your civic privileges, but they will be of no use to you. For if you seek the votes of your fellow citizens, they will withhold them, and if you seek only their esteem, they will feign to refuse even that. You will remain among men, but you will forfeit your rights to humanity. When you approach your fellow creatures, they will shun you as one who is impure. And even those who believe in your innocence will abandon you, lest they, too, be shunned in turn. Go in peace, I will not take your life, but the life I leave you with is worse than death.

			With our “woke” and “cancel culture,” that is exactly where we are today. I will not take your life, but the life I leave you with is worse than death.

			And it should terrify every one of us.

			Because the fight before us goes as deep as our national soul. This isn’t about politics or ideas out of DC. We are well past the time of arguing over policies and economics. Should the corporate tax rate be 21 percent or 27 percent? What is the right number of people we will allow to immigrate to this country? Is the government better able to provide health care than the private sector? Such questions, important as they are, are not the issues that will condemn or save our nation. The questions we are grappling with, the things we actually don’t know and we have to figure out, cut to the very core of our nation and the very definition of our future:

			Is America sustainable? Is it worth defending? Is it good? Is it time to tear it down and start over? What does it mean to be an American? What does our history teach us about ourselves?

			Clouds on the Horizon

			We believe there are meaningful landmarks along the road that can tell us where we are headed, warning signs to alert us of what lies ahead. Surely these are a few of the many warning signs around us:

			Privatization of Election Process

			The 2020 federal election was, to a disconcerting degree, privatized when Facebook’s Mark Zuckerberg and other tech titans donated more than half a billion dollars to state election management processes. (Amazingly, this is more money than was appropriated by the federal government, $400 million, in the CARES Act to fund the election security during the pandemic.) Zuckerberg alone donated nearly $420 million to various nonprofit organizations, with $350 million going to the Safe Elections Project, which essentially created a two-tier election system favoring swing Democratic cities, counties, and states.

			But it’s okay, nothing to worry about here, because, thankfully, Mr. Zuckerberg and other tech giants have assured us they have no political bias, nor particularly any bias against conservatives or former president Trump.

			Whew. That’s a relief!

			Federal Reserve Bank Props

			The last few years have normalized what used to be considered fringe in the financial world, tearing the mask from the fallacy that our financial institutions are capable of any introspection regarding the impacts of their actions. No better example exists than the Federal Reserve Bank’s frantic effort to prop up the economy beyond any common sense.

			As an example, for more than thirty years the Federal Reserve’s policy has been to maintain a constant and stable M1 money supply, the primary measure of liquid assets within our economy. After a full generation of stability, 2020 saw M1 money supply explode on a percentage basis by more than 65 percent.

			65 percent! In a single year!

			Another astounding example: The Wall Street Journal (April 20, 2021) reported on the frightening spectacle of an economy awash in free money:

			“A cryptocurrency that was created as a joke exploded into plain view on Wall Street on Monday, with a surge in dogecoin sending its 2021 return above 8,100%—more than double the gains on the S&P 500, including dividends, since 1988.

			“Dogecoin’s rise from a quirky meme into a widely traded asset worth about $50 billion—more than Marriott International Inc. or Ford Motor Co.—is the latest act of financial alchemy by rapidly moving individual investors who have used access to no-fee trading platforms and a wave of government stimulus money to transform markets over the past year.”

			And if that’s not entertaining enough, the report continued:

			“Someone pointed us to Hometown International (HWIN), which owns a single deli in rural New Jersey. The deli had $21,772 in sales in 2019 and only $13,976 in 2020, as it was closed due to COVID from March to September. HWIN reached a market cap of $113 million on February 8.

			“The largest shareholder is also the CEO/CFO/Treasurer and a Director, who also happens to be the wrestling coach of the high school next door to the deli.”

			Soaring National Debt

			During a year when our tax base was decimated by the forced destruction of a significant percentage of our small- and medium-sized businesses, the backbone of our economy, the 2020 annual federal deficit surged to $3.3 trillion.

			Gone are the days when the Tea Party rebelled because President Obama spent $800 billion during the Great Recession; 2020 saw the federal government spend more than three trillion in economic stimulus.

			This massive gush of spending pushed our total debt to 98 percent of our national GDP, a tipping point we have been warned about for years. And the debt in 2021 and beyond is predicted to be much worse.

			Perhaps we should remember what Hemingway said in The Sun Also Rises.

			“How did you go bankrupt?”

			“Two ways. Gradually, then suddenly.”

			Modern Monetary Theory (MMT)

			Any good socialist loves this, which explains why it’s being embraced by so many Democrats in Washington. In its simplest form, MMT states that you can print all of the money you want, so long as you have a corresponding increase in demand. Print money. Have the government spend it. Then do it all again.

			So long as a sovereign nation is able to control its own money supply, the national debt doesn’t matter—or so the MMT theory goes.

			But it doesn’t take a PhD in economics to see the long-term viability of such an economic theory is zero. Yet a group of elite PhDs have convinced many of our elected officials of the merits of MMT. Free healthcare for everyone! Sweet! Ninety-three trillion dollars to implement the Green New Deal. We can do that! A couple trillion to buy electric cars for everyone. What could go wrong? Ten or twenty trillion for roads and bridges. Free college for everyone. Sure! (Except, of course, for the tradesmen, electricians, and builders. No free college for them! Not when there are important studies that need to be performed in gender theory and global warming.)

			It’s stunning that not just a few, but now most Democrats in Washington support these policies, leaving average Americans to shake their heads in wonder.

			Shattered Faith in Elections

			Soon after the 2020 election, nearly half the nation believed the election was rigged. Remarkably, even 30 percent of Democrats believed it was likely the election results were fraudulent.

			But how can that be surprising, after an election process that looked more likely to have taken place in Columbia or Venezuela than in the US? Absentee voting that extended for weeks, much of it done by mail-in ballots, millions of them sent whether the voter requested them or not. Unmonitored drop boxes stuffed with ballots that had nothing close to normally accepted chain-of-custody standards. States that took days to count their votes instead of hours. Late night shutdown of the counting. Hundreds of sworn affidavits, under threat of criminal perjury, testifying of potential fraud and irregularities. Statistical experts claiming nearly impossible results.

			The list of concerns is credible and long.

			In addition, we know that China worked to influence the election and our own intelligence organizations sought to suppress this information. We also know that several tech billionaires spent tens of millions of dollars (while using shell organizations to hide their efforts) to influence US elections. Their efforts include creating thousands of fake Russian accounts to target Republican candidates, publishing false Facebook ads from fake accounts to stifle turnout in special elections, publishing misleading news stories, and donating millions of dollars to cover the legal defense of those involved in the illegal targeting of certain candidates.

			No republic can survive such a breakdown of faith in the basic institution of the electoral process.

			China without a Fight

			Recent revelations have shown that tens of thousands of Chinese Communist Party members have been infiltrated into high positions in Western governments and businesses. And it’s important to remember this: the CCP is not just another political party. A member of the CCP isn’t the equivalent of a Democrat or Republican being placed in a position of power. The CCP is something much more. Something very different.

			It is a very competitive process to become a member of Chinese Communist Party. In fact, it’s about as competitive as it is to be admitted into an Ivy League university, with only about 5 percent of Chinese citizens making the cut. And consider the solemn oath that each Party member must swear upon admittance. “It is my will to join the Communist Party of China, uphold the Party’s program, observe the provisions of the Party Constitution, fulfill a Party member’s duties, carry out the Party’s decisions, strictly observe Party discipline, guard Party secrets, be loyal to the Party, work hard, fight for communism throughout my life, be ready at all times to sacrifice my all for the Party and the people, and never betray the Party.”

			Consider a few lines from the oath again: Guard Party secrets. Be loyal to the Party. Fight for communism throughout my life. Be ready at all times to sacrifice my all for the Party.

			Is it possible that, after taking such an oath, these CCP members who have been placed in Western embassies, agencies, universities, and industries are not working to advance the interest of the CCP?

			China has stolen hundreds of billions of dollars of Western technology, manipulated markets, recruited hundreds of Western spies, forced millions of ethnic Uighurs into concentration camps, built an entire city dedicated to bio research, including research on humans, created a thriving market in human organ harvesting from political prisoners and Falun Gong, suppressed and persecuted millions of Tibetans, built a modern military to intimidate and threaten their neighbors…

			Nearly all of this goes unchallenged by the US media, universities, Hollywood, or businesses.

			Political Ethics of Death

			Prominent US medical “ethicists” have suggested that, in order to “level the playing field,” COVID-19 vaccinations should have been prioritized to individuals not based on risk, age, and underlying health concerns, but upon race—placing us in the untenable position of immunizing the young and healthy over the aged and infirm who are of the wrong color or ethnicity.

			No nation can survive policies which literally place virtue-signaling above life and death.

			Embracing Violence

			In a recent Cato poll, more than a third of young Americans said that violence against their fellow Americans was justified.

			A prominent progressive author recently wrote that the burning and destruction in Minneapolis after the death of George Floyd, including the burning and destruction of the Third Precinct police headquarters, evoked feelings of “undiluted elation,” “beauty,” and a “triumph of hope.”

			How does one speak to such a person—and there are millions just like him—who see violence and destruction as justified in advancing their political goals?

			Fighting the Rule of Law

			What we are witnessing is not just a cultural war, but an assault on the very rule of law. The Justice Brett Kavanaugh confirmation hearings were a good example of the effort to rescind legal principles and precedents that go back more than eight hundred years, even to the Magna Carta. The presumption of innocence until proven guilty. The right to face your accuser. Rules of evidence. All of these are under assault in a massive and well-coordinated drive to weaken our judicial system.

			Corruption of Law Enforcement

			During the closing months of the Obama administration, the FBI and DOJ opened multiple investigations into Trump associates, all of whom were private US citizens, which had the effect of smearing and destroying the lives of innocent people, all to achieve a political objective. The predicate for opening these investigations was not based upon mere flimsy evidence, it was based upon no evidence, and worse: at times, it was based upon manufactured evidence.

			Reading the Warning Signs

			The affronts to our society could fill a landfill. Taken together, they leave Americans feeling we live in a world that’s been turned on its head. Nothing makes sense anymore. And it’s not just that everything is changing, it’s that it is changing so fast. Things we thought we might see at some point in our lifetimes we now see by the end of the week. We just can’t keep up. The end result is half of Americans think they live in a nation where their countrymen have lost their minds. And they know, deep inside, that the other half think the same thing about them!

			More worrisome is the fact that far too many believe those who disagree with them aren’t just wrong, but that they are evil. For example, in a recent poll, 82 percent of Democrats said Trump supporters were the number one threat facing our nation. Imagine that! The number one issue facing our country isn’t the pandemic or China or Russia or the cost of healthcare or the economy or protecting the Bill of Rights. No, 82 percent of Democrats feel the number one threat to our country is the fact that half of their neighbors voted differently than they did. White nationalists (which in the progressive mind is just another word for Trump supporters) came in as the number two threat. Racism (which in the progressive mind is just another word for Trump supporters) came in at number three. Why? Because our culture has convinced many Democrats that Republicans are evil, that they are a threat to democracy and their future. Which is why they don’t just hate former president Trump; they also hate those who voted for him.

			Are we any longer “one nation, under God,” or are there now two nations existing within the same borders?

			And how did we get here? What has brought us to the point where our future is actually in peril?

			And what will happen to us, and to the rest of the world, if we stumble or fall? Will China, our primary adversary, move against us once we have weakened ourselves to the point of vulnerability? What are they likely to do? What weapons will they bring against us?

			We need to understand the answers to those questions. And to really understand them, we have to look at how deep the problems really are.

			Along the Texas-Mexico Border

			February

			The pair of soldiers who crossed over the American border on foot couldn’t have stood in starker contrast to each other. Standing 6’6” and with a muscled frame to match his height, Peter Hardy looked like the TV version of a warrior. Carlos Ramirez, on the other hand, was 5’8”, of average build, tough as nails, and ethnically ambiguous—a true representative of the American melting pot. Dressed in civilian clothes and with backpacks, they looked out of place in the desert. But that was okay. They only had to walk a mile. And it was dark.

			The soldiers made their way through the desert. They’d spent the last week in Mexico working undercover ops, meeting with the few Mexican officials who still had the guts to work against the narco-terrorists. Once finished, the easiest way home wasn’t to cross at a border checkpoint and be questioned, especially since they were military, but like a hundred thousand others every month, just to walk. So, they’d been dropped off a few kilometers behind them and arranged a ride to pick them up once they made it across the border.

			Dark clouds covered what little light could have been thrown by the moon and stars, and the smell of coming rain filled the air. The border was unmarked, but Peter figured the next few steps would take them across the latitudinal line that defined the United States of America.

			Carlos looked at the GPS, the dim light of the display gleaming in the darkness. Peter looked away, not wanting to spoil his night vision.

			“Three…two…one…welcome home,” Carlos said.

			Peter exhaled deeply. Always in the past, whenever he had placed his boots on American soil, he felt instantly safe and at home. But no longer.

			His home had changed.

			Sometimes being home now just felt…he didn’t know…wrong. And he knew that being on American soil didn’t mean that he was among friends.

			The transformation of his home into something he no longer recognized had started out with a handful of distresses: political dysfunction, growing hatred, more political dysfunction, more violence and division….

			With each event, people got angrier. And Washington got more powerful. And more brazen in their interactions with the people.

			For a while, Peter had considered these events as nothing more than anomalies that would disappear with time. But with each passing year, the weird and the wild seemed only to multiply until he was suspicious of virtually every piece of information, every organization, every proclaimed lie or truth he was told, leading to the point that he even questioned his superior officers.

			As he and Carlos continued through the Texas desert, his mind drifted to a conversation he’d had with a fellow soldier several months before.

			“Mark my words: if the government can send the CIA against US citizens, they can also send the military,” the colonel had said.

			“No way,” Peter had replied.

			But now he wondered…

			Peter knew they were getting near the rendezvous site, and the muscles in his body coiled tight. If he had concerns, he needed to voice them now. “Do you trust the drop?” he quietly asked his partner.

			Carlos snorted. “What do you mean?”

			Peter didn’t answer. Carlos waited a minute and then said, “Don’t be absurd.” He sounded a little too convinced.

			Peter couldn’t help noticing his friend hadn’t actually answered his question. “Do you trust the drop?” he asked a second time.

			This time Ramirez thought before he answered. “Yes. I think we can trust the drop.”

			“Even with the flash drive?” Peter asked. Underneath his breath, he cursed. Why had they given it to them? Why did they have to know?

			Ramirez didn’t answer.

			Peter grunted and swept his eyes across the barren terrain.

			They were supposed to be met at the border by Hammond, their direct superior, but they had received a new message on their sat phone not more than six hours before. The plan had changed. They were given a pair of coordinates and instructions to travel on foot to a new meet-up location.

			The deep rumble of distant thunder shuddered across the desert. They kept the same pace as they made their way toward the drop. A hundred yards and closing. They moved in silence. And then Carlos said something that Peter didn’t expect.

			“The moment we start second-guessing our superiors, the very second we begin questioning our orders, we are done. The reason the military has remained isolated from all the chaos in our country is because we stay out of politics. We are soldiers. We’re not spies, not law enforcement officers, not FBI agents. We are soldiers. We stay out of the domestic crap. End of story, okay?”

			Peter cleared his throat. “Got it. Agree. No freakin’ doubt about it
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