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	“The luckiest person ever born in the history of the world is the baby being born in America today. We have the secret sauce, and it unleashes human potential like no system has ever unleashed it in history.”

	Warren Buffett, 20141

	

	

	

	

	

	“A great secret sauce has to be tended to. Surely it starts with great ingredients. But you can’t just put it on the stove, turn on the heat, and let it boil away.”

	Anonymous chef, 2018


Prologue

	The United States. November 8, 2016.

	The unthinkable just happened. Donald Trump violated every accepted political norm in winning the presidential election over the heavily favored, more experienced, but much compromised Hillary Clinton. It was a result not many saw coming but one that was made possible by the nation’s grossly incompetent leadership over the prior sixteen years. Picture a dysfunctional family living beyond its means and deeply in debt, with one child already deceased due to gang violence and another addicted to opioids, and both parents at opposite ends of their mobile home yelling and screaming at each other over who’s to blame. This image is not too far from what the United States has become in the first quarter of the twenty-first century. Donald Trump ran as a savior who would fix all of this hypothetical family’s problems. Many opined that Trump’s victory was one of populism, offering unorthodox solutions to appeal to the common (white) man. Others argued that his was a phony populism and that the REAL populists were represented by the likes of Senators Bernie Sanders, who came within a whisker of defeating Hillary Clinton in the Democratic Party primaries and projecting his far-left ideals onto the presidential race.

	There are many people rooting against Trump, just as there were such people who rooted against George W. Bush and Barack Obama when they were in office. Ultimately, however, Bush’s and Obama’s failures were not due to the wishes of malcontented citizens but rather to their own ill-advised policies. Bush’s policies focused more on building nations in the Middle East rather than here at home, while Obama focused on leading the forty percent who were his hard-core supporters rather than the entire populace. Our nation is analogous to the hypothetical family’s father who broke his leg while accompanying the reckless George Bush on a difficult motocross stunt and had his fracture set improperly by the well-intentioned but untrained Barack Obama. The resulting loss of mobility by this hypothetical father has contributed to his unemployment and the dysfunction of his family. Will Trump succeed where his predecessors have failed? While successful presidencies are in America’s best interests, Mr. Trump’s odds don’t appear much better than those of the poor social worker responding to a marital disturbance in the mobile home.

	The stakes of a successful presidency have never been higher. If Donald Trump fails spectacularly, as some experts predict, his one term in office will be followed by the rise of the REAL populists of the Democratic Party in 2020. The story that follows is one possible outcome of a Trump failure. As you read it, just remember it’s a novel, not a prediction.


A Night to Remember

	Washington, D.C. November 7, 2028.

	Ian Caffrey stepped off the 7:30 p.m. Amtrak in Union Station and began the fifteen-minute walk to the Regal Cameron Hotel on Capitol Hill. He needed to find out exactly where his friends were so he could join them for the election victory celebration. With a spreading motion of his thumb and forefinger, he expanded the face of his smartwatch to the size of an old smartphone screen. Speaking into the device, which filtered out all noise except for his voice, he zeroed in on real-time images of the people gathered in front of the hotel. Using his forefinger to see from multiple cameras and directions, he scanned the crowd. Searching, searching, and searching. Ah, there they are! The beauty of real-time feeds from security cameras. Now he wouldn’t have to walk around a throng of thousands searching for Gurmanshu and Anna. The three had been inseparable buddies back to their days at Brown University. That was before Anthony underwent his sex reassignment surgery. Ian had never quite understood why Anthony had done that. He had been quite the ladies’ man at Brown, and a pretty good athlete too. But who was he to judge? Anna was happy, and that’s all that mattered, he thought.

	Ian had been monitoring the election results during his three-and-a-half-hour ride from Pennsylvania Station in New York. Not that there was any suspense. As expected, another landslide victory for the party, with the Democrats about to assume 64 of 102 Senate seats (Puerto Rico had become a state in 2025) and 320 of 440 House seats. Races for state governorships and legislatures weren’t quite as one-sided. Some of those states in the South and Mountain West continued their Republican ways, and it might be some time before they finally joined the twenty-first century. Former President Obama had been right, he thought to himself, when he said that there are still backward people in this country who cling to their religion and guns. Religion and guns. How could any self-respecting individual still cling to those twentieth-century beliefs? Rounding the corner onto New Jersey Avenue, Ian walked directly to the spot under the lamppost displayed on his wristwatch. At 5 feet 8 inches, he was not able to peer over the crush of people blocking his view. As he squeezed his way through, there indeed were Gurmanshu and Anna, exactly where his watch showed them to be.

	“Ian!” shouted Anna. Ian embraced his 6-foot-2-inch friend warmly and then clasped Gurmanshu’s hands. It had been over a year since he left his job with the Department of Housing and Urban Development (HUD) in Washington for a planning position with the New York City Housing Authority, and it felt good to see his friends again.

	“It’s great to see you,” said Anna, who was an attorney at HUD.

	“So glad you could celebrate with us,” Ian shouted back “This is going to be a night to remember. Our first Asian American President, overwhelming control of the Senate. It doesn’t get any better than this!”

	“The Republicans are just about as lame as they’ve always been,” Gurmanshu said, laughing. On this point, Gurmanshu was correct. As a second-generation Sikh immigrant, Gurmanshu had never forgiven the Republicans for their idiotic stance on immigration during the administration of Donald Trump. His father had been a highly sought-after software engineer when the immigration debate turned ugly during the particularly nasty recession of 2019-20. Gurmanshu’s family felt safer departing to Toronto. Luckily, the US came to its senses in 2020 when liberal firebrand Elaine Warner upended Trump, and the Democrats regained full control of Congress. That was how Gurmanshu was able to attend Stony Brook University tuition-free, thanks to the US government. As an e-Procurement Project Manager with HUD, he wasn’t on the cutting edge of technology like his father had been, but his was certainly a more intellectually challenging position than that of his friends. Of course, Ian knew, Gurmanshu would never tell them that.

	The three friends walked toward the hotel entrance to join the victory celebration. It would be some time yet before President-elect Benjamin (Ben) Zhang would take the stage. He would first have to wait for the Republican candidate, Sen. Greg Smith of Arkansas, to give his concession speech. Of course, that shouldn’t be too much longer, given that the popular vote was coming in at 62 percent to 38 percent and Zhang’s electoral count was projected at something like 442-100. Ian looked around, gratified by the crowd around him. This was a true cornucopia of diversity. Every skin color, real and tattooed, along with every possible hair color were represented. There was hardly a person present without several piercings. And the attire—festive, colorful clothing that would make attendees of those twentieth-century Carnival celebrations in Rio blush. Of course, along with the exotic sights came the noticeable scent of perfume combined with the faint whiff of body odor and garlic. But to Ian, it was all good. Twenty-first century diversity was so much more interesting than the white bread and vanilla ice cream of mid-twentieth-century America. What a boring place and time that must have been.

	Three miles away at the Apple Hotel-Georgetown, another crowd had gathered. This group was far fewer in number and far less festive. Of course, the sight of their candidate getting blown out had something to do with the somber mood. For the Republicans, the 2028 elections election represented a new low. As Beau Kittles’s melancholy country hit, “My Betty Lou Became a Bubba,” blared on the sound system among scores of red, white, and blue balloons, three straight-laced, thirty-something Republican Party regulars debated the future of their party. Troy Davison was a state representative and Baptist preacher from rural Texas, Bob McCarthy had just been reelected to serve a second term in the House of Representatives from a district outside Houston, and Jim Ferry was a management consultant based in Washington. They too were college buddies, having graduated from Texas A&M University.

	Jim, ever the logical consultant, began the argument: “It’s time to admit that the old Reagan ideals are gone, and they’re not coming back. It’s time this party thought of some fresh approaches. If the party can’t learn from its defeats, it may be time for us to leave and form a new one.”

	“Fresh approaches, my ass!” shouted Troy. “If you want ‘fresh’ why don’t you go over there and join those freaks at the Regal Cameron? This country needs to get back to the hard-working, God-fearing ideals of our founding fathers.”

	Jim shot back, “You’ve been working hard and fearing God for twenty years, and what has it gotten you? Sixteen of the past twenty years with Barack Obama and Elaine Warner, and now Ben Zhang.”

	Bob interjected, “Peterson was right when he said: ‘A democracy can only exist until the voters discover that they can vote themselves money from the public treasury.’”

	“Who’s Peterson? I thought that quote belonged to Alexis de Tocqueville,” said Jim.

	“No, Elmer Peterson wrote it in The Daily Oklahoman in 1951,” replied Bob. As an up-and-coming politician who was an exceptional debater, he made sure to know all his facts and figures. “Anyway,” he continued, “we now have more than half the population dependent on some kind of government aid or entitlement. No politician is ever going to win by promising to restore fiscal sanity, let alone balance the budget by cutting aid and entitlements.”

	“Exactly,” said Jim. “So how do we break the cycle? Or is it too late? Do we just follow the paths of Rome and the British Empire into the dustbin of history?”

	At this moment, a large cheer erupted as Sen. Smith appeared on the hotel ballroom’s overhead screens. Smith, as most presidential candidates before him, had returned to his home state to vote and to follow the election returns. He was the son of a very successful auto dealer who opted to go into politics rather than the family business. As an intelligent, articulate, and very good-looking man in his late forties, he was thought to be someone who could attract younger voters to the party. Alas, he had had to solidify his position in his native South during the Republican primaries by taking unpopular stands (to all but his supporters) regarding abortion and other social issues. These positions came back to haunt him during the general election and contributed to his landslide defeat to Zhang.

	“My fellow Americans,” Smith began as he launched into the typical concession speech, acknowledging that the people had spoken, thanking his supporters, pledging to do his part to unite America, etc. While the losing candidate droned on, the three college buddies from Texas A&M barely paid attention and, instead, continued their spirited debate.

	“I have no sympathy for this guy,” said Jim, referring to Sen. Smith. “The country’s thirty trillion dollars in debt, and he winds up talking about abortion in the case of rape and incest. If we can’t do any better than this, we might as well just open the gates and let the barbarians in right now.”

	Troy’s face grew redder by the minute. He loved his friend but believed he was totally out of line in disrespecting a hard-working, God-fearing man like Smith. He argued back: “Now wait just a minute! Any nation that doesn’t obey the laws of God doesn’t deserve to survive for the long term. Even the Israelites were cast into slavery when they turned their backs on God. Our moral fiber is what’s held us together these last two hundred and fifty years.”

	At this point, Bob waded into the debate. Ever the skilled politician, Bob was adept at finding a spot in the center from which he could at least reason with those at either extreme. This trait made him one of the more respected Republicans in the House. Furthermore, he was a man who was not afraid to think outside the proverbial box, offering creative ideas and solutions to problems that had vexed others. In that regard, he probably would have been a better management consultant than his friend Jim, and more than a few of his elders speculated that he would become a serious contender for the presidency in a few years. “Actually, you’re both right on the symptoms, but wrong on the cause and the cure,” said McCarthy. “Did Rome’s increasingly bad government cause the laziness and drunken debauchery of its citizens? Or did the lazy, drunken Romans cause bad government? Point is: who cares? Rome got flushed down the toilet, and its citizens went with it. To prevent that from happening here, it seems to me we’ve got to address both ends of the problem: the counterproductive policies of our government and the dependency—I won’t yet call it laziness—of our citizens.” He continued, “Jim, I agree that capitalism has created more wealth in the last three hundred years than any other system before or since. When Adam Smith was writing The Wealth of Nations, the advanced nations of the world were driven by hardy folks like farmers, blacksmiths, and shopkeepers. None of those jobs was rocket science. The average Joe could be a productive member of society and the economy simply by working hard at his job every day.”

	“So what’s your point?” asked Jim.

	“My point,” replied Bob, “is that advanced societies in the twenty-first century are powered by increasingly complex automation developed by a smaller contingent of really intelligent people. So where does that leave the average Joe? On the outside looking in. It’s not that more than half of our citizens have suddenly decided to become lazy. Oh, there’s always the bottom ten percent or so who won’t work no matter what, and they need a good kick in the ass. But I really think the issue with the other forty percent to fifty percent isn’t laziness. It’s that they’re never going to possess the intellectual capacity to compete successfully in a twenty-first century, free market economy.”

	Troy asked, “Okay, so what’s the answer?”

	“Well Troy, I don’t mean to be flippant here but, we could pray for them,” responded Bob with a wry smile that quickly disappeared. He added, in a serious tone, “I’m sorry, that was uncalled for. Actually, this is a problem that traditional economics isn’t prepared to deal with. People aren’t machines; their behavior doesn’t remain constant over the entire length of the marginal product curve.” He laughed. “No wonder they call it the dismal science. These economists spend all their time refuting each other’s theories on capitalism and socialism, and reality never plays out like their models predicted. With all due respect to our old friend Paul Ryan, we can’t just toss the forty percent to the wind and say, ‘Good luck, may your entrepreneurial spirit carry you far in our free market economy.’  We have to find a way to keep them engaged and productive while recognizing their contributions are going to be limited.”

	Troy interrupted. “You’re starting to sound an awful lot like a socialist, Bob. Are you getting ready to cut some deals with your Democratic friends in the House? Maybe another AmeriCorps program? A bunch of idealistic young folk picking their noses and collecting a check from Uncle Sam?”

	Bob was on a roll now and would not be stopped. As Smith wound down his concession speech by hugging his gorgeous wife and their three kids, Bob said “Guys, I know you free marketeers don’t like public sector jobs and minimum wages, but here’s where I think they have a place. I said earlier we have half the population on some kind of government entitlement. They are never going to give this up at the voting booth. But what if we gave them a choice? We tell them ‘Look, you can continue sitting on your ass like you are today and get your monthly check, which by the way, will never keep up with inflation.’” Bob tossed in that extra detail because inflation, which had been very low in the early part of the century, had climbed to four percent and, on occasion, even higher in recent years. “‘Or you can volunteer for a public service corps that will guarantee you a minimum wage that will far exceed your ass-sitting check.’  Once we create some momentum for the concept, we can gradually wean them off their checks. Not everyone, of course. If you’re a quadriplegic, we’re not going to ask you to paint over graffiti.”

	“I’m skeptical. It still sounds like AmeriCorps to me,” said Troy.

	But Bob countered, “Take our inner cities. Most have just gone downhill since the police abandoned them after the Black Lives Matter movement. Should we be surprised? You take some guy from another part of town, of another culture, and put him in a police uniform in a dangerous situation and tell him to maintain order. Guess what? Some guys can handle that kind of stress, and some can’t. Next thing you know, you’ve got cases of brutality and mistreatment, and all the good done by many is wiped out by the bad deeds of a few. Now the good cops don’t want to police there anymore. So here’s where the public service corps comes in: you take everyone from that part of town who knows the culture and knows who’s a regular and who’s not, and you put them on a citizen’s beat. I’m talking hundreds per shift, five on every street corner, if necessary. Mix up the genders and ages so the young men don’t all band together. You put that many people on the street at all hours, and the criminals won’t have room to breathe, let alone commit a crime. Of course, we’d have to pay the citizen’s beat participants an attractive hourly wage, maybe even give them extra pay if no crime happens on their beat during their watch. But we’d save on monthly welfare payments, and we don’t need to hire cops with full body armor and juicy public pensions. Not to mention all the legal settlements these cities are paying for civil rights abuses. And the reduction in crime and controversy versus how we police neighborhoods now: how can you measure that?”

	“Very creative, Bob,” said Jim. “How do you propose to pay for it? There’s no way you’ll reduce welfare payments or police manpower or legal settlements by enough to cover the costs of paying all these people twenty-five dollars an hour or whatever.”

	“Probably not, Jim,” replied Bob. “I know you guys don’t like Value Added Taxes, either, but they make all the sense in the world. Except we have to do two things differently than the Europeans. One, we have to display the tax on the receipt so people know exactly what they’re paying for their government. Two, we have to insist on a major overhaul of the income tax regime. And I plan to do exactly that when I co-introduce a VAT bill next year. There’s one thing you can’t argue about a VAT: everyone pays something to fund this government of ours. Maybe not the very poor who will get a credit up to forty thousand dollars’ worth of purchases, or whatever a family of four in poverty is deemed to purchase in a year’s time. But everyone else who spends gets to pay. And the rich guys who buy boats and jets get to pay more, especially compared to the rich guy who deploys his money investing in new businesses and creating jobs.” Bob had to talk louder now as Smith finished speaking and the crowd in the ballroom rose to applaud. “Listen guys, I don’t claim for a minute that a program such as this solves all our problems,” he said. “And does it get implemented on-the-spot with no tinkering or changes? Of course not! It’s trial and error. But we’ve got to try something. The social ills, the obesity epidemic, the rampant crime and drug abuse that come with more and more idle people who are incapable of keeping up with technological change are slowly killing this country. You and I both know it. And deep down, the Demmies know it too. But they’re as stuck in their sixties’ Great Society as you guys are in your eighties’ Reaganomics.”

	“You’re talking about a massive mobilization of people larger than Roosevelt’s WPA,” said Jim, referring to Franklin Delano Roosevelt’s programs of the 1930s. “Since when have the Feds displayed the competence to make something of that magnitude work? Or have you forgotten the government’s attempts at controlling health care costs?” he asked, referring to the single-payer solution enacted by the Democrats to guarantee health care access for all.

	“The answer is, we don’t rely on Uncle Sam to do it alone,” replied Bob. “We let the states implement. We come up with a formula, say seventy-five to twenty-five. On a per capita basis, the states contribute twenty-five percent of the funds and the Feds seventy-five percent. Each state comes up with an implementation plan that works for their situation, and only the Feds get a veto. The only sacred rule is: money in exchange for a contribution. We’ll call it the CCC, the Civilian Contribution Corps. No handouts. Even older folks can do something like serve as teachers’ aides. Do you know how hard it is to keep order in a classroom these days? They ought to be giving these poor teachers battle pay. If we fill the classrooms with teachers’ aides like we fill the streets with citizens’ beats, we won’t give the classroom troublemaker any space to breathe. In thirty seconds, he’ll have an aide at his desk asking him if he needs help with his math problem.”

	“Very noble ideas, Bob,” yelled Jim over the noise in the ballroom. “But I’ve just got to ask you something. You said the Demmies know we can’t continue down this path of more and more handouts. So why do they keep pushing for them?”

	“That’s simple, my friend,” replied Bob, yelling equally loudly. “Votes. Do you think Zhang really gives a shit about illegal immigrants or convicted felons? Of course not! But he knows where his bread is buttered. Load up the voters’ rolls with people who have no real ability to contribute to the twenty-first century economy and promise them some assistance. It’s the closest thing to the cemetery vote you’ll see in politics today.” Bob was referring to the legacy of the corrupt Tammany Hall politicians of old New York who would pad their totals with the votes of people who had already died.

	“Ben! Ben! Ben! Ben!” the Democratic crowd at the Regal Cameron shouted as soon as Smith’s concession speech concluded. The frenzy increased as the crowd anticipated the entrance of the first Asian American to be elected to the highest office in the land. After electing the first African American in 2008 and the first woman in 2020, it was about time that an Asian American got a chance. As a senator from California, Zhang’s rise to the presidency was swift and remarkable. Like Gurmanshu, Zhang was the US-born child of immigrants. Unlike Gurmanshu, Zhang learned his parents’ native language right down to the slightest nuance, which meant he could speak Mandarin to Chinese government officials as if he were one of them. That proved to be of enormous benefit when, as chairman of the Senate Homeland Security and Governmental Affairs Committee, he was able to intervene on behalf of a major Chinese technology firm in establishing a presence on California soil over the objections of the Defense Department (DoD). The firm’s presence in California meant an additional five hundred factory jobs, and that was more important, in Zhang’s opinion, than any concerns the DoD may have had regarding cyber threats and espionage. Such manufacturing jobs were harder to come by with the continued outsourcing to Asia, and Zhang would be damned if he let silly twentieth century thinking of some anachronistic generals get in the way.

	Zhang’s brightest moment was the compromise he negotiated last year with Senate Republicans to overcome their filibuster and revise the tax code to generate more revenue for the US government. With the national debt pushing $30 trillion, something had to be done. As head of the Budget Committee, he drove a hard bargain with those who insisted on preventing the US from falling behind China’s level of military spending. In exchange for a military budget of $380 billion (vs. China’s $370 billion), Zhang insisted on raising marginal rates to 50 percent on all incomes over $250,000. Republicans squawked loudly, but they really had no choice. Maintaining a military presence on every continent along with the requisite foreign infrastructure spending and aid, combined with zero domestic growth and the increasing demands placed by the aging Baby Boomer generation on Social Security and Medicare meant that something had to give. The senator shrewdly played on the misguided nationalism of the Republicans when he proclaimed to his fellow senators: “Should any man, woman, or transgender here today cast their vote against these necessary revisions to the tax code, let it be known that they will be casting a vote in favor of Chinese military superiority!” The legislation passed by 69 votes and Zhang became a political force to be reckoned with. In twenty-first century America, butter (and pork) were a given. If you wanted guns, you had to be willing to pay for them.

	While the crowd clamored for Zhang, another Chinese American was sitting in his Subaru on Kalorama Road near 18th Street, about three miles from the Regal Cameron. Alim (meaning “scholar” or “learned one”) Fuyuan was an ethnic Uighur and had immigrated to the US during China’s oppression of this mainly Muslim minority during the prior decade. Mehmut Azizi, his compatriot and a fellow Uighur, sat in the passenger seat. The two were recent converts to Wahhabism, the austere form of Islam that insists on a literal interpretation of the Koran. There was a brief period during the anti-immigration spell of 2019 when they would not have been able to enter the US, but Warner’s election removed that obstacle. In fact, Warner’s Democrats reacted with a sort of vengeance: US Immigration and Customs Enforcement (ICE) was phased out, as was the American history portion of US citizenship test, the former deemed an unlawful tool of Trump’s while the latter was deemed offensive to people of non-European heritage. But that all seemed like ages ago, and Alim now had free rein to scout the streets of the Adams Morgan area unimpeded and probe for any security weaknesses. For one thing, he knew this stretch of Kalorama had none of the ubiquitous security cameras that had made it so easy for Ian to spot his friends on New Jersey Avenue. For another, the police presence was sure to be a lot scarcer here than it would be closer to the Capitol on this election night. Most importantly, the Vegan Patriot restaurant on 18th Street would be filled with throngs of infidels who would be celebrating the election of an atheist leader, and a Han atheist at that. To millions of Americans, Zhang represented the best of America’s future: a smart, urbane intellectual with enough self-assurance to become the first Western leader to openly admit his atheism. His impeccable command of the English language and his fluency in both Mandarin and Spanish more than qualified him to lead this increasingly diversifying nation. But to Alim and his fellow Uighurs, Zhang was simply another Han oppressor. Zhang would surely cut deals with his Han brethren in Beijing that would leave the Uighur minority isolated and forgotten. And just look at these people gathered in and around the Vegan Patriot. A mirror image of the diversity gathered at the Regal Cameron a few miles away, they were a veritable freak show. Alim could take pride in delivering them to Satan.

	A mile and a half away, down the street from the Salvation Army building on Morton Street, sat another station wagon. The occupants, Marwan Halabi and Sayid Hajjar, were also Wahhabis and were second-generation immigrants whose parents had come to the US during the great Syrian Civil War of 2011-17. Like the Uighurs on Kalorama, the Syrians were here because of political oppression in their former homeland. And also like the Uighurs, their allegiance was to family, religion, and culture. However, while Alim and Mehmet were armed with AR-15s they had purchased at offbeat gun shows around the country, Marwan and Sayid were armed with a Glock semiautomatic handgun, and they had two thousand pounds of ammonium nitrate fertilizer and fuel oil (ANFO) in their vehicle, the same type of explosive used by Timothy McVeigh to bomb the Oklahoma City federal building in 1995. Since that act, the Feds had greatly restricted access to significant quantities of such material. But with an extensive network of operatives purchasing quantities less than twenty-five pounds, the Syrians were able to acquire enough material to construct a bomb about half as powerful as the one McVeigh used.

	From his Subaru, Alim spoke into his cell phone. “Mujahid Wahid (Fighter One), this is Mujahid Ithnan (Fighter Two), and we are on station.” Alim (Fighter Two) was using his Arabic call sign to inform his cell commander that he and Mehmut Azizi were at their designated location and ready to strike.

	His Wahhabi commander was Harry (Hassan) Kasana. Unlike his compatriots from China and Syria, Harry was a British national with fluency in both English and Arabic, which he acquired in his training in European madrassas, or Islamic religious schools, over the past ten years. While he would have preferred the English language version of numerical designation, he was also willing to defer to operational doctrine when it came to missions of such importance. And doctrine mandated that individual fighters be referred by their Arabic code names. Harry, the son of Pakistani grocers, had grown up in the London borough of Brent. Brent had one of the highest proportions of housing benefit claims in all of Britain, and Harry’s childhood was not a happy one. As Europe and especially Britain became more deferential to diverse cultures, Sharia law became more commonplace in areas such as Brent. Harry’s father was a true believer who enforced strict discipline in his household. Even minor transgressions of the Sharia code were met with swift physical punishment. This mainly affected the women of the Kasana household, but Harry was not exempt from a whipping every now and then. Harry had started out with an interest in science and technology and had actually enrolled at London Metropolitan University. However, the coursework was difficult and certainly not as inspiring as the education he had received at his madrassa. After dropping out of London Metropolitan after one semester, he made his way to Syria to participate in that country’s civil war. Taking advantage of the great Syrian migration of 2016, he moved to Hamburg, Germany to study with the fiery Imam Abujamal al-Khoury. The imam had identified him as a particularly promising youth who would benefit from additional religious study and referred him for further “training” in other major cities of Western Europe. With al-Khoury’s blessing, Harry made his way via Canada and its lax immigration rules to the United States.

	Harry’s plan was over two years in development and execution. It would not have been possible but for the aforementioned network of operatives. The people in this network had no clue for whom they were purchasing their allotted quantities of fertilizer and fuel oil or for what purpose. All they knew was they were to utilize the money they were given and to deliver the purchased material to a certain individual at a designated time and place. Like the Uighurs and Syrians in their station wagons, their loyalty was to family, religion, and culture rather than to the country to which they had emigrated. While the majority of them suspected something was being planned, they had no idea what, where, or when. In fact, one of the shipments was derailed when a careless courier’s car (and his load) were stolen in Kansas. The remaining fertilizer and fuel oil deliveries were consolidated into larger quantities and gradually made their way east and north toward an old garage near the intersection of 46th and S. Ellis streets in Chicago.

	Launching the final phase of his operation in such a large urban area might have seemed risky, but in doing so Harry was following two of Sun Tzu’s (The Art of War) principles that had been incorporated into the operational doctrine: “Appear where you are not expected,” and “In the midst of chaos, there is also opportunity.” Certainly, the Feds would not expect anyone to be audacious enough to deliver large quantities of ANFO right under their noses. But such audacity would be a little easier if undertaken in a crime-ridden, dysfunctional city like Chicago. All that remained was the eleven-hour drive to Washington D.C.

	The first key element in Harry’s plan was an eight-thousand-pound Foxx truck equipped with mountings to make it appear to be a police department’s special operations vehicle. This had been accomplished only yesterday in an old garage on Martin Luther King Jr. Avenue in the city’s southeastern section. While special cameras, light racks, and police markings were being applied to the exterior, five thousand pounds of ANFO (straight from Chicago) and an accompanying electric firing device were loaded and installed in the interior. The second key element was two disaffected ex-police officers, one from the Metropolitan Police Department of Washington D.C. and one from the New York City Police Department. Both had become disillusioned by the increasing thanklessness of their jobs and the equally increasing corruption of some of their colleagues. Conversion to Wahhabism seemed a welcome relief to the stresses of inner city policing. Max (now Mustafa) Anderson and Korey Henry (now Khalil el-Hashem) would be especially valuable given their knowledge of likely police tactics and communication tendencies during an emergency. Harry might be the brains behind this operation, but with his British accent he could never be the face. Mustafa and Khalil were more than adequate for that role.

	“Mujahid Ithnan,” said Harry, replying to Alim. “Copy that. Mujahid Thalatha (Fighter Three), are you on station?” He was calling out to Marwan on Morton Street. He had little to fear regarding this cell phone conversation. One of the unfortunate aspects of the anti-immigration fiasco of the late 2010s was that many highly qualified software security engineers were forced from their jobs, and a few turned their talents toward more nefarious means. The German imam al-Khoury was quick to take advantage, and he engaged them in the hacking of an older model iPhone and replacing its security features with a homegrown, secure operating system. In effect, Harry’s team was communicating on encrypted devices that wouldn’t be monitored or decoded by the Feds until after their mission was complete. Harry checked his iPhone and noted the time: 8:58 p.m. Two more minutes. The infidel Christian, Greg Smith, was just finishing his speech, and the nonbeliever Benjamin Zhang was about to begin his. Harry’s team of dedicated mujahideen would give the American bastards a night to remember.

	When three cell phones simultaneously indicated 9 p.m., Alim and Mehmut got out of their vehicle on Kalorama Road and walked briskly toward the Vegan Patriot, Alim leaving his phone dialed into Harry’s three-way call so that his fellow fighters could listen in on the action. They quickly separated, with Alim continuing toward the front entrance to the Vegan Patriot on 18th Street while Mehmut proceeded up an alley off Kalorama toward the service entrance. Meanwhile, Marwan started his car, now a Vehicle-Borne Improvised Explosive Device (VBIED), rounded the corner at Sherman Avenue, made another right turn on Park Road, and headed for the Tenth Precinct Station House a block away. Moving at a high rate of speed toward the entrance, he shouted “Allahu akbar!” Two alert Metropolitan Police Department officers managed to dive out of the way of the oncoming vehicle, quickly draw their sidearms, and fire several shots. Sayid, in the passenger seat, was killed instantly. Marwan was protected by improvised vehicle armor and thus not slowed by the officers’ quick reactions. As he drove up over the curb, he pressed his right hand on the detonator and disappeared in a two-thousand-pound blast. The resulting explosion incinerated the two officers and leveled the station house with eighteen more police officers and civilian employees inside. It could be heard outside the Capital Beltway more than twenty miles away.

	Neither Alim and Mehmut nor any of the Vegan Patriot’s diverse group of patrons heard the blast at the Tenth Precinct. Shouting the familiar call to glory “Allahu akbar!” Alim opened fire on the screaming patrons who desperately fled toward the rear of the restaurant. Their escape was cut off by Mehmut. It was over quickly. Not one of Vegan Patriot’s sixty-eight customers survived the carnage.

	Within minutes, police were shouting on their radios for backup assistance as well as fire department and EMS support. Police and fire department vehicles were slowed somewhat by a relatively new phenomenon in urban emergency response: the presence of self-driving cars on the streets. While an absolute boon to the mobility of the citizenry, many of these cars were not adequately programmed to respond to the approach of multiple emergency vehicles from behind. While a human driver would instinctively turn toward the curb to allow emergency vehicles to pass, the self-driving variety continued plodding along at twenty miles per hour, blocked by obstacles in front or to the side from reacting to the commotion behind them. This meant that the human drivers of emergency vehicles had to make extra maneuvers to get around them, and precious time was lost getting to the Tenth Precinct and the Vegan Patriot. Third District Police Captain Paul Criss arrived at the restaurant just as Alim and Mehmut concluded the first phase of their deadly mission and took up defensive positions inside.

	While Criss was getting ready to issue orders and position his officers around the building, a desperate call came over the radio: “Lieutenant Senna here. Code Thirty! The Tenth Precinct House is gone! Obliterated, plus at least a dozen vehicles in the street! Buildings on either side of the precinct house hit pretty badly! Requesting all available EMS units at once!”

	As the senior officer on duty in the Third District, Criss realized he now had to contend with two major crises in his area of responsibility. He contacted his boss, the Third District Commander, and requested backup from the First, Second, and Fourth districts. The commander relayed his request to Metropolitan Police Department Chief Karen Cromwell.

	Cromwell’s answer: “You can have backup from the Second and the Fourth. I can’t spare the First.” The First District, of course, was where the United States Capitol and Supreme Court buildings are located, and there was no way the chief would compromise security in that important district.

	Criss’s counterpart in the Second District, Captain Oliver Bassinault (pronounced “BASS-in-oh”), had a decision to make. His on-duty officers were patrolling the grounds near the White House as well as providing security for the Republican election night gathering in the Georgetown district. He didn’t like the idea of either of those areas being exposed while redeploying his officers. Because the Apple Hotel was closer to the action occurring in the Third District, he decided to order the units presently there to the Third and bring in a couple of units in from remote areas of Tenleytown and Westover Place. It would take about fifteen minutes for those units to get to the Apple Hotel, but that was an interval that Bassinault would have to accept. Getting reinforcements to the Third District was more important.

	At 9:02 p.m., the three college buddies from Texas A&M heard a large boom and asked each other: “What the hell was that?” The Republicans at the Apple Hotel heard the precinct house explosion because their applause was dying down and there were fewer of them in the ballroom. The Democrats at the Regal Cameron were at first unaware because they were more numerous and were just gearing up to welcome Zhang. But within minutes, television screens across the US were blanketed with breaking news bulletins about the attacks occurring in the nation’s capital.

	The mood at both the Apple Hotel and the Regal Cameron turned from cheering and applause to horrified gasps followed by silence. Unlike Smith, who had returned to Arkansas, Zhang had elected to remain in D.C. and had just walked onto the stage at the Regal Cameron when the overhead screens began to flash the news bulletins. He never got the chance to speak. His aides and Secret Service personnel quickly surrounded him and whisked him from the stage to a more secure location in the hotel basement. Ian and Anna immediately suspected the work of a neo-Nazi group determined to detract from the election of another progressive, diverse candidate. If not that, then probably an anti-abortion group upset with the prospect of four more years of permissive abortion policy. Gurmanshu, whose family hailed from India and had seen firsthand the effects of Wahhabi fanaticism, wasn’t so sure. Their eyes stayed glued to the screens in hopes of learning more.

	The District of Columbia Fire and Emergency Medical Services Department was now on the scene at the Tenth Precinct House. While crews from four engines battled the flames engulfing the police station and its neighboring buildings, multiple EMS units hauled away the dead and injured, many of whom were burned beyond recognition. Fire department personnel exhibited extraordinary bravery by approaching the rear of the neighboring buildings and extricating any survivors. At least fifteen people owed their lives to these heroic firefighters. A mile and a half away, Criss’s men and women were engaged in a shootout with the two Uighur fighters in the Vegan Patriot. Standard police procedure called for tear gas to be fired through the windows of the restaurant followed by an assault. However, Criss knew there were likely several wounded patrons inside, and tear gas would exacerbate their situation. In addition to reinforcements from the Second District, he called for sharpshooters and a hostage negotiation team in the hope that he could catch the assailants off guard and perhaps take a clean shot (or shots). He knew there were at least two assailants inside, but perhaps there were more. He would have to probe for unexposed entry points and stage an assault if the sharpshooters couldn’t get a clean look. He would have to decide quickly. The wounded inside the restaurant would likely bleed to death if he didn’t get to them soon. Unbeknownst to Criss, no wounded remained.

	Harry, Mustafa, and Khalil listened to all of the commotion from two sources: the cell phone that was still in Alim’s breast pocket and the police radio that Mustafa operated. There wasn’t much Harry could do for the Uighur fighters. They had fulfilled their mission and had a large number of police pinned down. They were on their own now and would soon be enjoying the pleasures of seventy-two virgins. He disconnected from the call to minimize the distraction. At 9 p.m., Harry and his team had pulled out of the garage on Martin Luther King, crossed the Anacostia River, and proceeded toward one of two destinations. Harry’s preferred destination would have been the Regal Cameron and President-elect Zhang. However, Cromwell’s decision to maintain her units in the First District meant that Harry had to resort to Plan B. By monitoring the police radio, Harry figured he had about fifteen minutes before the Metropolitan Police could resume coverage at the Apple Hotel. That would be their destination. Light rack flashing, they pulled in front of the hotel at 9:12 p.m. Mustafa and Khalil jumped out of the special operations vehicle while Harry waited behind the wheel. They ran to the entrance and presented their Metropolitan Police identification to hotel security personnel.

	“We’re here to take command until the situation in the Third District is under control,” said Mustafa to the head of security at the Apple Hotel. “Sergeant Henry here will cover the service entrance until we get another unit on the scene.”

	With those words, Khalil moved quickly through the crowd and descended the stairs toward the rear of the hotel he had scouted several times earlier. Had the security person been more aware, he might have been suspicious of the type of vehicle that the Metropolitan Police had sent over. He also would have been suspicious of the police markings on the vehicle, which did not conform exactly to standard markings in use. However, in the urgency of the moment, he was not looking at such details. He was just thankful to have coverage again after the three police units assigned to his hotel had been called away.

	Khalil reached the rear service entrance, presented his badge to the two security people present, and shot them dead with several rounds from his Glock. Opening the service entrance door, he called Harry and notified him that the way was clear. Harry placed his vehicle in drive and moved down M Street and rounded the corner at 24th. Beginning to get a little suspicious now, the head of security asked Mustafa why the vehicle was leaving the front of the hotel. Mustafa told him that standard operating procedure was to move the command vehicle to the side of the hotel to prevent it from being an open target. A replacement unit would be out front shortly, he assured him. Meanwhile Harry turned left again at an alley off 24th and toward the service entrance at the back of the hotel. Khalil was there and motioned him to drive inside. The two exchanged nods as Harry shouted “Allahu akbar!” and pressed the detonator.

	The explosive force of five thousand pounds of ANFO brought the entire structure of the Apple Hotel-Georgetown to the ground. There were 938 people in the building that night. Only 132 survived, including Troy Davison who became a quadriplegic. Jim Ferry and Bob McCarthy did not. Neither did the Republican Party, which lost most of its younger, forward-thinking members in the blast. What remained of the party became increasingly fringe-like. America would live on, but its politics would be changed forever.


Half the Cost, Twice the Effectiveness

	Carlisle, PA  August 28, 2030.

	US Army Colonel Grant Sims ascended the steps of Collins Hall at the Army War College on this humid summer day. He was about to meet up with his civilian counterpart, Brent Mullaney, for final preparations before the two of them would present their thesis to the War College Review Board. Mullaney was his teammate on this final hurdle that would determine whether they would graduate with a master's degree in Strategic Studies. The mission of the Army War College was “to prepare selected military, civilian, and international leaders for the responsibilities of strategic leadership,” and career success depended on successful completion of the course. In recent years, the college had become much more competitive with only one in three participants actually receiving the coveted master's degree. Sims and Mullaney were in this together: if they nailed their presentation, they most assuredly would achieve their degrees and could count on future promotional opportunities. For Sims, that would mean advancement to brigadier general and beyond. For Mullaney, presently deputy assistant secretary of state for political-military affairs, it would mean promotion to full assistant secretary and eventually undersecretary. Heck, Secretary of State Brent Mullaney would even be a possibility. Mullaney liked the sound of that.

	The Army War College had been in existence since the beginning of the twentieth century. Notable alumni included Dwight Eisenhower, George Patton, and Norman Schwarzkopf of Gulf War fame. A master's degree from the college had always been considered extremely helpful, but not essential, toward attaining a star (becoming a general). Lately, with direct combat opportunities few and far between, a War College degree had taken on much more importance in an army officer's career. The army made it tougher by scaling back the number of slots, consistent with a downsizing military. A couple of decades ago, the college had enrollment of about eight hundred military and civilian students, about seventy-five percent military. Now there were only four hundred students, only half of whom were military. Not only were there fewer students, but the demands placed on them were more arduous. Coursework was added, and foreign language skills received more emphasis. Exchange programs with other nations’ military colleges were now mandatory, meaning more time away from families. But the grand finale was the War College Review Board. The Army War College had always required a thesis in order to graduate. The thesis required quite a bit of work, and, every once in a while, it would trip up some unworthy student like the senator from Montana a few years back who plagiarized his. But most attendees who put in the effort were rewarded with a master’s degree. Now, however, you had to pair up with peer from the opposite end of the military-civilian spectrum: if you were military, you were assigned a civilian teammate and vice versa. Upon completion of your thesis, you and your teammate had to present it to a Review Board consisting of four general officers and four undersecretaries from various executive departments of the US government. These four were generally from the departments of Defense, State, and Homeland Security, though other departments could be represented. It was not an understatement to say that the Review Boards could make or break a promising career, and more than a few students had left Collins Hall with moist eyes or worse.

	“Brent!” Sims called out when he noticed his teammate. “Are you ready to roll?”

	“Hell yes! Haven't eaten one GMO food or touched a drop of alcohol in over a week. I'm as mentally and physically alert as I've ever been,” Mullaney said, laughing.

	“Good,” replied Sims. “We'll have you out on a sixteen-mile road march yet” he said, referring to the grueling Army Ranger training exercise. Turning more serious, he continued: “You know…we're taking a hell of a gamble here. We're making some pretty radical proposals. The brass might not like what we have to say.”

	Mullaney countered, “You worry too much, my friend. Somebody's got to shake the old guard up. They may not agree with everything we propose, but they'll have to give us due credit for our research and analysis. You know how competitive it's gotten? If we just go in with milquetoast recommendations like the rest of our classmates, we'll have a one-in-three chance of making the cut. I'd rather try to make a real difference and go down fighting than just tell these guys what they want to hear.”

	“I suppose you’re right, Mullaney,” said Sims. “There was a time earlier in my career when I was a risk-taker, not afraid of anything. I’m not saying I’m a hero or anything, but I braved death more than once as a JO (junior officer) in Iraq and Afghanistan. But I’ve never been so scared in my life. Check that, not scared, but not very confident either. Everything I’ve accomplished in the military is riding on this one presentation. Somehow taking this kind of risk doesn’t seem prudent.”

	“Aw, c’mon Sims,” Mullaney replied. “I’d expect this from some kind of Justice Department weenie. You’re a US Army, ex-Ranger, Special Ops god. Where are your kahunas?” It was 12:55 p.m. The board was scheduled to begin its session at 1 p.m. (13:00 in military time).

	At the specified time, an army major stepped into the hallway and called Messrs. Sims and Mullaney into the conference room. As they entered the room, they were flabbergasted to see that the board chairperson would be President Zhang’s Defense Secretary Susan McElroy. They had heard that the Review Boards included distinguished guests from time to time, but they had never imagined that theirs would include someone of such high rank. McElroy was a Defense Department lifer who had made her mark during Elaine Warner’s first term when she led multiparty negotiations to limit the range of Iran’s ballistic nuclear missiles to 5,000 kilometers (3,100 miles). Each board member had a full copy of the thesis in front of him or her. They had read the document in the preceding weeks and most likely had already prepared their intended questions. A summary version in PowerPoint form was projected onto the overhead screen. Sims and Mullaney introduced themselves and thanked the board for the opportunity to make their important presentation, titled “Half the Cost, Twice the Effectiveness.” They would address the following themes:

	
		Introduce the concept of America’s return on investment (ROI) in defense and foreign policy

		Evaluate actual results (based on ROI) achieved in the twentieth and twenty-first centuries

		Anticipate future ROI based on present investment levels (policy objectives and force structure)

		Analyze causal factors of subpar ROI

		Revise foreign policy to improve ROI

		Redesign the force consistent with revised foreign policy



	
	The pair knew they were dealing with quite a diverse set of skills on the Review Board. The board’s senior military member was Lieutenant General Thomas Cochrane, Army War College Commandant and an engineer by training. While not a “bean counter” in the traditional sense, his engineering experience would typically stress the need to accomplish a task with speed and efficiency. At least he could relate to the concept of ROI. Air Force Brigadier General Antonio Figueroa had previously served with the Defense Contract Management Agency and would also be cognizant of the need for cost efficiency. Another Susan, Ms. Susan Nakatomi, would certainly understand ROI concepts in her present job as Assistant Secretary of State for Economic and Business Affairs, or at least she ought to. That was the good news. The not-so-good-news was that the other five board members, two War College faculty members plus McElroy and two civilians from the Department of Homeland Security, were career specialists who would have only a rudimentary understanding or appreciation of return on investment. Sims’s and Mullaney’s challenge would be to educate these five without condescending to them or worse, dumbing their presentation down so much as to insult the other three members. Their task was made more difficult because ROI did not have a positive image in military circles, having been associated with the less-than-successful tenures of DoD secretaries Robert McNamara and Donald Rumsfeld (his second tour). The presenters planned to address this reality directly.

	Sims opened the meeting by presenting the current state of military spending. Overall defense spending had been cut almost in half from $720 billion in 2010 (when wars were being simultaneously waged in Iraq and Afghanistan) to $390 billion last year. While overall federal spending had increased to almost thirty-five percent of US GDP, defense spending had declined to less than two percent of GDP, a level not seen since the 1920s. Of course, the 1920s represented an era when there were few perceived threats to the US mainland, and the world was recovering from the trauma of World War I. Active duty headcount, meanwhile, was down to 575,000, and turnover was at all-time highs for the all-volunteer era; the declining headcount without an accompanying reduction in foreign policy demands meant that the military was simply burning people out. Partly to stem turnover, personnel benefits were now consuming twelve percent of the DoD’s budget, mostly driven by ever increasing health care costs. Research and development budgets of $30 billion were being used to identify ways to reduce the military’s carbon footprint in addition to maintaining its technical superiority. Twenty-five percent of the department’s procurement budget was being set aside for minority-owned businesses, which did not necessarily result in the most cost-efficient acquisition. None of these facts was new to the board members. Sims intended to get through this introductory section as quickly as possible. No good could come from appearing to be critical of US economic policy or federal spending priorities.

	“Madame Secretary, the purpose of this presentation is to recommend an approach that will enable our great nation to make maximum use of its defense dollars. Even though we’re spending half of what we used to on defense, we can execute on a strategy that is twice as effective as any we’ve ever pursued. But before we go any further, I would like to ask a rhetorical question of the board. How many of you would contribute to your Thrift Savings Plans knowing that for each dollar you contributed, you would get two dollars upon retirement?” Sims was referring to the 401(k)-like program for federal civilian and military personnel. “Of course the answer is self-evident. Conversely, no one would contribute a dime if they expected to get back ninety cents on their dollar. But what if you could expect to receive a dollar and ten cents for each dollar contributed? Your answer would probably depend on what other investment options you might have and what you could expect to earn from them. If you have a financial advisor on the outside whom you trust, and he or she could get you a dollar fifteen on your money, you’d probably invest with that person instead. Now if I told you the Thrift Savings Plan would pay you two or three dollars for each dollar you contributed, the decision becomes a no-brainer and you’d contribute as much as you possibly could. So what does this have to do with US defense and foreign policy?” Sims had cleverly personalized his key theme: the desirability of a favorable return on investment. He did so in a nonthreatening way that all of the board members could relate to regardless of their knowledge level. “Given the present constraints on defense spending, it’s high time we regarded every defense and foreign policy dollar as an investment requiring a favorable rate of return for the United States. Failure to do so will be as detrimental to our nation’s future as investing in a ninety-cent Thrift Savings Plan would be to our individual retirements. The subject of our thesis is a data-driven analytical approach to maximizing outcomes from our declining military and foreign policy spending. I will ask my colleague, Brent Mullaney, to expand on this concept and provide specific examples,” said Sims as he gestured to his teammate. He took a seat off to the side as Sims glided confidently to the lectern.

	Mullaney began, “Madame Secretary and esteemed board members. Colonel Sims and I have analyzed data from the post-World War II era through the present to better understand what kind of return we have realized on our defense and foreign policy dollars.” The deputy assistant secretary proceeded to walk his audience through a number of cases. The Marshall Plan cost the US about $13 billion and increased trade with European nations by $5 billion per year through 1951 for an ROI of twenty-four percent. The US spent about $15 billion on Pershing nuclear missiles in Europe in the 1980s. Using a computational algorithm known as a Monte Carlo simulation, the teammates estimated the US would have needed to average $11.5 billion annually on conventional military hardware to provide the same deterrent effect. Either that or risk a low-probability event of a Soviet invasion of Western Europe with an accompanying loss of worldwide trade flows and economic output. Minimum ROI on Pershing missiles: ninety-two percent. Sims, sitting to the side of the conference room, noticed the board members leaning forward in their chairs.

	Ah good, thought Sims, at least we have their attention.

	Mullaney continued, “Of course, not all of our spending has had such favorable outcomes over the years. In fact, far less than half has generated a positive ROI. Exhibit Number One: the Stryker Armored Vehicle program from earlier this century. Too heavy to be airdropped and too light to engage tanks, I’m sure you all would agree that the benefits of the program are almost impossible to identify. In numerical terms, zero. In an ROI model, that equates to a zero percent return, and that

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
		Defending South Korea:negative ROI

		Defending Japan:negative ROI

		Continued military presence in Europe:negative ROI

		Furthering democracy and fightingproxy wars in the Middle East:negative ROI



	
		Chasing warlords in Africa: negative ROI




	

	
		Continued membership in andfunding of the United Nations, IMF,and World Bank:negative ROI



	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
		Target cannot be a US citizen

		Target must clearly and convincingly evidence hostile intent

		Action should present no collateral risk to passersby

		Action must receive prior approval of National Command Authority
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