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			For my daughter. Giving you life gave me life.
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			Chapter One

			The Legacy 
Media Lion’s Den

			You never forget your first time.

			As I stepped through the front door of the Washington Hilton, I could tell right away that I was in the wrong place. There, standing in the middle of the nondescript lobby, was a scene right out of a nightmare: hundreds of members of the corporate media and Hollywood elite, all rubbing shoulders and shaking hands, flashing their fake smiles, and trying not to let their Botox show under the dim, flickering lights.

			For a moment, I froze.

			The primal part of my brain—the one that lights up in dark parking garages at night, alerting women to the presence of creeps and con-men and predators—told me to kick off my heels and run away.

			Get out of here, Bianca, it said. Go find some normal people to hang out with tonight. There’s still time!

			Already, I had endured a few unexpected detours. Outside the hotel, there was an unruly crowd of angry Hamas supporters, their heads covered with keffiyeh, some with their hands and faces covered in red paint. As I walked past them toward the front door, they’d screamed, “Shame on you!” “Free Palestine!” and other ignorant chants. Even now, over the muted conversation and dull music, I could still hear the bullhorns. So, turning back wasn’t really an option. It’s not like I was going to risk getting a big red handprint on my dress.

			I pressed on.

			It was April 2024, and the White House Correspondents’ Dinner was about to begin.

			Over the years, I’d watched a few of these dinners on television. They’d looked about as appealing to me as a night in a crack house with Hunter Biden. So, I’d never gotten too bent out of shape about not being invited, even after more than three decades in the journalism business.

			Still, when I was invited to “nerd prom,” as it’s called around the Beltway, I decided to give it a shot. Early in my career as a reporter, I learned that seeing something with your own eyes is always better than seeing it through the lens or filter of someone else. There was no substitute for getting out, pounding the pavement, and seeing what something was really like. Over the years, that impulse had led me to the scenes of countless SWAT standoffs, police chases, and murder scenes. It had brought me within spitting distance of serious danger, and it had also allowed me to land some of the most memorable scoops of my career.

			Now, it was going to lead me straight through this crowd of Trump haters and swamp creatures—right into the lion’s den.

			Moving through the lobby, I was curious and excited. Familiar faces floated by in the distance, all headed toward the cavernous ballroom at the hotel’s center, where tables of ten and twelve were arranged and set for dinner. I was happy to see that my dress, a vintage black caftan, helped me blend in with the crowd. A few days earlier, when I was still considering the invitation, I’d asked a friend who’d been to a few of the dinners over the years what I should wear.

			“Don’t go overboard, Bianca,” he’d said. “DC thinks Laura Ashley is haute couture.”

			At the time, I’d been holding a red satin gown in front of my face on a hanger, deciding whether I could get it dry-cleaned in time for the dinner. I’d laughed, throwing it down on my bed, and decided to go with my black caftan, which had a V-neck and pearls running up the collar. I figured it was Jackie O with a slight Arabian flair. Or, as my colleagues in this room might call it: cultural appropriation.

			Now, even that was beginning to seem like too much. Women milled around their white-clothed tables in outfits of black and navy. I found my seat at the Newsmax table, champagne flute in hand, and scanned the faces in the gathering crowd.

			Senator Chuck Schumer, whom I covered decades ago during my first years as a cub reporter in Albany, was there. So were Secretary of the Treasury Janet Yellen and Jeffrey Katzenberg, co-chair of Joe Biden’s reelection campaign. I had to admit, as a journalist, that being close to power felt good. As a young reporter, I used to hang around the halls of state capitals, microphone in hand, just to get a brush-off quote from people like this. Now twenty-five years later, while I was often interviewing and covering stories about the politicians in the room, I rarely found myself in social situations with them.

			That’s because I wasn’t one of them.

			Far from it.

			I grew up working class in a small Boston suburb. My single mother worked as a flight attendant to put me through school, and she taught me that the only way to get ahead in life was by working hard (and looking good while you did it). I rose through the ranks of TV journalism without a single connection, more or less annoying my way to the top by refusing to take no for an answer. An approach I now call “pleasantly persistent.” Using my mother’s work ethic and my own brand of hard-nosed reporting, I earned my right to spend three hours a day talking straight to the American people as an anchor on Newsmax, one of the few media outlets that hasn’t gone completely insane over the past few years.

			Unlike some of my colleagues gathered in the Washington Hilton that evening, I didn’t have to lie to my audience. I didn’t have to pretend that people could change genders at the drop of a hat, or that the campus protestors chanting for the murder of Jews were just a bunch of young rascals out having a good time. I definitely didn’t have to pretend, as they all did, that Joe Biden was anything other than an old man with serious cognitive issues.

			Not that my conscience would have allowed me to do so anyway.

			By the night of the dinner, I had watched the Biden crew implement the most inflationary policies this country had ever seen. Food was more expensive. Gasoline was more expensive. Even red wine—which, for some, was an absolute necessity if you were going to watch the news in Joe Biden’s America—was more expensive. Not to mention that World War III seemed imminent. Every morning, I woke up and checked my phone to find news of some new thing for my viewers to freak out about. Russia, emboldened by our nation’s weak commander in chief, had made credible threats of nuclear strikes. Iran had already sent dozens of missiles into Israel, presumably purchased with the $10 billion that Team Biden had allowed the regime to access in the form of relief from sanctions—a complete reversal of the Trump administration’s policies.

			The Middle East was in shambles. Small-town America wasn’t doing much better. And all Joe Biden seemed concerned about was keeping his radical, left-wing base happy. On the rare occasions he managed to string a full sentence together, that sentence usually had something to do with “ultra-MAGA Republicans” (by which he meant the sizeable percentage of the electorate who still supported Donald Trump). Rather than being tough on Hamas, an actual terror group, the Biden administration had decided to go all-in on prosecuting people who’d participated peacefully in protests on January 6, 2021, handing out sentences with “terrorism enhancements” that put them away for years. And rather than trying to beat former President Trump on his record—which included no new wars, a booming economy, and a president who knew where he was and didn’t need to wear diapers—Joe Biden’s administration had put him on trial for nonsensical crimes, putting the United States on a fast track to becoming a third-world banana republic. All the while, they insisted that it was Donald Trump, the candidate who did not routinely try to lock up his political opponents, who posed the threat of “fascism.” If George Orwell, patron saint of journalists everywhere, watched one of these programs for more than five minutes, he’d probably run screaming.

			When the anchors of CNN, MSNBC, and other legacy media networks accidentally stumbled on these facts, they tended to pretend they weren’t real. Or blame Donald Trump. Whatever was easier. When the New York Times got wind that people were concerned about rising crime rates, it published a piece insisting that crime was not, in fact, rising, and that anyone who thought so was a right-wing racist. When CNBC heard that people were concerned about rampant inflation, it published an article titled “The Economy Is Doing Well; Why Don’t Americans Know It?” insisting that the high prices (which everyone had seen with their own eyes) were just an illusion that stupid people believed.

			Even the supposedly objective news outlets that I had grown up with no longer believed in their mission as brokers of the truth. Instead, they saw their role in society as defeating “racism,” “fascism,” and “white supremacy.” They would twist any fact if it meant helping Joe Biden and hurting Donald Trump.

			Even if they had to lie. Blatantly.

			The attitude of the mainstream media had been summed up by Katherine Maher, the clown-like figure who’d recently been appointed CEO of NPR, during a TED talk she gave in 2012: “For most of our tricky disagreements,” she said, “seeking the truth and seeking to convince others of the truth might not be the right place to start. In fact, our reverence for the truth might be a distraction that’s getting in the way of finding common ground and getting things done.”

			Which brings me to the most important difference between me and the hundreds of so-called journalists gathered in the Washington Hilton ballroom that evening: I still did my job, and I still cared about the truth. When I saw inflation, I called it inflation. When I saw a doddering old man step up to the podium in the White House briefing room, I called him that (or whatever my producers would let me get away with). In my mind, the proper relationship between a journalist and a politician, to quote the great journalist H. L. Mencken, “should be akin to that between a dog and a lamppost.”

			In other words, I wanted to report on people in power, not suck up to them at fancy dinners and Ivy League alumni events (not that I got invited to many of those anyway). I wanted to work in a journalism industry that was much more like the one I’d grown up in: irreverent, fun, and staffed by people who could take a joke. More than anything, I wanted to seek the truth, not push a narrative. Luckily, there were a few journalists left in the world who agreed with me. Most of them were gathered around the Newsmax table with smiles on their faces, laughing rather than looking around for things at which to take offense. At this table, where the cool kids sat, you could say things that were forbidden pretty much everywhere else in the room. You could, for instance, openly declare that there were only two genders, or that hairy men with penises shouldn’t be allowed into locker rooms with little girls. You could say that most people probably didn’t need to get forty-seven COVID-19 booster shots. You could even say “make America great again,” as long as you did it under your breath and out of sight of the security cameras.

			Anywhere else in the room, that kind of talk would get you in big trouble. Say any of that at the MSNBC table, and someone was bound to start crying. Say it at the NPR table, and one of the journalists would probably file federal hate crime charges and put on a neck brace. Somehow, the profession I had loved for so many years had become filled with a bunch of whiny, miseducated babies, always ready to pounce on one another for saying the wrong thing or expressing the wrong opinion. If I were working at one of these classic outlets, I might have been scared. After all, I have more “wrong opinions” than a wild dog has fleas.

			By choice, I wasn’t working for the legacy media. I was an actual journalist, here in the Hall of Propaganda as a representative of one of the last networks in the country willing to call out those in power and report the facts.

			After standing around and talking with my colleagues for a few minutes, cracking jokes and dodging frosty glares from the mainstream reporters in the room, I decided to branch out a little. I mean, what’s the point of going to the zoo if you’re not going to check out the reptile cage, right?

			As I ventured out, some of the other advice my friend had given me rang in my head. Bring mints, Bianca. Eat before you get there, because the food is bad. Don’t drink too much at dinner. And, most important: Work the room. If there’s someone you want to cultivate as a source—and there will be—put your phone in their hand and get their contact info. Don’t be shy.

			I had to chuckle at that last one.

			Over the course of my career, people have called me many things, some of which aren’t fit to print here.

			“Shy” isn’t one of them.

			Right away, I bumped into Alejandro Mayorkas, Joe Biden’s head of the Department of Homeland Security. I couldn’t help but wince because, due to this man’s disastrous dereliction of duty, the DHS had allowed border crossings to surge to levels that were previously unthinkable. For years on my show at Newsmax—Newsline—I had been exposing the full-blown crisis he and his boss had created, from the horror of children who’d been found abandoned in the desert, and the eighty-five thousand children lost across America, to the trafficked women who’ve been raped and exploited by drug cartels in the wake of Biden’s wide open border policy.

			I wanted to interview this guy. Or at least ask him how he slept at night (although I suspected the answer was: upside down, in a cave, with the other nocturnal monsters). So, I swallowed my disgust, walked right up to him, and asked him to come on my show. He agreed immediately, with the canned response, Have your people call my people.

			And then I was off, walking into another sea of famous faces. One of them, which sat a little below the rest, belonged to Dr. Anthony Fauci, quite possibly the most disastrous public servant in the history of the United States. He waved at me (probably mistaking me for somebody else), and I had to acknowledge him while thinking of all the businessowners who’d had their life’s work destroyed because of his horrible lockdown policies. I thought of all the people who’d been forced to watch loved ones die through plastic barriers because of his six-feet-apart rule (which would later be revealed to have been based on nothing).

			Interview questions flooded my mind, as they often did after so many years as a reporter.

			Research now shows that COVID-19 began in a laboratory in Wuhan, a possibility you have dismissed. Why did you lie to the American people?

			Do you feel any responsibility for the thousands of deaths of despair—suicide, overdoses, and others—that your lockdowns caused? Will you apologize?

			Instead of saying that, though, I smiled, unable to break through the crowd of admirers (most of whom were journalists) eager to shake Dr. Fauci’s hand and get a selfie with him.

			He smiled back, and my creep senses kicked in again.

			From there, I worked the room, just like my friend had told me to do. Everywhere I walked, there was someone whose politics I abhorred. Congresswoman Rashida Tlaib, for instance, stood far away in the middle of a crowd. I saw a few members of the White House press corps—who, unbeknownst to the American people, were suppressing stories that very night about the true condition of Joe Biden behind the scenes—and brushed past them.

			After a few more brief conversations, the lights dimmed. People began walking to their tables. I nabbed a few more phone numbers and headed back to my seat, settling in for a long night.

			The crowd went quiet as the guests of honor took the stage. Out came Vice President Kamala Harris and her husband Doug, followed by “Dr.” Jill Biden and the president, who surprised us all by finding his chair without bumping into anything on the way. There were a few short speeches to kick things off, along with some remarks about the amazing power of journalism to—I don’t know, guard the sacred flame of democracy or something?

			To be honest, I stopped listening after about an hour, and I began scanning the faces in the crowd, trying and failing to calculate exactly how much damage these people had done to my country over the years. Whether it was the Democrat members of Congress who’d enriched themselves while failing the American people, or the useless journalists of the mainstream media who continually covered for them, I couldn’t help feeling angry on behalf of the people I’d grown up around—honest, hardworking citizens who wanted to provide for their families, and be told the truth when they turned on their televisions at night.

			Around hour two, Colin Jost of Saturday Night Live took to the stage for the evening’s main event. I was surprised by his willingness to go after Joe Biden’s age at the same time as he was cracking jokes about President Trump’s indictments. The routine was funnier than I’d expected. As the program went on, I kept scanning the room. There was Joe Biden, beginning to nod off. Just a few feet away, Kamala Harris sat cackling at all the jokes. Just a few months into the future, after a disastrous debate performance and some backroom maneuvering on the part of the Democrat elite, Laffin’ Kamala would find herself at the top of the ticket, accompanied by a governor from the Midwest named Tim Walz—who, at the time, was famous for presiding over the disastrous George Floyd protests that destroyed Minneapolis during the summer of 2020. And just like that, everyone in this room—who, at the time, was telling us that Joe Biden was “the best he’s ever been” and “sharper than ever”—would get their new talking points, beginning to tell us that Kamala was the greatest person ever to run for the White House. At least five of them would write long magazine pieces about whether Kamala was having a “brat summer” (whatever that means).

			In the final hundred days before the 2024 election, the media elite with whom I was rubbing shoulders on the night of the Correspondents’ Dinner would completely forget that Kamala Harris, who had to drop out of the presidential primary before a single vote was cast, seemed to have no real political skills. They would get together and pretend that she had never uttered some of her most ridiculous lines—such as “more police make us less safe” or “it’s time for us to do what we have been doing, and that time is every day.” These people expected us to forget that Kamala had slept her way to the top of her profession, and that she did not seem to know how an English sentence works.

			As Colin Jost wrapped up, I found myself thinking of President Ronald Reagan, who was shot while leaving this very hotel in 1981. I wondered what it must have been like for Americans to get news that the president of the United States was being rushed to the hospital after a crazed gunman attempted to take his life.

			Soon, I would find out exactly what that was like.

			For now, I was still in the legacy media lion’s den, looking around for potential interview subjects and marveling at the big names around me. Earlier in the evening, I had hoped that attending this dinner would give me a sense of camaraderie with my fellow journalists—like a high school prom where we all hung out and danced and forgot our troubles. For a few hours after the party, it did.

			But as the election cycle wore on in the months that followed, I found myself more and more disgusted at the way our media was blatantly lying to the American people. I grew even more disenchanted with the legacy media every day as I watched them hurl baseless lies at President Trump. At an afterparty of the White House Correspondents’ Dinner, I met a reporter from Time magazine who’d just written a balanced, non-ideological profile of the forty-fifth president. I remember thinking that night about how nice it was to have at least one magazine that still believed in covering things accurately. Little did I know that just a few months later, in the aftermath of an assassination attempt on President Trump, Time would refuse to use the famous photograph of him raising his fist on its cover, believing that it “made him look too good.”

			Today, there are almost no journalists left who don’t adhere to the Democrat Party line. And it’s no wonder. These days, anyone who doesn’t fall in line is smeared as a racist and a fascist. As the radical Left loses control of the public, it holds even tighter to the institutions that it does control, primarily the media. As a result, too many Americans are brainwashed into believing lies.

			Over the next couple hundred pages, I’ll go through all the ways in which the Left has taken control of America’s institutions, and I’ll expose the lies that it told to do so. Unlike most of today’s journalists, I’ll do it using facts and original reporting. Along the way, I’ll include some of the best interviews I’ve conducted during my time as the host of Newsline. I’ll also tell a few stories about my career, which spans almost thirty years and several cities around the country. We’ll travel to the halls of the state capital in Albany, New York, where I got my start, dip down to our nation’s southern border where I can compare illegal crossings from twenty years ago with today’s invasion, and bring it all home to the free state of Florida, where many of our nation’s most important culture wars are being fought. It also happens to be the location of Mar-a-Lago—the place where Donald Trump reigns, and the FBI raids.

			So, turn the page, and let’s get rolling.

		

	
		
			Chapter Two

			The American Dream

			“Don’t come back without the story, kid.”

			I was already halfway out the door, a reporter’s notebook in my hand, when Don Decker called out to me. Every time I left the newsroom, he’d give me this line.

			And he meant it.

			More than anything else, Don demanded excellence. When you handed him a story, that story needed to be flawless. If it wasn’t, he’d come over and smack your desk with his cane while letting you know what you’d done wrong. But he had a heart of gold, and he wanted every one of his reporters to succeed.

			I told him I was on it.

			A few minutes later, my photographer and I were standing at the front door of a suspected criminal. Although I don’t remember precise details, I do remember that I wanted to get this guy’s picture. Bad. Best case scenario, I’d get an exclusive interview with him—maybe even a full confession. (Unlikely, but I tended to dream big back then.)

			I knocked three times, giving my photographer the signal to be ready.

			No answer.

			The photographer and I looked at one another. Here we were, standing in a rough part of town with only a shoulder mounted news camera and a microphone to ward off would be assailants. I thought about shrugging my shoulders and heading home. It was the sensible thing for a five-foot-six woman in four-inch heels to do.

			But Don’s words rang in my ears.

			Don’t come back without the story.

			For the past few months, I’d been trying like hell to prove myself. Don Decker, a veteran newsman in the Albany area, had taken a big chance hiring me before I was even done with college. I wanted to show him that he hadn’t made a mistake by giving me my big break.

			I walked a few steps to the left and peered around the back of the house. Technically, it’s trespassing if you stay on personal property. But just walking around and knocking is well within the bounds of legality. I’d learned that in school, then again during my on-the-job training as an unpaid intern at Cablevision News in Brockton, Massachusetts, where I’d worked for eight months in the mid-’90s. But no one had said anything to me about knocking repetitively on the back door.

			I gave my photographer another signal, and he gave me one back: a wide-eyed, mouth-agape look that seemed to mean, Are you out of your mind?

			Which I was. Back then, I’d have done anything to get the story. We crept along the side of the house, checking the windows for signs of the suspect, and landed at the creaky back door. Cigarette butts littered the ground around me. The lawn was dirty and overgrown. I could have sworn I heard growling from behind the rusted-out screen door.

			I knocked again, a little harder this time, and backed up.

			And out came one of the largest, angriest dogs I have ever seen in my life, more like a creature out of a Stephen King movie than anything I had ever seen strolling along a sidewalk on a leash. The dog snapped its teeth and let loose giant ropes of slobber, snarling like mad as it chased me and my photographer back out to our car. In my mind, we made it just in time to hop headfirst into the van and shut the door behind us, thanking God the angry beast wasn’t a fast runner.

			Later that evening, I came back to the newsroom with a story—just not the one Don and the rest of the team had been counting on me to get. To this day, that dog chase sticks in my memory not just because it was crazy and dangerous (which it was), but because it was one of the rare nights when I came back to the station empty handed. During that first year on the job as a reporter, my tactics out in the field got me whatever quote or scoop I’d gone out looking for. I was hungrier than a ’90s waif model surviving on cigarettes and coffee (but definitely less rich). For me, the job was not about the money. It was about getting the truth. I worked long hours, chased down every lead, and put work before my social life, all to get ahead in my profession.

			In recent years, I’ve found myself wondering how many young journalists would have gone around the back door and taken their chances with Cujo just to get the story. I wonder how many would have kicked off their heels and chased a suspect down a snow-lined street in the middle of winter.

			Looking around the industry lately, I suspect the answer is not many.

			For those of you who were raised to believe that hard work and going the extra mile were virtues, allow me to give you a quick primer on the lazy-and-proud ethos of Gen Z.

			According to Business Insider, the “quiet quitting” trend went viral in July 2022, when the aptly named TikTok user @zchillin defined it in a video as “not outright quitting your job, but quitting the idea of going above and beyond. You’re still performing your duties, but you’re no longer subscribing to the hustle culture mentality that work has to be your life.”1 That video was seen over three million times, and more than 150 million people liked it.

			In its wake, hundreds of thousands more followed. One user, sitting in the driver’s seat of his car, said, “I’m not going to put in a sixty-hour workweek and pull myself up by my bootstraps for a job that does not care about me as a person.” In the words of Adam Grant, a writer who purports to speak for the young generation: “‘Quiet quitting’ isn’t laziness. Doing the bare minimum is a common response to bullshit jobs, abusive bosses, and low pay. When they don’t feel cared about, people eventually stop caring.”2 Clearly, this up-and-coming generation has problems. They expect their employers to care about them and cater to their needs, just like their parents have done since they were babies. Rather than showing up to the office every day trying to do excellent work, they stay home in their pajamas, performing only the tasks necessary to avoid getting fired.

			You might think that this is just an isolated phenomenon, common only to a few underachieving TikTok influencers. But it’s not. According to a Gallup poll conducted in September 2022, the number of people who “do the minimum required and are psychologically detached from their job” describes “half of the U.S. workforce.”3 The largest group of those who report being “not engaged” at work are, unsurprisingly, those born after 1989.

			In my profession, you can’t afford to be lazy. Finding the truth isn’t something that people can do by mindlessly scrolling social media while sipping oat milk lattes. But I worry that with the advent of artificial intelligence programs like ChatGPT, this problem will only get worse. Now, rather than sitting up with public records and poring over documents the way my colleagues and I had to do in the early stages of investigative pieces, young reporters will simply rely on some AI chatbot to handle the heavy lift for them. And if they get caught, they’ll probably just call their helicopter parents, some of whom have been there for the past twenty years to clean up all the messes they’ve made. With AI, their new enabler, I have a hard time believing that any of them would go the extra mile the way my friends and I had to when we first got started.

			My first job in journalism sometimes required me to go out in rough neighborhoods and talk to complete strangers to get the story. I engaged with people from all walks of life, often giving a voice to the voiceless. Sometimes I encountered aggression. I have been shoved and spit on. I was an adrenaline junkie (still am), and the journalism profession fed my need for the rush. The deadlines, the long hours, and the intensity from landing at a scene with mere minutes to deduce what was going on gave me a thrill I just couldn’t get anywhere else. My colleagues and I loved the idea that we might break the next big story. Putting in extra hours at the office was fun for us.

			I can’t imagine some of the reporters who are coming up today—so many of whom have been educated at elite universities—doing that kind of dirty work. You might remember that in the summer of 2020, shortly after the New York Times ran an op-ed by Senator Tom Cotton calling for President Trump to “send in the troops” to quell the riots that were then reducing our cities to wastelands out of a Mad Max movie, Times staffers began tweeting that the op-ed literally put them in danger. I can only imagine what any of these people would do when faced with real trouble out in the field.

			Not that they ever actually get out there.

			This kind of apathy has consequences. It allows elite media institutions to create a false picture of what this country really looks like. It allows them to distort and misrepresent what people think—to flatten the “flyover states” (as they call them) into big open spaces filled with MAGA-loving racists, all while portraying the crime-infested cities where they live as paragons of love and tolerance. If you ever wonder why anchors on CNN were so surprised when Donald Trump won the presidential election in November 2016, this is why. Their reporters didn’t talk to anyone. No one did the work! They just assumed that what their friends had been telling them at cocktail parties was correct, and they filed their stories accordingly.

			Today, things are different. With nearly half the workforce meeting the Gallup poll definition of “quiet quitter,” the phenomenon has likely spread everywhere. I’m sure that when Elon Musk arrived at the headquarters of Twitter, which he bought in October 2022, he learned just how true this was. There, in the middle of San Francisco, he found a staff of about 7,500 that included, in his words, “a lot
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