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            Courage is rightly considered the foremost of virtues, for upon it, all others depend.
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            Introduction
The Florida Blueprint

         
         Most Americans instinctively know that something has gone wrong with our country over the past generation.

         
         During times of turmoil, people want leaders who are willing to speak the truth, stand for what is right, and demonstrate
            the courage necessary to lead.
         

         
         This is particularly true when it comes to serving as a governor.

         
         Legislators play an important role in our system, but they are not really required to lead—they cast votes that reflect their
            philosophies, but the buck does not stop with them. A governor must have a strong sense of true north to guide him, but that
            sense must be coupled with the ability and willingness to lead with conviction. A governor who is right on the issues, but
            who lacks the courage to lead, will be an inadequate chief executive.
         

         
         Part of the reason that Florida has stood out during my term as governor is because we have been willing to take bold stands when it wasn’t easy: fighting partisan media and entrenched bureaucrats by keeping Florida free during the coronavirus pandemic, battling Disney to protect young children in Florida, and standing against powerful interests to safeguard the state’s natural resources. 

         
         The people will support a leader who displays courage under fire and resolutely stands firm for the truth because it is so
            rare among elected officials. When a governor demonstrates to the people that he is willing to fight for them under difficult
            circumstances, the people will have that leader’s back and then some.
         

         
         After a couple of years as governor, the number one thing people would say when they came up to me was, simply, “Thank you.”
            Some were thankful for keeping Florida open during the coronavirus pandemic. Others were thankful for keeping their kids in
            school. Still others thanked me for everything from protecting jobs to defending state and local law enforcement.
         

         
         It wasn’t just Floridians who were appreciative; people throughout our country and across the globe looked to Florida as a
            citadel of freedom in a world gone mad. Some sent messages to my office to thank me for leading the way on behalf of the free
            world.
         

         
         At the height of Australia’s draconian lockdowns, a man from Sydney wrote to my office, “There isn’t much hope right now here
            and many of us are fearful of what our leaders have in store for us. I look to you and your great state of Florida for hope
            during this dark time. Thank you for standing up for us.”
         

         
         As we entered 2021, a cottage industry of merchandise and apparel appeared with the slogan “Make America Florida.” This was
            a way for many Floridians to express pride in our state and for others to trumpet the Sunshine State as the model for other
            states and for the nation.
         

         
         People have clearly responded to our leadership in Florida. We see this in the character of the historic in-migration the state has experienced since I became governor. 

         
         As noteworthy as Florida’s nation-leading net migration over the past few years has been, the political composition of that
            migration has been perhaps even more remarkable. Since the start of the coronavirus pandemic, each and every one of the forty-nine
            other states has had more Republicans move to Florida than Democrats.
         

         
         When I got elected in 2018, there were nearly 300,000 more registered Democrats than Republicans in the State of Florida.
            Before I became governor, Florida had never had more registered Republicans than Democrats. By October 2022, Florida had more
            than 300,000 more registered Republicans than Democrats—a registration shift toward Republicans that is unprecedented in modern
            political history.
         

         
         We witnessed a great American exodus—with Americans fleeing states dominated by leftist governments and Florida serving as
            the promised land.
         

         
         This is not some general validation of the Republican Party, much less of the Republican establishment. There are folks who
            largely feel unrepresented by GOP leaders in DC and have gravitated to Florida largely because we have led with an agenda
            that represents the values of people like them. Indeed, I think the character of the Florida migration is more emblematic
            of people wanting to see policies that reflect both the American tradition and basic common sense. This is especially true
            as the Democratic Party has transformed into what can only be described as a woke dumpster fire.
         

         
         What Florida has done is establish a blueprint for governance that has produced tangible results while serving as a rebuke
            to the entrenched elites who have driven our nation into the ground. Florida is proof positive that we the people are not
            powerless in the face of these elites.
         

         
         *  *  *

         Whom, exactly, are these elites? In an essay in the American Spectator in 2010, Angelo Codevilla identified the source of America’s political divisions and policy failures as the ideological,
            incompetent, and self-interested “ruling class” that has consolidated power over American society in the past fifty years.
         

         
         These elites control the federal bureaucracy, lobby shops on K Street, big business, corporate media, Big Tech companies,
            and universities. Its members are products of America’s ideological higher education system and, consequently, are united
            by a common set of ideas and “remarkably uniform guidance, as well as tastes and habits.” This ideological uniformity transcends
            divisions based on geography, ethnicity, and traditional religion; indeed, the ideology is the elites’ de facto religion.
         

         
         These elites are “progressives” who believe our country should be managed by an exclusive cadre of “experts” who wield authority
            through an unaccountable and massive administrative state. They tend to view average Americans with contempt, believe in the
            need for wholesale social engineering of American society, and consider themselves entitled to wield power over others.
         

         
         While they are elites, in this context, the word “elite” does not signify someone of tremendous aptitude, great wealth, or
            major achievement. Instead, it signifies someone who shares the ideology and outlook of the ruling class, which one can demonstrate
            by “virtue signaling” (i.e., speaking the “in” language) and by seeing Americans as subjects to be ruled over, not as citizens
            to be represented.
         

         
         These “elites” do not include some individuals who reach the commanding heights of society. A major figure in our government like US Supreme Court Justice Clarence Thomas, a graduate of Yale Law School, is not a part of this group because he rejects the group’s ideology, tastes, and attitudes. Some who acquire great wealth, be it an oilman from Texas or an automobile dealer from Florida, are also part of the “outs” because they do not subscribe to the prevailing outlook and philosophical preferences of the ruling class. 

         
         The great Thomas Sowell saw all this more than twenty-five years ago. In his remarkable book The Vision of the Anointed: Self-Congratulation as a Basis for Social Policy, Dr. Sowell explains how a political outlook becomes a quasi-religious “special state of grace for those who believe,” where
            those who dissent from the vision are “not just wrong but . . . sinful.” The crucial attribute of the vision lies in its resistance
            to evidence. If a preferred policy fails to achieve its stated aims, then new criteria can be formulated to rationalize the
            initial failure—and, as Sowell points out, this “insulation from evidence virtually guarantees a never-ending supply of policies
            and practices fatally independent of reality.” The anointed are concerned with narrative, not facts or results.
         

         
         The reason why this class has been the source of major divisions in American society is because it is fundamentally unrepresentative
            of the people they feel entitled to rule over. Their natural home is in the Democratic Party, but they do not even represent
            all Democratic voters.
         

         
         While the values of the ruling class are rejected by most voters, these voters have typically not had adequate representation
            in our political system. As Codevilla explained, establishment Republicans are the “junior partners” in the ruling class;
            they want to be accepted by corporate media and don’t represent a challenge to the underlying vision of the anointed.
         

         
         This dynamic has led to what has been called a “uniparty,” where most Republican voters, many Democratic voters, and a large number of independent voters are unrepresented by the arrangements in Washington, DC. As the ruling class ideology has captured so many leading institutions in our society, it has created a de facto “regime” in which government bureaucracies, legacy media outlets, Big Tech companies, and many in corporate America work together to cram the elite’s vision down the throats of an unwilling public. 

         
         It is against this backdrop that debates about “populism” should be analyzed. As a general matter, the desirability of populism
            lies in what the populist impulse is trying to achieve. A populist uprising that seeks to install a communist dictatorship,
            as happened in Cuba, is not desirable. A populist impulse to counteract the failures of an unrepresentative ruling class with
            a more representative and successful government represents a logical response by the people who bear the brunt of their failures.
         

         
         The United States has been increasingly captive to an arrogant, stale, and failed ruling class. Over the years, these elites
            empowered the Chinese Communist Party by granting China “most favored nation” trade status (to the detriment of America’s
            industrial base). They supported military adventurism around the world without clear objectives or prospect for victory, indulged
            in social engineering regarding home ownership that set the foundation for a major financial crisis and the taxpayer-funded
            bailout of Wall Street banks; they even weaponized the national security apparatus by manufacturing the Russian collusion
            conspiracy theory, and orchestrated harsh “mitigations” as a response to the coronavirus that violated individual liberty
            and devastated communities across the nation with no corresponding benefit in disease outcome.
         

         
         These elites, not instinctively patriotic, instead consider themselves “citizens of the world.” This means they embrace policies that ignore the importance of national sovereignty, favoring open borders and a “global” economy. They consider those upset at the intentional breakdown in enforcement at the US-Mexico border, which saw massive amounts of fentanyl imported into the US and led to a major upsurge in overdose deaths, as being “racist” for wanting to vindicate US sovereignty and uphold the rule of law. They enthusiastically embrace concepts such the Great Reset championed by the elite World Economic Forum, which forecasts a future in which you will “own nothing and you’ll be happy,” the US will not be the leading superpower, people will eat far less meat to “save” the environment, and energy prices will be significantly higher. 

         
         The elites do not rely on winning elections to amass enough political power to implement desired policies; they rely on a
            vast administrative state whereby they can implement their preferred policies regardless of the outcome of elections. Believing
            that society is best governed by “experts” working in unaccountable government agencies, they advance major changes to American
            society, in matters ranging from energy to education, through bureaucratic fiat, not popular consent.
         

         
         By my lights, the primary driver of political division in the United States is this ossified ruling class that holds most
            of the public in contempt, exercises power through a vast administrative apparatus, and maintains a sense of entitlement despite
            the myriad of failures it has left in its wake. These elites have alienated vast swaths of Americans, who have increasingly
            sought refuge from being crushed by the failed and destructive policies.
         

         
         *  *  *

         Florida has stood as an antidote to America’s failed ruling class. Policies in Florida empower individuals to make the most
            of their own lives, including by limiting the power and influence of large, politically connected institutions that operate
            in accordance with leftist ideology. In a world that has increasingly gone mad, Florida is a beachhead of sanity that has
            attracted those who believe in core American values.
         

         
         The response to the coronavirus is a good example of the value of allowing every citizen to use their own common sense. Florida bucked the “experts” and charted a course that sought to maintain the functioning of society and the overall health of its citizenry. Power-hungry elites tried to use the coronavirus to impose an oppressive biomedical security state on America, but Florida stood as an impenetrable roadblock to such designs. 

         
         We also recognized the intellectual bankruptcy and brazen partisanship of the public health elites, such as Dr. Anthony Fauci.
            The performance of these so-called experts—they were wrong on the need for lockdowns, the efficacy of cloth masks, school
            closures, the existence of natural immunity, and the accuracy of epidemiological “models”—was so dreadful that no sane person
            should ever “trust the experts” ever again. While the “anointed” prefer subcontracting self-government to the expert class,
            the Florida model reflects President Dwight Eisenhower’s admonition that public policy not be permitted to be taken captive
            by a scientific-technological elite.
         

         
         In Florida, we did not just sit idly by while progressive elites were running roughshod over our society. We fought back—and
            we did so on the most important issues.
         

         
         We fought back on the issue of education, which the progressives have dominated for a generation. As the coronavirus pandemic
            exposed a lot of underlying rot in school systems across the country, parents became more active in what was going on in their
            kids’ schools. This evolved into a nationwide movement to vindicate the right of parents to play a fundamental role in the
            education of their children. Schools exist to serve the community and assist in educating children, not to supersede the rights
            of parents and impose whatever values the bureaucracy sees fit.
         

         
         Our mantra in Florida has been education, not indoctrination. Florida was one of the first states to enact a Parents’ Bill of Rights, which enshrined into law substantive protections for the role parents play in education, as well as curriculum transparency legislation guaranteeing parents the right to inspect the materials being used in their kids’ schools. We prohibited the teaching of toxic racial ideologies and protected against the sexualization of children. That these measures would even be necessary is proof of how far the modern school system has drifted from the core mission of education. 

         
         Florida has led the nation in parental choice when it comes to K-to-12 schools. Our school choice programs—both private scholarships
            and public charter schools—have served more than 500,000 students on an annual basis and have helped spark more choice options
            within school districts, such that more than 1.3 million students in Florida do not attend the public school for which they
            are “zoned.”
         

         
         Florida has also served as a model in recognizing the threat posed by woke ideology’s capture of institutions at the commanding
            heights of society. Wall Street banks can deny financial services to industries that clash with the vision of the anointed,
            such as manufacturers of firearms or contractors that provide services for immigration enforcement, because they reject Second
            Amendment freedoms and support open borders. This collusion represents a way for the ruling class to achieve through the economy
            what it could never achieve through the ballot box. The movement for environmental, social, and corporate governance (ESG)
            is the logical culmination of this impulse, as it is an attempt to impose ruling class ideology on society through publicly
            traded companies and asset management. By taking on woke capital, we in Florida have recognized the perils of public power
            being wielded by private entities that are unaccountable to the electorate. We have stood up for individuals against some
            of the largest and most powerful institutions on the planet.
         

         
         The role that Big Tech companies play in our society now threatens our self-government. It is one thing for companies to grow to be large and profitable by providing good products and services to customers. It is quite another to be a quasi monopoly whose platforms host most of the country’s political speech and then use that power to enforce the preferred narrative of the ruling class. If Big Tech companies colluding with the federal government to police “misinformation,” becoming the de facto censorship arm of the regime, is not enough to convince somebody of the problem, then nothing will. 

         
         Another threat to the constitutional system is the elite’s abandonment of the rule of law. By supporting open borders in violation
            of federal law, the ruling class places its own vision above the sovereignty of the nation. Denigrating American institutions
            as “systemically racist,” these elites have also imposed pro-criminal policies that have decimated the quality of life in
            major American cities. The brunt of these policies, of course, falls on the “benighted” working class, who see fentanyl and
            other drugs ravaging their communities and who have to contend with dangerous criminals intentionally put back on the street—while
            the “anointed” rest secure in their comfortable environments and do not have to face the disastrous consequences of their
            policies.
         

         
         Florida rejected this lawless vision championed by the anointed. I signed policies such as banning sanctuary cities to combat
            illegal immigration—and received strong support from working-class Latinos as a result. Florida also enacted major reforms
            to support the police and bolster public safety, including prohibiting the defunding of law enforcement and dropping the hammer
            on those who engage in mob violence.
         

         
         Our nation needs immigration policies that recognize and enforce the country’s sovereignty, not just by having a wall at the
            southern border but also by quickly repatriating those in the country illegally. An erroneous claim of asylum should not give
            a foreign national a ticket to settle in the interior of our country. Nor should the legal immigration system have policies
            such as the diversity lottery and chain migration; instead, the immigration system should be merit-based; favor assimilation,
            not mass migration; and be geared toward benefiting the wages of working-class Americans.
         

         
         Soft-on-crime policies have failed repeatedly over the years when implemented. The focus of criminal law should be to maintain order in the community and to achieve justice for victims, not to coddle criminals or manufacture excuses for their misconduct. Our society cannot function if rogue prosecutors can simply nullify laws they don’t like based on their own personal conception of “social justice,” and if those performing basic law enforcement functions are vilified for their service. 

         
         In taking these stands, we did so against the backdrop of near universal opposition from legacy media outlets. A lot of the
            problems we’ve seen foisted on the public might not have happened had we had media that was interested in pursuing truth rather
            than furthering partisan narratives. False media narratives have been used to keep kids locked out of school for more than
            a year in many leftist enclaves and to justify attacks against law enforcement for being “racist,” resulting in more people
            being victimized by criminals.
         

         
         When people stand up against the regime—whether it be a state governor, or a parent speaking at a school board meeting—the
            legacy media will inevitably run interference for the regime and smear them, often using anonymous sources to launder their
            attacks. The corporate media is clearly broken and is one of the leading sources of division in our country. We never deferred
            to these outlets by acknowledging them as gatekeepers; instead, we fought back against their false narratives and told the
            people the truth.
         

         
         * * *

         Florida has consistently defended its people against large institutions looking to cause them harm—from public health bureaucrats
            trying to keep kids out of school to large corporations trying to undermine the rights of parents and to federal agencies
            trying to push people out of work due to COVID shots.
         

         
         The reason that so many people have gravitated to Florida as the quintessential “free state” is because we have implemented policies that recognize the threat to freedom is not limited to the actions of governments, but also includes a lot of aggressive, powerful institutions hell-bent on imposing a woke agenda on our country. As the left has gained control of these institutions, its traditional skepticism of the entrenched power of such institutions has waned. 

         
         We have battled the woke elites in Florida, and we have won, time and time again. When you go against the elite machine, you
            know that you will face a lot of slings and arrows. The ability to lead with purpose and conviction is what separates an agenda
            that may sound nice on paper from one that will make a difference.
         

         
         In times like these, there is no substitute for courage.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 1
Foundations

         
         The Apostle Matthew recounted how a house that was built on a strong, sturdy foundation of rock could withstand beating rain,
            rising streams, and howling winds (Matthew 7:24–27). For a governor, having a solid foundation means knowing what you believe,
            possessing a clear vision for what you want to accomplish, and understanding that achieving big things is not “cost-free.”
            It is essential for exercising executive leadership and navigating turbulent political seas.
         

         
         When I became governor of Florida in January 2019, the foundation that I brought with me—reflecting my faith, blue-collar
            values, and journey from a small Florida town to the Iraqi desert to the halls of Congress—helped me stand firm for what was
            right. I would never become the kind of listless chief executive who all too often sits in our state capitals and sometimes
            even in the Oval Office, surrounded by pollsters and consultants, being told what to do.
         

         
         I am a proud Florida native. Born in Jacksonville, my family moved to Orlando when I was four, and settled in Dunedin (in Pinellas County, a peninsula bracketed by the Gulf of Mexico and Tampa Bay) by the time I was in first grade. My family played hopscotch around Florida because of my father’s job working for the Nielsen television ratings company; back then, Nielsen had to place special devices on the TV sets of the selected families. My mother was a nurse who juggled helping patients with raising my younger sister and me. 

         
         Dunedin had a population of about thirty thousand when we first moved there in the mid-1980s. The city was a mix of southerners
            and transplants from the Midwest and Northeast, including a lot of retirees. It seemed to me that more of my neighbors had
            roots in states like Ohio and Illinois than in New Jersey or New York. That would be consistent with the general rule of thumb
            in Florida that midwesterners take I-75 south and settle on the west coast of Florida, while the northeasterners follow I-95
            south to end up on the southeast coast. At home games for our then lone professional sports team, the Tampa Bay Buccaneers,
            there often would be more fans rooting for visiting teams like the Chicago Bears than our hometown Bucs. While it was a privilege
            to be the governor when the Tom Brady–led Buccaneers won the Super Bowl at Raymond James Stadium in Tampa in 2021, back when
            I was growing up, the Bucs winning the championship would have been only slightly less improbable than me being elected governor.
         

         
         For a kid obsessed with baseball, Dunedin was great: It was the spring training home of the Toronto Blue Jays. I could watch
            the big leaguers right down the street. I was living in my own little baseball heaven.
         

         
         From the time my family relocated to Dunedin in the mid-1980s until I graduated high school, I rarely left the greater Pinellas area for anything other than baseball. We took occasional trips across the bay to Tampa and, on a few occasions, drove ninety miles to theme parks in central Florida. But the rhythms of my daily life—school, baseball, friends, church—revolved around the roughly five-mile radius of my home. 

         
         Baseball was the engine that expanded my horizons. In those days, Little Leagues like Dunedin National had a regular season
            in which the individual teams, each sponsored by a local business, would compete against each other. Then the top players
            were selected from among the league’s teams, producing the all-star team that competed for the seemingly elusive chance to
            make it all the way to the Little League World Series in Williamsport, Pennsylvania.
         

         
         When I was eleven years old, I was selected to play on Dunedin National’s all-star team. We had good players (some of whom
            were later drafted by professional teams), practiced daily, and entered the district tournament, but were eliminated after
            three games.
         

         
         It was disappointing, but I did not initially think much of it, as I had another year of Little League eligibility. Also,
            making it all the way to Williamsport was something that you’d see on TV; it didn’t seem to be a realistic possibility for
            a group of kids from Dunedin, Florida.
         

         
         As luck would have, though, our sister league, Dunedin American, which played on the other side of town from us, went on to
            win the Florida state championship and was on the cusp of winning the Southern Regional (which included thirteen states, including
            Texas and Georgia) and earning the coveted trip to Williamsport. I remember going to the regional final game, played in nearby
            Gulfport, Florida, and witnessing a tough loss for Dunedin American that hinged on a controversial call. We all felt that
            our crosstown rival was robbed of the chance to go all the way to the Little League World Series.
         

         
         Dunedin American’s loss turned the light on for us. It suddenly seemed like earning the ticket to Williamsport as the champion of the US Southern Region was not only possible, but achievable. When the following year’s all-stars were selected from Dunedin National, most of our team members placed stickers with “WWT” under the brims of our hats. It stood for “We Want Taiwan,” as the teams from Chinese Taipei had dominated the Little League World Series for a generation. We had one goal: earn that trip to Williamsport and defeat Taiwan. 

         
         In 1991, our entire summer was dedicated to making this dream a reality, playing baseball virtually every single day. As the
            district tournament got underway, it was obvious that our Dunedin National all-star team was a juggernaut—we dominated the
            district and sectional tournaments and won the Florida state championship.
         

         
         We stormed into the regional tournament and made mincemeat of teams from around the South to make it to the championship game.
            We then won a spirited contest against a team from Louisiana to win the Southern Regional title and punch our ticket to Williamsport.
         

         
         I was surprised at how big of a deal it was for our community. We suddenly found ourselves on the local news and on the front
            page of the local newspapers—a long way from being a bunch of kids putting a far-fetched motto underneath the brims of our
            hats.
         

         
         Williamsport is the Shangri-la for Little Leaguers. The games take place in an actual stadium that can hold more than forty
            thousand spectators, thanks to the terraced hills beyond the outfield fence. The field was perfectly manicured. When we first
            got a peek at the stadium, it was like entering Fenway Park or Wrigley Field for the first time. The teams all stayed in cabins
            on-site, and there was a dining hall for all meals. Players passed the time between practices and games by playing Ping-Pong
            against each other; I remember some of my teammates and me beating some of the Taiwanese kids. Was this a harbinger for us
            beating the Taiwan machine for the championship? I wondered.
         

         
         Alas, we didn’t get the chance to play the Chinese Taipei team. Back then, the tournament was single elimination, and we lost 5–4 to a team from California that featured a right-handed pitcher whose fastball clocked in at 81 mph from just 46 feet away. That gave us the same time from his hand to the bat that a Major League player would have for a 108 mph from 60 feet, 6 inches. 

         
         In all my years playing baseball, I was able to bat against a lot of pitchers throwing significant heat, some of whom got
            drafted in the first round and/or pitched in the big leagues, and I can say that I never faced a faster, heavier ball than
            I did in that game in Williamsport. It was like trying to hit against Nolan Ryan, Bob Feller, and Bob Gibson all rolled into
            one.
         

         
         The loss was disappointing, but competing on that stage was a once-in-a-lifetime experience that meant a lot to the players
            and our families.
         

         
         What I came to understand about the experience was less about baseball than it was about life. It was proof that hard work
            can pay off, and that achieving big goals was possible. I also think it may have informed some of my later political judgments;
            for example, while my hostility toward the Chinese Communist Party and my support for Taiwan reflected my general political
            outlook, the respect I had for Taiwanese baseball no doubt made my pro-Taipei stance more natural. After all, I remembered
            playing Ping-Pong against these guys, and they were normal kids just having fun, not Maoists trying to further a cultural
            revolution.
         

         
         As I got older and had kids of my own, I gained additional appreciation for the hard work and dedication of both my parents
            and the parents of the rest of my teammates. It takes a lot of effort to be there for the kids, day after day, and the reality
            is there were many communities throughout our state and country where players lacked that type of parental support that we
            all took for granted.
         

         
         Baseball took me around the State of Florida during my post–Little League baseball years. From Key West to Jacksonville and
            virtually everywhere in between, my Florida experiences beyond Dunedin were largely tied to youth baseball competition.
         

         
         At that time, I really was not sure what my options would be following high school. I knew I wanted to play baseball for as long as I possibly could, but I also understood I had to be realistic about just how far it could take me. I resolved early on in high school to work hard across the board, not just with athletics, to ensure that I amassed the best record as a student-athlete as I could. 

         
         Perhaps because I did this, when it came time for college baseball programs to contact rising high school seniors, I was recruited
            by schools such as Yale due, in part, to my good academic record, which my parents took pride in. I had never been to New
            England in my life, much less had dreams of attending a famous Ivy League school, yet there I was with the possibility of
            leaving the Florida sunshine for cold winters up north and what I assumed would be a stuffy social environment filled with
            graduates from ritzy prep schools—a far cry from what I was used to at a public high school on the west coast of Florida.
         

         
         But I liked the Yale baseball coach, former Saint Louis Cardinals pitcher John Stuper, and I figured that getting a degree
            from a school like Yale would help open doors down the line. I was a good baseball player, but I realized that I could not
            rely on baseball for the rest of my life.
         

         
         After I graduated high school, I took a full-time job at an electric company in town so I could help pay for college. The
            company had sponsored one of my youth baseball teams years before, and the owner told me if I ever needed a job, he would
            hire me. While it was common for rising college freshmen to spend their summer enjoying themselves on the beach and sleeping
            in until noon, I was up at the crack of dawn to start work just after 6 a.m., five days per week, as an electrician’s assistant.
            I made a mere six bucks an hour, but it felt great to receive a paycheck for a good day’s work. This job began what turned
            into a long line of jobs that I worked to make ends meet as I tried to earn my degrees and make something of myself.
         

         
         This job was also my first encounter with the federal government’s regulatory Leviathan. When I showed up to work the first day, I wore attire that was typical of what an electrician would wear: jeans, a long-sleeved shirt, and an old pair of work boots. 

         
         And then I was promptly sent home.

         
         Why? Because it wasn’t clear if the old, worn-out boots were actually “OSHA approved.” I didn’t know what OSHA was, but I
            soon learned that the Occupational Safety and Health Administration was a federal agency charged with promulgating workplace
            safety rules. The net result for me was that I had to spend the lion’s share of what would end up being my first week’s paycheck
            buying a pair of boots that were clearly approved by OSHA. I doubt this made me any safer, but it did make me a tad bit poorer.
         

         
         *  *  *

         The day I finally stepped foot on the Yale campus was a massive culture shock for me. I showed up on my first day wearing
            a T-shirt, jean shorts, and flip-flops. My usual attire back home in Florida did not go over well in this new crowd, with
            students largely drawn from wealthy communities on the Eastern seaboard and the West Coast. Here I was, a blue-collar kid
            from Tampa Bay who had spent his summer working for an electrical contractor for minimum wage, at a university in which a
            large percentage of students were from families who were millionaires.
         

         
         As a rising college freshman, I really had no idea of what I was getting into regarding campus ideology or political culture. Of course, universities in general and “elite” universities, in particular, have increasingly devolved into hyper-leftist institutions concerned less with educating students in the classical sense than in inculcating them with their ideological worldview. I would soon see some of this in action at Yale, but at the outset, I was there to make good by doing well in school and in athletics, and not to worry about Yale’s philosophical bent. 

         
         Part of the reason Yale represented such a serious culture shock for me was because, in addition to my Florida upbringing,
            my other frame of reference was the blue-collar, working-class areas of western Pennsylvania and northwest Ohio, where my
            parents were raised. This region of the country was home to a large population of citizens with roots in Ireland and southern
            and eastern Europe, heavily Catholic and representing a strong presence in industries such as steel production, which was
            decimated in the 1970s and 1980s in ways that left these once-humming industrial centers reeling for decades, as production
            shifted to China and other low-cost countries.
         

         
         My father grew up in steel country, in a town called Aliquippa, about twenty miles northeast of Pittsburgh. In the early twentieth
            century, the Jones & Laughlin Steel Corporation bought land along the Ohio River to construct what would become the largest
            steel mill in the world. At its peak, J&L’s Aliquippa Works employed roughly one-third of the town’s population of roughly
            twenty-eight thousand. His father (my paternal grandfather) worked for J&L, supporting a wife (my grandmother, who lived to
            her nineties) and three sons. As one would expect, this was a gritty, working-class, God-fearing town—the people there represented
            the salt of the earth.
         

         
         While I grew up in a baseball-centric community in Florida, western Pennsylvania was football country. I was born in 1978,
            which was the tail end of the Steelers dynasty that witnessed a then record four Super Bowl victories during the 1970s, and
            I do have baby pictures of me, dressed by my father, in a Steelers uniform. In western Pennsylvania, high school football
            was a religion, and the region has produced legendary players like Joe Montana, Tony Dorsett (from Aliquippa), Joe Namath,
            Dan Marino, Mike Ditka, Johnny Unitas, and Jim Kelly.
         

         
         My grandfather passed away before most of Aliquippa Works was closed in 1984, but the thousands of workers laid off gutted the community, and the population of Aliquippa hemorrhaged to twelve thousand by 2000. When I visited Aliquippa as a young kid, I remember going out to the site of the old mill, a massive property that was largely quiet. I also remembered how the city’s infrastructure had been in a state of disrepair—caused no doubt by the erosion of the J&L-centric tax base. As the years wore on, the greater Pittsburgh region experienced success with industries such as health care, energy, technology, and finance, but Aliquippa never recovered from the decline of the steel industry. It’s a sad story repeated in much of the industrial heartland of our great country. In my youth, this just seemed to be the way it was, but as I grew older, I came to realize the role that politicians played in hollowing out what came to be known as the nation’s Rust Belt. 

         
         My mother hailed from the Youngstown, Ohio, region, growing up in a town called Poland. Her father (my maternal grandfather)
            served in the 44th Infantry Division during World War II. Landing in Cherbourg, France, in September 1944, these young soldiers
            barreled across Europe and were among the first Americans to reach the Rhine River and to fire into Germany.
         

         
         After returning home from the war, my grandfather worked at a foundry in Lowellville, Ohio, and eventually got a job working
            for the board of elections in Mahoning County. When the local steelworkers unions had elections, they would often ask my grandfather
            to administer them, and he sometimes traveled, mostly to Deep South states like Louisiana, to assist with election administration
            as those states began utilizing what at the time were considered “modern” voting machines. He even did a stint as the Mahoning
            County Republican Party chairman—a thankless job in what was then such a strongly Democratic county.
         

         
         My mother was the oldest of five children. They grew up in a family so Catholic that it produced, among her siblings, both a nun and a priest. Back then, each ethnic community had its own Catholic parish—Irish, Italian, Hungarian, etc.—that represented the centerpiece of the community. Growing up as a kid, it was nonnegotiable that I would have my rear end in church every Sunday morning. 

         
         My parents met when my father was attending Youngstown State University, where my mother was earning her nursing certification.
            They moved to Michigan for a time and then ended up in Florida, before I was born, due to my father’s job.
         

         
         Growing up in Florida is unique because, depending on the region of the state, you will likely have a different cultural experience.
            North Florida is traditionally southern, southwest Florida has strong midwestern vibes, Miami is the Latin American capital
            of the US, Broward and Palm Beach have a lot of Northeast transplants, and central Florida is a mix of everything.
         

         
         I was geographically raised in Tampa Bay, but culturally my upbringing reflected the working-class communities in western
            Pennsylvania and northeast Ohio—from weekly church attendance to the expectation that one would earn his keep. This made me
            God-fearing, hard-working, and America-loving.
         

         
         Perhaps because the cultural and family values were traditional, and the occupations more labor-intensive, the typical Yalie
            would not consider the people in those communities to be sufficiently “sophisticated.” But what I came to understand was that
            they had an incredible amount of common sense and accumulated wisdom—far more than what I would encounter at Yale and Harvard,
            where entitled and tenured professors reigned as potentates, sure in the smugness of their positions, but utterly unaware
            of the lives of most Americans, including those that they professed to care about.
         

         
         Over the years, I have worked with many people, so I can say definitively that those who lack the type of common sense that comes from life experiences are the biggest liabilities in any organization. Ideally, you want people who are very intellectually capable while also having their intellect grounded in a sober, levelheaded outlook. But if I had to choose between someone who was smart but untethered to reality, and someone whose aptitude was average but who was astute and prudent, I would choose the latter every time. 

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 2
“For God, for Country, and for Yale”

         
         When I arrived at Yale, I was in the minority of students when it came to socioeconomic background and upbringing. Today,
            we take for granted that leftist ideology permeates virtually every institution of higher learning in the United States, but
            this was not something I had a very good understanding of when I arrived on campus. I assumed doing well at a place like Yale
            would allow me to move up in what Lincoln called the “race of life,” to advance in America’s meritocracy.
         

         
         My initial view of Yale was of an institution rooted in tradition and dedicated to timeless principles—and one that would
            produce the future leaders of our country across all major fields. Once I started taking classes, though, I was stunned by
            some of what I heard.
         

         
         While Yale’s popular motto paid homage to God and country, the ethos of the university’s academics was hostility to the Almighty
            and disparagement of America.
         

         
         Before I got to Yale, I believed that almost all Americans were proud that our nation defeated the Soviet Union to win the Cold War. But at Yale, I was told that the United States was to blame for the conflict in the first place, not the Stalin-era Soviets. 

         
         While the late 1990s was one of the most prosperous times in human history, at Yale we were led to believe that communism
            was superior, though it was impossible to point to even one example of this superiority since “real” communism had never been
            tried. I wondered if some of my professors and classmates rooted for Ivan Drago to defeat Rocky Balboa in Rocky IV?
         

         
         Around campus, there was nothing wrong with flying Soviet flags, wearing Che Guevara shirts, and paying homage to Mao Zedong.
            This “revolutionary chic” was even commonplace in some quarters.
         

         
         Yale was founded by religious leaders who wanted to educate students to better serve God. But by my time there, religion had
            virtually no impact on campus orthodoxies, and Christianity, in particular, was disfavored.
         

         
         Yale had a long-standing ban against the Reserve Officer Training Corps (ROTC) operating on campus—a ban originally justified
            as a response to the Vietnam War but, by the late 1990s, rationalized as necessary due to the military’s “Don’t Ask, Don’t
            Tell” policy regarding gay service members, even though such a policy was mandated by congressional statute, not something
            the military did on its own. How, I wondered, could a university claiming to be dedicated in part “for country” deny students
            the ability to train for a military commission on its campus? It made no sense to me.
         

         
         Before my time at Yale, I had never seen a limousine, much less a limousine liberal. Those students who were the most strident in their leftism—anti-American, anti–market economics, anti-God—came from some of the most privileged backgrounds. Many were so-called legacies who represented the latest of what had been generations of family members who attended Yale. It was beyond me why so many Yalies would be so negative about our country despite the immense privileges they inherited due to the opportunities. Attending Yale was my first encounter with the political left. 

         
         Back in Florida, I had no idea who was a Republican or Democrat because there did not seem to be much of a difference in people’s
            basic outlook when it came to matters such as God and country. In fact, my grandmother from Aliquippa lived to her nineties
            and never voted for a Republican for any office in her life because she considered the Democrats to represent God-fearing,
            working-class people like herself.
         

         
         What jarred me about the leftism that I saw on campus was that it was not simply a matter of advocating certain positions
            on matters of tax policy, welfare programs, and criminal justice. It was not just a matter of Republican versus Democrat or
            liberal versus conservative. Instead, the strident leftism represented a wholesale rejection of the basic principles that
            constituted the foundation of the American experiment: the Judeo-Christian tradition, the existence of Creator-endowed rights,
            the notion of American exceptionalism. This leftism also represented a morality play—those who dissented from leftist ideology
            were not just wrong but immoral.
         

         
         Experiencing unbridled leftism on campus pushed me to the right. I had no use for those who denigrated our country or mocked
            people of faith. I had no confidence in those who would say with a straight face that communism was superior to the American
            constitutional tradition. I
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