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“You know, I’ve seen a bunch of anti-Americanism in my lifetime, Alex,” Henry Hopper said. “It started back in the nineteen forties, and then it went underground during the period of fifties up until the early two-thousands. Now, it is really bad, worst I’ve ever seen, especially here in the Northeast and California.”

“Okay, Dad. We are going to church, so lets’ get off the subject of politics, please,” Alex said. “I’m not into politics like you are. We live in a time of peace and prosperity, remember? Stop living in the past. Wake up and smell the coffee, Dad! It’s a beautiful day outside. The birds are chirping, okay? All’s right with the world.” 

“I guess I’ve been told...” Henry said.

Alex and his wife Justina were in their early twenties, and had one toddler together named Penny. They lived in the suburbs of Boston. Alex was a high school social science teacher, and Justina had been employed as a secretary in an attorney’s office ever since high school, but quit to have a family. Justina was an attractive woman of medium height and weight, with dark brown hair and brown eyes. Alex was six feet tall, medium build, with light brown hair and blue eyes. The entire family, Alex, Justina, Penny and papa Henry, who out of necessity lived with them, all filed out to the waiting SUV in the driveway. The smell of roast in the crockpot was in the air as Alex locked the door behind them. 

“What a beautiful day!” exclaimed Justina as she strapped Penny into her car seat, and then, got into the vehicle, herself. “It’s nice and cool, with no clouds in the sky, and we are going to church!” she said with a smile.

“Looks like the Smiths will beat us there, Justina,” Alex said as he watched the next-door neighbor’s car drive by. 

“Well, we will just sit behind them, dear. There’s plenty of seats, you know,” Justina said. 

Alex pulled out of the drive way and quickly caught up with Smiths.

“Sheriff Smith certainly drives slowly. He’s five miles under the limit,” Alex complained.

“I guess he is in his Sunday Driver mode, Alex. We will get there in plenty of time. You worry too much.” Justina said, and all was quiet until they pulled into the church parking lot. 

“Well, there aren’t many cars here this morning for some reason,” Henry observed as he got out of the vehicle.

“Maybe they are just late comers today,” Alex suggested as he locked the SUV’s doors with his fob. Justina carefully placed Penny in a stroller, and they all proceeded to the front church doors. There they were warmly greeted by middle aged Pastor fox. He handed them a church bulletin and shook their hands, even little “Miss Penny’s” as he called her. They quietly went inside and sat in the pew behind the Smiths and listened to the hymns being played by the organist. Soon, the front door was closed and the pastor went to the pulpit to announce the first hymn to be sung. Just as he opened his hymnal a brick came crashing through the front stained-glass window and bounced off the offering table. Everyone stood up in shock, several of the women screamed. One member of the congregation hurried over to the broken out window and looked out.

“There’s a mob outside!” he shouted in dismay. Several others went to the window and verified his observation. Just then a rock smashed out a rear stained-glass window and crashed to the floor behind the last row of pews. 

“I don’t understand! This church has been here for over a hundred years! What is going on?” Pastor Fox said as he made his way over to the front broken window. 

“I don’t know, but those people look angry and out of control,” Alex said. “Look, several of them have just lit Molotov cocktails! They are going to burn the church down with us in it!” 

“Hold on, I’m the county sheriff. Let me handle this.” Jack Smith said as he pulled a small pistol from his belt. “I always wear a badge and a pistol!” He hurried to the door and went out, closing the door behind him. Everyone got quiet inside the church as they tried to listen to what was going on outside the front door. Muffled shouting could be heard then, five rapid in succession firings of a gun could be heard. Burning 

Molotov cocktails flew through the two broken windows. Several people attempted to put the flames out, but then, more flew through the windows catching the padded pews on fire. 

“Come on! We need to get out of here! These people are crazy!” Alex shouted as he grabbed Penny up in his arms. He held her in one arm and with the other, he grabbed Justina’s hand. Papa Hopper followed close behind. The entire congregation stormed out of the now blazing church and into the parking lot. A group of young men wearing black clothing with black ski masks, brandishing sticks, baseball bats, and rocks charged at the fleeing congregation. Several hammer and sickle signs were proudly held high from some who shouted, “Freedom, Freedom, Freedom!”  Sheriff Smith was no-where to be seen. The crowd grabbed Pastor Fox as he exited the burning building. “Crucify him! Crucify him!” came a shout.

Alex quickly unlocked their SUV and they all got in. As Alex started the engine, several thrown stones hit the front windshield breaking it, but not open. There was a huge mess at the church parking exit as people attempted to leave as stones were being thrown.

“What happened to the sheriff?” Pappa Hopper asked from the back seat. 

“I don’t know. I hope he’s alright,” Justina replied. Alex exited the parking and excelled the vehicle away from the crowd that was re-gathering out onto the street. 

“I’ve never seen such violence, dear,” Pappa Hopper said. “It reminds me of the riots back in the late sixties. These are paid protestors! I know they are!”

“I hope Breanna Smith got out of there okay,” Justina said. 

“What about Pastor Fox? He was in a bad way the last I saw of him,” Alex said. “Should we go back to see if we can do anything?”

“No, I have 911 on the phone right now, Alex,” Justina said holding up her cell phone to her ear. “Maybe, some of the congregation knew about the attacks ahead of time. That would explain why only a third of them showed up this morning.” 

“Don’t look now, but some of those creeps may be following us to the house,” Alex said as he looked at the rear-view mirror. 

“We can’t go home then, Alex,” Papa Hopper said. “Just hit the highway. They may give up.”

“They are crazy enough to burn our house down, Alex. Keep going! We can go home later,” Justina said.

Alex knew some side streets that quickly brought them to a major highway that was just outside the city limit. 

“Where to?” Alex asked as they entered traffic.

“South, just go south, Alex. Once we get some distance away from here, we can relax. Let’s find a nice restaurant for lunch and then, afterwards go back home,” Justina said.

“I hope the roast is okay,” Papa Hopper said.
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