

“In the Year 2050.”

America’s Religious Civil War

[image: C:\Users\User\Desktop\In the Year 2050\2015-04-09_10-16-10.jpg]

Ira Tabankin

1st edition

Copyright April 2015

Ira J. Tabankin

Sterling, VA 20166

Dedication

This book is dedicated to my wife and true love, Patricia.

Thanks

I’d like to thank the many members of the survivalistboards.com who helped me with their knowledge, comments and encouragement. A very special thanks to Dianne Mayhew, who proofread and edited the manuscript making this edition possible.

Author’s note

This story started with me reading a report, “The Future of World Religions: Population Growth Projections, 2010-2050. Why Muslims Are Rising Fastest and the Unaffiliated Are Shrinking as a Share of the World’s Population” By the Pew Research Center. They published a chart which woke me up.
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When I read the report, I thought, what would happen if a radical Muslim were elected President? How would one get elected? Since the report made it’s projections in the year 2050, I choose that as the year to place this story. Rather than turn the story into a “SciFi” story focusing on the advances in technology in the next 35 years, I made very few technology projections used in the 2050s, I wanted the story to be about the ‘What if’ America elected a Muslim as President. Since technology plays a major role in our lives, I did project that our televisions and gaming will be replaced by 3D hologram technology which seems to be a logical step in entertainment devices.  If anyone is interested, the full report is available online at the Pew Research Center site.

Prologue

In the year 2050 the world’s population based on their religious beliefs is almost equally split between Christianity and Islam. The high birth rate in the Islamic communities combined with the much lower birthrate in the world’s other religions laid the foundation for Islam to pass Christianity by the early 2050’s.  By 2050, Islam controlled most of the European Union states. The shift started in the late 1990s when Europe’s open borders allowed large numbers of Muslims to relocate to Europe. Instead of assimilating into the existing population the Islamic immigrants separated themselves into Islamic ghettos where they followed their own religious practices and practiced Sharia law. Infidels were not welcome in these ghettos, the Muslim immigrants patrolled their ghettos which over time grew to encompass entire cities with their own government, police, and fire departments.  In order to be competitive local banks were forced to follow Sharia law, which outlawed charging interest.  The Islamic cities formed roaming religious police, who were called the Mutaween. Their job was to ensure the population followed Sharia law. The Mutaween ensured that no remnants of the ‘Western lifestyle’ remained to pollute the followers of Allah. With high birth rates and high immigration, the size of the Islamic cities and communities grew, as did their political power. The Muslim’s voted in an Islamic block. By 2020, they were running their own candidates for public offices.  In 2022, Muslims held the offices of the mayor of London, Birmingham, Paris, Berlin, and over 200 smaller towns and cities. In 2050, the Islamic Caliphate covered all of Europe, the Middle East, Africa, (with the exception of South Africa which after numerous race wars was a devastated battlefield of ruined cities) and a third of Eastern Russia. The Chinese Communist Party fought the expression of all religions. Australia and New Zealand outlawed radical Islam, they deported any who tried to overthrow their democratic lifestyle.

In 2015, America and Iran signed the worst treaty in modern history. America agreed to release all economic sanctions against Iran in exchange for Iran agreeing to not produce a nuclear weapon for ten years. Iran laughed at America’s stupidity in accepting their word without a backup plan. Iranians chanted “Death to America”, “Death to Israel.” While their government signed a worthless treaty.

In 2020, Iran launched a surprise attack against Israel with fifty nuclear-armed missiles. Forty-six of the missiles were intercepted by Israel’s expanded anti-missile shield. Israel struck back at Iran with 200 nuclear missiles and bombs. Tehran was struck by six 350KT Israeli weapons, the capital of Iran was vaporized, the city ceased to exist. Saudi Arabia also struck Iran using their secretly developed nuclear weapons.  Israel had secretly traded nuclear assistance to Saudi Arabia in exchange for them attacking Iran if Iran struck Israel first. Israel also shared with Saudi Arabia various technologies. The two entered into an uneasy peace. Saudi Arabia knew Israel had enough weapons to destroy the Kingdom if Saudi Arabia moved against Israel. With the destruction of Iran, Saudi Arabia took its place as the leader of the Islamic world. The King of Saudi Arabia signed an agreement with Israel agreeing to recognize the right of Israel to exist in exchange for Israel agreeing not to attack Saudi Arabia. The treaty allowed Saudi to focus on converting the rest of the world to follow Allah. The Saudi Royals knew that when Islam was strong enough, they would return to the question of Israel.

While In the United States, twenty Muslims were elected to Congress in the midterm elections of 2020. In the 2024 elections, Muslims won 55 seats in the House and 6 seats in the Senate. In 2026, there were 102 Muslim members of the House and 16 Senators. They formed a powerful congressional group, the Congressional Islamic Group, (CIG). The CIG pressured the liberal media to suppress any story which didn’t reflect Islam in the best light. Any Story about an Islamic attack on an infidel was suppressed. The CIG understood that most Americans got their news from fifteen-second sound bites, they knew, whoever controlled the media, controlled how the average American thought. Their antagonists were the right-wing talk radio hosts who had the largest share of the radio market. The CIG pushed the equal time rule through Congress. Any media that broadcast a right wing radio or television program also had to broadcast an opposing program for the same amount of time in a similar time slot that had a similar number of listeners or viewers. The new law doomed talk radio. If Rush was on for three hours in midday, then the same station had to broadcast an opposing view program in a time slot that had the same number of listeners. Since Rush had the highest rated radio program, there wasn’t another time slot or available program that provided an opposing view. Talk radio’s success was its own downfall.

The right wing talk radio and television hosts, Rush, Glen, Sean, and Mark were all kicked off the air. The four of them merged their networks into a new Tea Party/right-wing network they called the EIBLAZE network. They quickly learned, regardless of their number of viewers and listeners, due to the equal time rule, no commercial station could host them. They began broadcasting on the on internet. The CIG brought suit against the EIBLAZE network and Google saying internet providers, under the FCC’s takeover of the internet in 2015 were covered by the equal time rule. The FCC sided with the CIG. The EIBLAZE found no provider would host them due to the fear of being sued by the FCC. The EIBLAZE’s only option was to move offshore so they could continue their broadcasting. The CIG and FCC pressured service providers in the EU and Asia to block the EIBLAZE network, which left the hosts having to fund their own internet provider based in Israel. The CIG filed suit against the new network and all broadcasts originating in Israel. Israel refused to hear the lawsuit. The CIG pressured Congress to cut all aid to Israel until they followed the equal time rule. Israel had sufficient support in Congress to block the CIG from cutting aid. Israel continued to host the Tea Party/right wing broadcasts which became the only voice of logic and conservatism available to the American public.

When the 2052 Presidential election process started, the CIG offered their own candidate for President. Their candidate, Senator Osama bin Mohmand won 274 Electoral College votes. Becoming America’s first openly Muslim President. President-elect Mohmand promised America a new generation of peace, an end to the various wars which had gone on for fifty years. The American public was tired of and fed up with two generations of wars. They elected Mohmand thinking he would bring peace and since he ran as a Green Party candidate, the public expected him to protect the environment.

Sitting President Jackson tried to take come of the glow off of President-elect Mohmand by releasing President Obama’s sealed records. The unsealed records showed what many on the right had long suspected, President Obama was a Muslim. President Jackson hoped that by releasing President Obama’s records, he would defuse those who were worried about a Muslim President. He hoped that like most candidates who won elections, once in office, they realized if they wanted to get anything done, they had to move towards the center.

President-elect Mohmand promised he would sign an Executive order marking President Obama’s birthday as a national holiday. Thus celebrating the birth of the person who started the transformation of America towards becoming an Islamic country. The new national news station, Al-Jazeera, renamed the transformation of America as the jihad of America. Al Shihabi was granted a daily interview time every day with President Mohmand. Al Jazeera was the only media to have total access to President Mohmand. AL Shihabi helped script a wide-ranging jihad of America, one which they hoped would fully transform America into a devoted Islamic country which will proudly take its place within the worldwide Caliphate. 

Chapter One

Amid the loud cheering and chanting at the Mohmand election headquarter hotel, the CNN reporter looks into the camera saying, “Good evening America, tonight, November 17th, 2052 history has been made for the third time. We’re all witnesses to this historic event. In November 2008, we elected the first African-American, Barrack Obama as President. He started the transformation of America to make us a more peaceful, caring country. As everyone knows, President Obama served two terms, he left a legacy of accomplishing more than any other President prior to him. In 2016, the Conservatives’ voter ID laws blocked many minorities from voting thus allowing the radical Tea Party candidate Ted Cruz to be elected as President. President Cruz defeated Mrs. Clinton who performed horribly in the debates. Many said that President Cruz pushed her buttons causing her to lose her temper in every debate. Some say the ‘real’ Hillary Clinton was seen during the debates. Everyone may remember when she lost it in the second debate when Ted Cruz held up recovered emails showing Mrs. Clinton sent Ambassador Stevens to Benghazi to ship illegal weapons to the Syrian rebels.  As Secretary of State, she not only knew the attack was a terrorist attack, she turned down his request for additional security. She stood by, doing nothing allowed Ambassador Stevens to die a horrible death. Ted Cruz repeated during the debate, Clinton’s hands were covered in blood. At the end of their third and final debate, he showed emails proving she ordered the military to stand down dooming the Ambassador and his staff to death.

The CNN reporter continued, “Fulfilling his campaign promise President Cruz started dismantling President Obama’s vision of America starting with his first day in office. We in the media didn’t agree with President Cruz, we made our thoughts very public. When the economy didn’t recover from the recession, which was caused by the Republican tax cuts and President Cruz throwing the country into confusion when he, by Executive order overturned President Obama’s signature bill, Obamacare. The country spent four years trying to figure out how to replace Obamacare with a health care system that covered everyone. The confusion cost President Cruz reelection. The presidential election of 2020 saw Elizabeth Warren beat Ted Cruz to become the country’s first woman President. She followed in President Obama’s footsteps. She was even more progressive than President Obama. She brought back Obamacare, further confusing the public. President Warren forced a restructuring of Wall Street, which pushed the economy into a deeper recession. In the 2024 election, President Warren ran against Rand Paul, who she beat claiming it was the conservative wing of the Republican Party which pushed the country into the recession. President Warren won reelection, but the people handed both houses of Congress to the Tea Party. The country suffered deeper divisions than under Presidents Obama and Cruz. President Warren and Congress couldn’t agree on any issue. The country suffered an additional four years of deep recession due to the Tea Party refusing to work with President Warren.

The election of 2028 saw the emergence of a third and fourth party which further broke the country apart. A little-known Congressman from West Virginia won the election by promising the country a return to old time values. President Frankfort won both of his elections. The elections in 2036 and 2040 went back and forth between the right and left. While Washington D.C. argued with themselves, the country was changing. The birth rate of the Islamic population grew quickly while the birth rate of other religions dropped to a point where they didn’t cover the replacement of their existing numbers. The number of Catholics, Baptists, Mormons and Jews declined while the number of Muslims exploded.” 

The CNN reporter paused to look into the camera before continuing, “In 2020, the Islamic community formed their own party and started running their own candidates. By the election of 2052, the majority of people who actually voted were Muslims. Tonight we celebrate our first openly Muslim president.  Osama bin Mohmand easily defeated the other two candidates. The Tea Party candidate was so radical that we and the other networks didn’t carry his message. This was also the first election cycle in one hundred years when there weren’t any televised debates. President Mohmand refused to take the stage with a bacon eating infidel.  We join with all Americans and the world in celebrating the election of President-elect Mohmand. We thank Allah for sending us such an intelligent guiding leader as President-elect Mohmand.”

MSNBC’s reporter says, “Who is Osama bin Mohmand? He started his career as an investor in companies that supply Muslims with items they use in their everyday life. Mohmand made over $50 million when he sold his company to Amazon. After selling his company, he turned his energy to politics. He moved to Michigan, which has a large Muslim population. He became the Mayor of Detroit, where he developed the bailout that saved the city from a second bankruptcy. He parlayed his fame into the Senate race where he became the junior Senator from Michigan. He served three terms in the Senate, his most notable accomplishment was authoring the law that made Muslims a protected class of people in America. He's also known for putting the deal together which enabled Muslims to pay fees on their credit cards in place of interest since interest is outlawed in the Holy Quran. Mohmand has been quoted as saying he’s the moderate Muslim, who wants to make peace with the different people of the world. We warmly welcome Osama bin Mohmand as our new President.”

@@@@@

Monday, January 20th dawned bright and warm for January in Washington D.C. The sky was crystal clear without a visible cloud. At 7:30 AM President-elect Mohmand was led into the Oval Office to meet his predecessor. As the custom, both men met in private to discuss issues between the outgoing and incoming Presidents. 

President Jackson welcomed President-elect Mohmand to the Oval Office, “President-elect, welcome to the White House. My family and I will be moved out by the time your inauguration service concludes. Per tradition, I’m pleased to host you and answer any specific questions about the House and the position as I can. I thought we would have breakfast together while we chatted.”

“Mr. President, I truly appreciate you taking the time this morning to host me. I’m sure my family will be happy to move in and start the cleaning and remodeling as soon as possible. I will be happy to have a cup of tea while you eat breakfast. I’ve already had mine. I can’t eat in the House until the kitchen is cleaned and restocked with Halal food. I’m not permitted to eat non-Halal foods or eat foods prepared in a nonconforming kitchen.”

“I see. Are you planning on changing all of the House staff?”

“Yes, I’m in the process of having the staff replaced as we meet. My temporary Chief of Staff is going to oversee the White House is cleaned, all traces of non-Halal food will be removed, the kitchens cleaned the bedrooms cleaned and all of the linens and towels changed. We’re bringing our own China to replace the existing White House china, silverware, and cooking equipment. We plan on disposing of all of the existing White House kitchen supplies. If we didn’t do this, Allah would frown on the Muslim State of America.”

“President-elect, I’m sure you know that America isn’t a Muslim State. Our constitution forbids us having a state religion.”

“Mr. President, I wouldn’t worry yourself about such things. In less than two hours, none of this will be your concern. You served for eight years. Eight years which saw increased discrimination against Allah’s faithful. You didn’t raise your voice in protest while Allah’s people suffered under your administration. I’m going to ensure my people don’t ever suffer the same discrimination again. As soon as I take the oath of office I’m going to start ensuring my people are protected.”

“Mr. President elect, may I give you a word of advice?”

“Of course, please, I’m all ears.”

“If I were you, I would take it slow. You won the election by four Electoral College votes. A little over half of the popular vote was cast for your opponents. You won the election with a minority of the popular vote. You’re not entering office with a strong mandate. I’d advise you go slowly with any sweeping new programs. Build a strong working relationship with Congress. Get Congress on your side. No one believed a third party could win, let alone your party.” 

President-elect Mohmand smiled, he sipped his tea while he looked at President Jackson. “Mr. President, I do have a mandate, over 99% of the Muslim population in America voted for me. I have a duty to follow the wishes of those who elected me. I’m going to carry forward the bold promise made by President Obama, I’m going to complete the transformation of America into converting America into an Islamic country. In fact, my staff has designed a new flag I’m going to shortly unveil. Would you like to see it?”

“President-elect Mohmand, do I understand you plan to change the American flag? You plan to transform America into an Islamic country? A country that follows Islamic law?”

“President Jackson, it's called Sharia law which is soon going to be the law of the land. Today is going to be a day remembered forever. The day the green flag of Islam finally flies over this great land. The day when America takes its place among the followers of Allah and Mohmand his the messenger. Today America is going to be the next country in the formation of a worldwide Caliphate. Under my administration, a worldwide Caliphate will finally become a reality. You should be proud that you’re able to watch the formation of the worldwide Caliphate. Today we will begin the process of having a common law across the entire world. For the first time, Allah’s word will become the common law of the world.” President Mohmand smiled an evil grin as he paused to sip his tea.

“President-elect Mohmand, I’m sure you know that half of the country are Christians, Jews, or nonbelievers in any religion which is why our founding fathers saw fit to ensure we never have a national religion.”

“President Jackson, you’re familiar with the process to modify the constitution. When I was elected, my party, the Green Party, won control of the House and Senate. A bill will be passed, a bill, I’ll sign, sending the amendment to the states where my brother and sister Muslims will make sure it gets passed. President Jackson, when one has the numbers and the support of the people he represents, anything is possible. The simple truth is a higher percentage of my people vote than yours. Getting bills passed and changes to the foundation of America isn’t going to be as difficult as you may think it’s going to be.”

“It was genius to rename your party the Green Party, many citizens thought they were voting for environmentalists. You mixed in just enough envirobabble about saving the planet that many people supported your platform because they thought they were voting for people who supported clean air and water, slowing global cooling, and finding alternative power sources. Frankly Mr. President-elect, you lied and deceived your way into this office.”

Smiling an evil smile, President Mohmand grins saying, “President Jackson, every politician lies. I did nothing different than you or anyone else who got elected. By the way, we will clean the air and water. We’re going to reduce the population stress on the planet. Hence, we are green. I will complete the transformation the late President Obama started.”

“I’m sure you know that the previous four administrations spent sixteen years undoing the damage President Obama did to the country. I’m proud of my record which lowered the tensions between the left and right. My administration got the real unemployment rate down to 9.8%. I improved the security of our people.”

“President Jackson, you may have lowered tensions between the left and right, however, you allowed an increase of tensions and discrimination against the followers of Allah. Your security measures were targeted against the followers of Allah and Mohmand, his messenger.”

“Mr. President-elect, I tried to calm the tension against Muslims. If Muslims hadn’t attacked innocents around the world if Muslims didn’t kill women and children of other faiths…”

“There are no other faiths. The only faith is Islam. The only true religion is to follow the word of Allah as recorded by his Messenger, may peace be with him, Mohmand. Allah and Mohmand, his messenger, have laid out the way to honor and serve Allah. Those who practice false faiths, serve Satan, it is the duty of every Muslim to either convert nonbelievers or kill them because they pollute the minds of the true believers. Nothing will be allowed which may lead the faithful away from the love of Allah. I’m honored to have been selected by Allah to protect the American people. I’ve been selected by Allah to bring America to its rightful place in Allah’s world. Some may not agree, some may try to fight my plans, these poor souls will quickly realize they can easily convert to the one true faith or they will have to pay the Jizya. Infidels won’t be allowed to hold certain positions in my administration.”

“I know the American people, they won’t accept these changes. The Tea Party, which holds over 125 seats in the House won’t accept any new taxes or your new policies. They stall your policies.”

“President Jackson, the average citizen WILL happily accept my changes. They will accept them because the media supports me and my changes, they will spin the changes so that the average citizen will be happy to accept the changes. The media will fill the people’s heads with sound bites that support my cause and quiet the voices of any dissenters. Infidels will be silenced one way or another. None will be permitted to speak out against the word of Allah, any who attempt to, will find they don’t have access to the public airwaves. They won’t be able to publish their lies anywhere people could read or hear them. When President Obama led the government takeover of the internet, he laid the foundation I’ll use to crush all dissent voices. If the Tea Party gives me any problems, I’ll go around Congress by using the limited executive orders that are left to the office. I’ll have my agencies levy fees on nonbelievers, these don’t need Congressional approval.” 

President Jackson looked at his watch, he nodded towards his guest, “Mr. President-elect it’s almost time we begin making our way to the podium. The Chief Justice, Ms. Hillary Clinton is waiting for us. I understand she plans to resign right after she swears you into office.”

“It was another stroke of President Obama’s genius that he appointed Mrs. Clinton to the Supreme Court shortly after she lost the election to the infidel Cruz. Her Presidential aspirations were doomed when her story of cleaning her server turned out to be false. When Rush got his hands on all 30,000 of her emails from her server, her run was finished. President Obama appointed her in a recess appointment to get around the Senate, hence protecting her from prosecution. While Obama had no love for Clinton, he knew if he didn’t find a way to support her he’d bring him down with her. She’s going to resign so I can appoint her replacement.”

“How did you manage that? I assumed she would never leave the court. If I had known of a way to get her to resign, I would have used it in my first term.”

“She and I had a couple of meetings after I was elected.”

“What did that cost you?” 

“Only a small donation to her charity. $75 million is a small price to pay to have her resign. My friends wired her offshore accounts the money. Hence, she’ll resign this evening.”

President Jackson sat back on his couch in surprise, “You bribed the Chief Justice to resign.”

“Yes, as you know the Clinton’s have always had a price on everything. Hillary was harder to buy after Bill’s unfortunate heart attack in bed with those two young women. His passing was such a loss. President Jackson, I’d be happy to appoint you as a special advisor. I’m sure we can come to agreeable financial terms. I can make you a fantastically rich man, you’d never want for anything for the rest of your life. Your son, Robert would never have to work a day in his life. After helping me, you could buy yourself your own country where you could be President for life. You could be King, which will enable you to hand your crown to your son. Your family can rule forever. All I ask is for you to remain silent and disappear, quietly leave the country.”

“Mr. Mohmand, I’m not interested in being part of your administration. I don’t believe in kings or dictators. In fact, I may lead the voices speaking out against your administration. You may have been elected by the people. You don’t understand America or Americans. Your plans are not going to be accepted by the good people of America. They are going to fight you for every inch of their freedoms you try to take away from them. You’re going to quickly learn America doesn’t want to be part of your Caliphate. Middle America doesn’t understand what you really stand for, or who you are. Once they figure out who you really are, they are going to fight you. If you go too quickly, you’re going to find the military won’t support you. They may even remove you from office.”

Laughing President-elect Mohmand says, “You forget, as commander in chief, I get to appoint the service chiefs, they will be totally supportive of me. All military officers will be, or they’ll be looking for new jobs outside of the military. Any officer who doesn’t support me will have their career cut short. I plan to bring in military advisors from members of the Caliphate. They will help train the US Military how to deal with domestic terrorists. They will train the military how to suppress any civil unrest.”

“What about their oath of office? What about your oath of office, do you intend to openly break your oath? The military isn’t going to follow instructions from your imported advisors.”

Smiling an evil grin, “President Jackson, the Holy Quran instructs us to lie to nonbelievers to further Allah’s cause. I’ll lie, I’ll deceive, I’ll do anything that pushes the Great Satan to recognize the true word of Allah. I won’t stop until America becomes an Islamic country and a member in good standing in the Caliphate. Nothing is going to stop me. Allah is my light, he is smiling on me, he has shown me our time has arrived. I will take my place in the history of the Quran.”

“Maybe I will stop you.”

Smiling President-elect Mohmand said, “President Jackson if you like living, don’t try to oppose me. You won’t enjoy it. Your reputation will suffer, you may even lose your loved ones, in fact, it would be a loss to the country if you were to meet with an untimely accident. Accidents happen so often these days. The country will mourn you, I will use your death to further my goals. Even in your death, you will help me. Your only option is, accept my offer and quietly slip away.”

“You shouldn’t threaten a sitting President, it’s a crime. The secret service doesn’t have a sense of humor.”

Smiling, Mohmand says, “In a few minutes the secret service will report to me. In a few minutes I will be the leader of the free world, the most powerful man alive. Allah’s will, will be done. If I were you, I’d retire in silence and follow MacArthur’s advice and just fade away. Mind your own business and disappear so I don’t have to make you and your family disappear. Don’t make waves, go along to get along. It’ll be healthier for you.”

“Mr. President-elect, don’t ever threaten me or think you know everything.  I’m warning you to go very slow or this country will rise up and bring you down.”

“The people won’t revolt, because like a frog placed in a pot of water, they will sit in the water as the temperature is brought up enough to boil the frog. The average American citizen is going to be happy to have what they have. They’re not going do anything to upset their comfort. They won’t even try to speak out because they won’t want to rock their boat. The average American is more interested in who in Hollywood is sleeping with whom than the loss of a few of their freedoms. Soon, the water they’re sitting in will boil and they’ll cook themselves alive. It’s going to be so easy leading America down the path I want it to go. Look at history, look at how easily President Obama started the transformation of America. The press could have ensured he wasn’t elected, yet they fawned all over him. They saw him as their Messiah. I’m going to show them, I AM their Messiah. I will lead America to a new brighter future following Allah. If the people don’t follow the laws of Allah, they will lose their heads. Millions may lose their heads. America’s great rivers will run red with the blood of infidels and the worshipers of the cross and the six pointed star. America will learn, there is only one God and that God is Allah.”

President Jackson slowly shakes his head saying, “We’ll see about that. I think I can promise you that America isn’t the same as a third world country. The people of America will fight you with every asset they have. Most of the country isn’t like Detroit. The people aren’t going to rush to switch religions. 277 years ago, the people stood up to the world’s mightiest military to form this country, they are not going to allow you to walk into America and change it into an Islamic country.”

“President Jackson, they won’t be able to stop me. A handful of citizens armed with hunting rifles against the strongest army in the world won’t stand a chance. We will easily crush them. Their blood will join the blood of other infidels who’ve tried to stand in our way. Nothing can stop us now. Our time has come. We’ve waited over a thousand years for this moment.”

President Jackson remembers his history of the previous one hundred years, the Holocaust of the Jews in Europe, the Holocaust of the Armenian Christians, the Holocaust of the Middle Eastern Christians. He frowned knowing there was only one way to stop Mohmand’s plans. His thoughts are broken by Mohmand’s words, “President Jackson please put a smile on your face before we face the people. I wouldn’t want them to worry something is wrong.” Mohmand laughed knowing he’d already won. He looked at President Jackson, “Remember your history, no one stopped Hitler, no one stopped ISIS, no one stopped the Turks, no one will stop me. The media will cover up the truth. You should join us, fighting us will cost you everything you hold dear. Come, let’s uphold the tradition of a peaceful transfer of power.”

A secret service agent knocks on the Oval Office door, he sticks his head in the Oval Office saying, “Mr. Presidents, it’s time. We should be leaving now.”

The two men stand, they face each with hate filled eyes before they walk side by side towards the front door of the White House. The secret service leads them to the front of the House while other agents fall in behind them. Agents on President Jackson’s protection detail kept one eye on their counterparts who are on President-elect Mohmand’s detail. Neither side trusted the other. Everyone has been cleared from the White House halls, the two men walk from the Oval Office to the White House front door where a podium has been set up for the swearing in ceremony.  Each of the two secret service details is worried because they’ve received many threats against each president. Many people realized too late, President-elect Mohmand is a fundamentalist Muslim. One who has plans to transform America into an Islamic country. Some reborn Christians worry that Mohmand is going to try to outlaw all religion except for Islam. There’s many within the secret service and the military who have concerns about the new president. They worry the new president is going to try to turn America into a Muslim state, one where non-Muslims won’t be welcome, or will be treated as second class citizens. Their fears are well founded. The secret service has also received threats against President Jackson from Mohmand’s supporters.

@@@@@

The EIBLAZE Internet network hosts eight different internet forum discussion groups. They publish articles and interviews about the damage President-elect Mohmand planned to do to the country. In the years since President Obama appointed Hillary to the Supreme Court, the average American has seen their rights steadily eroded. There was a limit to how many guns and ammunition citizens can purchase and own. The progressives couldn’t get enough votes to overturn the second amendment, so they passed laws modifying it. If the courts held that citizens could own weapons, there was nothing in the second amendment that said anything about how many weapons a citizen could own. Anti-gun messages were taught in schools as early as mandatory preschool. The first amendment was altered so that hate speech was extended to cover any negative Islamic comments. By the year, 2050 courts ruled that crossing one’s self in public or openly wearing a cross or Star of David was hate speech because it might offend someone of another faith.  The Federal Department of Anti-Hate Speech spent billions trying to shut down hundreds of internet forums where people post hate speech against groups they didn’t trust or like.

The media and activist courts gave special allowances to Muslims. The percentage of people in America who was Muslim skyrocketed. During the election cycle of 2052 the EIBLAZE network tried to explain that the Green Party wasn’t an environmental group, they were green because the flag of Islam was green. The Green Party candidates all spouted phony statements and commitments for cleaner air and water. They said anything in order to get elected so they could transform America. Rush, Glen, and Mark begged their audiences to spread the message not to fall for the Green Party’s lies. The media gave the Green Party hundreds of millions of dollars worth of free PR and advertising. Mohmand was invited on every television program while his major challenger from the Tea Party wasn’t invited on a single program. The only PR the media gave the Tea Party was negative, most of it was made up lies. The Tea Party’s advertising was rejected by the major networks.  Mohmand refused to share the stage with an infidel. Hence, for the first time in one hundred years there were no presidential debates.

The crowd waiting for the President-elect Mohmand’s inauguration broke all records. Hundreds of thousands of Green Islamic flags flew in the crowd. They chanted Allah Akbar (God is Great) to celebrate one of their own becoming President. As the two Presidents walk towards the podium, the crowd screams as one, “ALLAH AKBAR” the air vibrates with the crowd’s screaming. President-elect Mohmand lifts his hands over his head smiling, the hundreds of thousands standing in front of the White House goes crazy with excitement. The hundreds of thousands cheer and scream their joy. Tens of thousands cover their eyes in prayer of thanks to Allah for making it possible for Mohmand to be elected.

A sound shocks the millions watching the inauguration, they are frozen in place. The sound was a gunshot. The Secret Service jumps into action when they hear the gunshot, they push both men to the ground, some lay over the two men, trying to protect them with their own bodies. Other agents draw their hidden weapons. They try to scan the crowd in the millions looking for the shooter, President-elect Mohmand pushes the secret service agent off of him.  He stands, pushing other secret service agents away from him.  He calmly walks to the microphone where he says, “Hello America. I hope that shot was simply someone shooting into the air due to the excitement of my inauguration. If it was, please don’t shoot anymore, you scare the secret service. When they get scared they get trigger nervous, they may shoot you by mistake. Also your bullets are going to come back to earth, where, they may hit one of the faithful who are here today to witness the beginning of America becoming part of the worldwide Caliphate. For the first time in human history, all of mankind will be bound together under Allah.”

A second shot rings out from somewhere in the crowd.  The secret service agents form a human shield around the President-elect. He places his hand on his personal copy of the Quran, which has been handed down to him from his father’s father’s father. He says, “I do solemnly swear (or affirm) that I will faithfully execute the Office of President of the United States, and will to the best of my Ability, preserve, protect and defend the Constitution of the United States. I swear this in my faith to Allah.”

The crowd goes crazy, they cry, they dance, they cheer. The media talking heads are excited about the countries first openly Muslim President. While it was proven that President Obama was a Muslim, he kept it hidden. The millions watching the swearing scream “Allah Akbar! Allah Akbar!”

Chapter Two

People around the world watched the swearing-in proceedings on their 3D, ultra density hologram televisions which placed a 3D image of President Mohmand standing in their living room. It was possible to move around their living room watching the inauguration from every angle as if they were standing on the podium with the President. Every hologram projector included a digital recorder allowing the proceedings to be paused and rewound. The viewing audience could review this historic event as many times as they wanted. When President-elect Mohmand’s hand touched the Quran in Chief Justice Clinton’s hand, billions of Muslims around the world cheered and danced in their streets. The streets of the Islamic Caliphate are filled with hundreds of millions of people screaming “Allah Akbar!” They knew it was now only a matter of time before America followed Sharia law. The death of the Great Satan was within sight.

Recently sworn-in President Mohmand looked into the hologram and internet cameras saying, “My fellow Americans, today is a historic day. Today I am proclaiming that America will join the other nations which make up the proud Islamic Caliphate. Today 375 million Americans will be welcomed by Allah into his home. Today we’re taking the next step towards universal obedience to Allah. I’ve had a new flag designed that will bring together the best of American and Muslim cultures. I can’t wait for the day when this new flag will fly over every home and office building in this great country.  I’m proud to unveil this new flag for the first time to you, the people of Allah, who will be soon living under the flag that will always remind us of our dual history.”  The band begins playing the National Anthem, above the White House a new flag is raised. The flag still has thirteen red and white stripes for the original thirteen colonies, in place of the blue square with fifty stars, representing each state, the blue field has been replaced with a green box with a large scimitar. The crowd in front of the podium screams in joy while shouting “Allah Akbar!” Millions in the Islamic controlled countries cover their eyes as tears of joy roll down their cheeks. Hundreds of thousands fire guns into the sky out of joy. Hundreds are injured when the bullets fall back to earth. Millions of Americans shake their heads in disgust and fear. Many know a new war is coming. A holy war that may engulf the entire world. 

The Holy Father in Rome watches the proceedings shaking his head. His Chief of Staff asks, “Holy Father you look very sad.”

“My son, we are watching the beginning of the end of the world. We are witness to the Book of Revelation’s words taking form in front of us. The battle of Armageddon is surely on the horizon. I’m afraid God is about to judge man, and most men won’t like his verdict. My son, we need to make sure our faithful are prepared for the return of Jesus. We are surely entering a time of darkness and hardship.”

@@@@@

Hamas and Hezbollah celebrated the inauguration by firing 5,000 rockets into Israel. A battle of missile and anti-missile warfare was conducted in the skies over Israel. With the destruction of Iran, the terror organizations got their weapons from Russia and North Korea. These new missiles were “smarter” than the unguided ones Iran used to supply them. The new ones are guided to their targets. In the 35 years since 2014, when Israel’s Iron Dome system intercepted more than 98% of the rockets Hamas and Hezbollah fired at Israel, Israel continued to develop and improve their anti-missile shield. They updated their shield with mobile and fixed antimissile laser weapons which burned out the incoming missile’s guidance control. Israel retaliated by firing enhanced EMP missiles over the Islamic held territory surrounding Israel. Israel’s attack destroyed every electronic device in the surrounding area. Israel’s Prime Minister, Moshe Elon watched the swearing-in ceremony with tears in his eyes. He cried, he ripped the lapel of his black suit, mourning the death of Israel’s best friend, the United States. Prime Minister Elon was pleased his ancestor Prime Minister Netanyahu saw the writing on the wall when Iran and American signed a nuclear weapons treaty in 2015. He knew then, Israel’s special friendship with America was coming to an end. He pushed through a funding bill to make the Israeli military self-sufficient. He knew there would be future Presidents who would do everything in their power to destroy his country. It took 35 years for him to be proven right.  Israel currently designed and manufactured most of their weapons in hardened underground factories, which were underground cities. Israel still purchased airplanes from America, however, fifteen years ago Israel decided to acquire most of America’s used F22 and F15 fighters. Israel rebuilt and updated the planes. All of Israel’s warplanes are kept in underground bomb proof shelters, making Israel stronger in the year 2050 than it had ever been. 

Awaiting President Mohmand’s signature in the Oval Office is the draft of his first executive order:  An order to the State Department and the Department of Defense to stop supplying Israel with any type of aid. Unknown to President Mohmand, President Jackson ordered a massive transfer of weapons and supplies to Israel when it became apparent on election night Mohmand was going to win. Millions of tons of supplies were shipped to Israel. Israel quickly built new shelters and bunkers for all of the supplies that arrived on a steady stream of freighters that shipped everything from tanks, rockets, bombs, food and first aid equipment. Three of America’s largest weapons suppliers built massive underground factories which turned out hundreds of thousands of smart weapons for the IDF. Israel became two countries, one above ground, and one buried hundreds of feet underground that very few people knew existed.

Millions of Americans sit in shock, watching the new flag rise over the White House. Many members of the US military pull off their flag patches while they march to the administrative buildings to resign. Others turn their flag patches upside down, representing the dire distress they are feeling.  At the same time, over three hundred thousand militia members know the time has come to act if America is be saved. Their meeting locations become jammed with armed men and women who want to save their country. They are joined by local first responders, and average American citizens who decide they have to do something to save the country for their children.

The media’s talking heads are ecstatic with President Mohmand’s announcement. They spend hours talking about how transforming America is a great thing. America won’t be undertaking additional wars of aggression in the Middle East or hopefully anywhere else.  America is going to be a more inclusive country. The only issue the media is divided over is the change of the US flag, the media is split over the change, half liked the change, saying it signified the maturing of America, an America that was joining with a large number of other countries to ensure peace around the world. They media proudly states they helped create a global state, soon there would be a true world government which would represent all the people on the small planet, Earth.

Most of the conservative and independents are angry with Mohmand’s changes. Internet forum groups spread the message of mass marches on Valentines Day, Friday February 14. The internet spreads the messages that everyone who disagrees with the new President should take to the streets to protest President Mohmand’s changes. The forums picked Valentines Day to show their love for America. 

President Mohmand is meeting with the leading members of the CIG when one of his aides knocks on the door to the Oval Office. “Mr. President, the various right-wing internet sites are now asking their listeners to take to the streets on Valentines Day. Rush, Glen, Mark, and Sean are leading the call to shut down the country on Valentines Day. They’re saying they have to save ‘old glory’ for the generations of unborn Americans.”

President Mohamad tells his friends from the CIG, “Gentlemen, I have to interrupt our meeting so I can deal with these infidels. I’m most likely going to have to send the military to protect our people. There have been reports of Muslim-owned business’ being set on fire. Many of our people are being discriminated against. The worshipers of the cross are going to have to be dragged to Allah at the end of a rifle or by the end of a rope around their necks. They can’t accept change, I promise you change is coming. I will jam it down their throats if I have to.”

Abdul Karim, the Managing Director of the CIG, says, “Mr. President, I don’t think the military is a good idea. I’m not sure we can fully trust them yet. I suggest you ask the other members of the Caliphate to quickly send us some troops who are one hundred percent trustworthy. I’m sure if you asked, we could get two hundred thousand troops here within a week. I think every other member will be happy to send support. For some, it will be payback for when the US military invaded them. I’d order the military to remain on their bases so we don’t have to fight them and the people. If they’re ordered to remain on their bases, they won’t be able to come to the people’s aid. Our foreign troops will be able to crush any opposition.” 

“Insha'Allah (God willing) that’s an excellent idea. I’ll make the request to the Council of Imams. I worry about how the infidels will accept what the right wing internet will call an invading army. I don’t want the armed citizens to fight with our brothers.”

“The media will support your call. I suggest you contact the media and tell them your plan. Al Jazeera will generate support for the plan around the world. Tell them about the threat to the nation by a small number of right-wing crazies who want to start another civil war. I wouldn’t worry about any anti-government demonstrations or marches, the media won’t report anything about them. Most people will never know about any dissenting voices. Ask the media to start reporting the negative side of the Tea Party and the damage to the country infidels are trying to cause all of us. They will fill the airwaves and internet with enough sound bites, the average citizen won’t believe anything they hear or see broadcast from the right.”

“Again an excellent idea. Are you sure you won’t accept the offer to be my Chief of Staff.”

“I don’t know how I can hold my position as Managing Director of the CIG and also be your COS.”

“I’ll sign an Executive order allowing you to hold both positions.”

“If you do that, then I kindly accept your offer.”

“I’m very short of trusted staff. Many of the people I approach are afraid to join my administration. If you could start tomorrow, it would be a big help. We have so much to accomplish is a very short time.”

“Insha'Allah. I’ll report here tomorrow at 6:00AM.”

“Thank you. Now I have to make some calls to get us some help before the country gets organized enough to undo all I’ve planned.”

President Mohmand thinks to himself, we’re on the verge of winning our largest battle without firing a shot. I’ll be able to destroy America’s chance of ever regaining its position in the world again. Islam will soon be the common religion covering the entire world. We’ll finally be able to end the thousands of years of fighting. After more than a thousand years, we’re finally getting our revenge on the Crusaders in the best possible way. In a year or two, the flag of Islam will fly over the Vatican. Our revenge on Rome will then be complete. Our last battle will be the world’s last, the battle for Jerusalem. Allah’s flag will fly over their new temple. We’ll erase the word Jew from every tongue on the planet. Soon, as the Holy Quran says, even the very rocks of the world will aid us in ridding the world of the Jews. President Mohmand covers his eyes, he faces east repeating, “Sahih Muslim, Book 041, Number 6981: Ibn 'Umar reported Allah's Messenger, Muhammad (May peace be upon him) as saying: You will fight against the Jews and you will kill them until even a stone would say: Come here, Muslim, there is a Jew (hiding himself behind me); kill him.” We are so close, we’ve waited almost two thousand years to fulfill Muhammad’s prophecy.  

@@@@@

Former President Jackson took Marine One to Andrews Joint Base, where he boarded Air Force one for the last time. He flew to his home in Nashville Tennessee. The pilot came back to see the former President. “Mr. President, if I may?”

Former President Jackson was taken by surprise, he had been staring out of the window lost in his thoughts about the future of the country. He looked up seeing the Air Force officer standing next to him. “Major, of course. What can I do for you?”

“Sir, on behalf of the entire crew, we’d like to thank you.”

“Major, it’s I who should be thanking you and the crew. In fact, that’s a good idea. I’m going to come to the communications station and thank everyone.”

“Mr. President, what are you going to do now? I heard a rumor you turned down an offer to be an advisor to President Mohmand.”

“Major, that’s true. He and I wouldn’t be able to work well together. We don’t share the same vision of America. I don’t have any special plans right now. I think I’ll go home and just fade away.”

“Mr. President, if I may, no you won’t. You know what President Mohmand has planned for the country. He’s going to be worse for us than President Obama was. Mohmand’s idea of transforming America into an Islamic nation is going to destroy us. Sir, if I may, we both know the people aren’t going to accept this change. They may have accepted more than most of us would have liked, but when they learn their churches are outlawed, things are going to turn violent. Sir, the country needs you more than ever. If you’re not going to lead us, who will?”

“Major, you know I won’t comment on any previous or present President. When I was sworn in, I said I would never disparage anyone who holds the office, it’s the hardest job in the world. I’m hoping the man who took the oath today reviews the words he said and takes them to his heart.”

“Mr. President, you’re now an ordinary citizen, you can comment if you’d like to.”

Smiling former President Jackson lowers his voice saying, “Major, I’ll never be an ordinary citizen. I was President for eight years. I tried to do the best job I could. The damn media went after me from before I even took the oath. They didn’t like my policies before they even saw my success or failure. The media pronounced me a failure the day I won the election. They fought me at every step. They’ll fight anyone who doesn’t follow their agenda. I had hopes they would remember their job is to report the news versus being the news. Their huge salaries went to their heads. They think of themselves as the real stars on television. I wish another Walter Cronkite would step forward.”

“Sir, you helped keep the country together. Your policies helped stem the terrorism that was breaking the country apart, we used to have ten attacks a week, by the end of your first term, the number of attacks was down to less than one a week. You helped catch the ringleaders. You cut unemployment by 20%. You gave us hope again. You brought pride back to the stars and stripes. Sir, it’s been an honor to serve under you.” The Major took a step back and executed a perfect salute to the former President.

“Major, then why did the country elect that man to the highest office? Why did they elect a man who is going destroy everything we both hold dear?”

“Sir, you said it yourself, the media loved him. They twisted everything around so he was shown in the best possible light, they lied for him. They made up stories which became the truth to many people. Since 2008, they’ve control who gets elected. The only thing you should have done is figured out a way to knock down the media.”

“Major, given our constitution how would you recommend I or anyone do that and still keep America free? Without a free press we wouldn’t be a free country, we wouldn’t be the country we are. Would you have joined the military of a country without a free press? Would you put your life at risk for a dictatorship?”

“Mr. President, the answer to that question is no, which is why I and the entire crew are resigning as soon as we return to Andrews.”

“Major, aren’t you on the short list for promotion to Lt Colonel?”

“Yes, I’m on the list. However, I can’t and won’t support the man that is sitting in your chair.”

“Major, it’s not my chair, it’s the chair that goes with the position. I sat in it for eight years, that’s enough for anyone who takes the job seriously. Major, if you’re serious about resigning, please look me up after your service is over.  One never knows what the future holds, Karma is funny that way. Major, here’s my cell number, please only share it with people you one hundred percent trust. Major, only call after you’ve resigned. I don’t want to be caught up in a scandal, nor do I want to ruin your career.”

“Sir, you can trust me. Thank you, sir.”

“I know, which is why I gave you my number, and why I let you fly me for the previous three years. I wouldn’t fly with a pilot I didn’t trust. I’ve been called crazy, but I’m not insane.”

Both men laugh. The pilot steps back from President Jackson, he snaps to attention, offering him another perfect formal salute before he turns around heading back to the planes cockpit.

President Jackson returns the salute. He watches the pilot smile and return to the cockpit. When the major is out of his sight, he turns his head to again look at the clouds and allow his mind to drift. He thinks this is most likely the last time I’m going to have any time to myself in a long time. I’m torn if I should do what so many have whispered to me they want me to do. I know it can’t be the military, the country might thank them in the short term, but won’t let them forget it in the long term. I don’t want to be the one responsible for breaking the country apart. I don’t want to go down in history as another Jefferson Davis. I wonder if there’s another way. Please, God give me the strength to do the right thing. Can you send me a sign to show me the right path? Do you care which path we walk? Do you care what you’re called? Or who does what in your name?

@@@@@

The official headquarters of the Tea Party is located in the Kansas City Marriott hotel which is connected to the convention center via an enclosed walkway. The Tea Party started in 2008 as a grassroots organization without a formal leader or party organization. The Tea Party’s initial candidates for public office weren’t properly vetted. Many couldn’t stand up to the press’ scrutiny, the media made them look foolish and stupid. As the country continued in a recession without end, while Congress and the President continued spending trillions of dollars more than the country had; the Tea Party became a political force as millions of average people became fed up with the D.C. elites.  In 2024, the Tea Party swallowed the Republican Party.

In 2010, the Republican Party started losing their way, they became Democrat-lite versus a true conservative party. They ceased voting based on their beliefs. They voted along to get along. In 2020 frustrated and angry, Core Republican financial supporters stopped supplying the party with its required funding. They demanded a wholesale change in the party’s leadership. Republican leadership fought amongst themselves while the party ran out of money. They found the banks wouldn’t loan them operating cash since their investors told the boards of the banks they should choke off the party’s money supply or they would withdraw their deposits from the banks. The banks, not having a choice, allowed the collapse of the Republican Party. Grassroots support swelled the Tea Party so that it took over as the conservative party. In 2050, the Chairman of the Tea Party is George Pickard. 

George sat in his office surrounded by his key staff watching President Mohmand’s speech for the third time. He turned to his advisors saying, “I think we just lost America. When President Obama said we’re not a Christian country, I didn’t give it a thought. When President Mohmand said he was going to make us an Islamic country, I believe him. I won’t accept it. He’s not my President, I’ll never accept him or honor him. I’ll sleep with a gun under my pillow until he’s out of office and hopefully in jail.”

George’s aides nod in agreement. His Director of Communications, John Badmoon, a Native American says, “George we have to come up with an out of the box formula to compete with Mohmand. They blocked our television ads in the last election, they refused to hold debates with us, the media refused to run our offers to present our candidates for interviews. Hell, most people thought President Mohmand ran unopposed in the last election. Without drastic action, we’re stalled. We lost before we even began to run our last campaign. I protested to the Federal Election Commission, but they refused to even listen to our case. 

George leans back in his chair, looking out of the floor to ceiling windows, he considers the problem, “John, isn’t there anyone in the media we know who will listen to us?”

“George, there were some, however, most were fired for being our friends. Anyone in the media who writes or broadcasts anything friendly towards us is fired. The heads of the media are all connected to the current administration. Hell, two of the network heads are married to close advisors of the President. There isn’t any separation between the administration and the fourth estate. We long ago lost a free and independent press, they’re nothing more than a press office for the administration.

“We can’t fight the President unless we can get our message, the truth out there. Mohmand is spinning everything he does to make it look like he’s responding to requests from the people. He’s coming across in the media not as a radical, but as a moderate and responding to the people. Can we fund one of the networks thirty-minute programs? One where we’ll be the only sponsor?”

“George, I offered to sponsor American Hero and American Idol, both requests were turned down.”

“Bring in our technical people, I think we’re going to have to get desperate with our out of the box thinking.”

Ten minutes later, four of the Tea Party’s best technical staff enter George’s office, their manager, Frank Wentworth says, “George, you wanted to see us?”

“Yes, please sit.” The four technical staff seat themselves around George’s conference table. “Frank, I need a miracle, I need a way for us to punch through the media’s firewalls so we can get the truth in front of the average American.”

“George, how out of the box can we go?”

“You can forget there is a box.”

“Sir, will we be protected, or at least keep our identities hidden?”

“Of course, you can design any system you think will work.”

“George, then we should be able to hack their networks and get our message out.”

“How soon can we begin?”

“We’ve already begun, we have a couple of ideas which we’ve already experimented. We’ve been able to break through some of their firewalls.”

George is pleasantly surprised, “What? When did you achieve this?”

Looking very proud of himself, Frank says, “Sir, we broke through yesterday when the administrations changed, they updated all of their passwords and codes. We were waiting for the moment they implemented the change, we had a worm hiding in their system so when the codes changed we would be ready. Now that we’re in, we can change their press releases before they reach their intended mailboxes.”

“Let me see if I understand in clear English what you just said, we’re now able to intercept the administration's press releases and emails before they arrive at their intended recipients?”

“Sir, that’s correct. We can read and change their communications at will. The issue is emails operate at the speed of light. If we’re only going to intercept and read their communications, there’s not a problem. We can open and record their emails which we’ll be able to read at our leisure. The issue starts if we want to change the wording of their releases, we’ll have to act instantly, most of the time they send releases with auto requests for a return receipt. We’ll have to intercept them, change them before the intended recipient would normally open the email from the White House communications office. We’ll normally have only a second to respond, it’s too short of a window for us to do any heavy editing.”

George asks, “Frank, how will we know a message is going out?”

“We’ve set an alarm that sounds whenever a new email arrives. A different alarm sounds when a press release arrives.”

“Frank, whose emails can we read?”

Frank tries but fails to hold back a broad smile, “George, I didn’t say this, I’ll never admit it, but all of them.”

“All, do mean we can even read President Mohmand’s emails?”

“Yes, sir. We can grab them. However, we don’t have their decryption codes, we may be able to see their emails, but, there’s no guarantee we’ll be able to read all of them. George, there’s one other detail.”

“I’m waiting.”

“What we’re doing is illegal. Certain three letter agencies, some that supposedly don’t exist will be looking for anyone doing what we’re doing. They’re very good at breaking codes and electronic tracing messages. We may not be able to hide our identity from them for very long.  When they catch us, we’d be killed or tossed into a pit so deep and black, we’ll never see daylight again. Some of these agencies have no sense of humor about spies which are what we’ll be considered.”

“Frank, if we lose, then America loses. Can we set up a remote server so if the black agencies trace the electronic trail, it won’t lead them to us?”

“George, that might be possible, I’ll check into it.”

“Frank, are you willing to risk the country’s future against your life? You know what Mohmand is planning. A new flag, taking the oath of office with a Quran versus a bible? Frank, what are you willing to risk for freedom?”

Before George can continue, his Chief of Staff knocks on the doorframe, “George, you have a call I think you should take.”

“Christ, can’t you see I’m busy?”

“I really think you need to take the call.”

“Who is it?”

“President Jackson.”

“What? Why didn’t you tell me that up front? Which line is he on?”

“Your private one.”

“Mr. President, I’m sorry to have kept you waiting. I didn’t know you were on the line. I wouldn’t have kept you on hold had I known.”

“George, believe me, it’s not a problem. I’d like you to join a meeting I’m going to be hosting.”

“Of course Mr. President. Where and when is this meeting?”

“I’ll have a trusted aide bring you the information. I don’t trust phones or computers. One other small item. I understand you have a group of very bright hackers on your staff. I think you should stop them as quickly as you can. I have a friend at Fort Mead who’s informed me they’re aware of your little hacking project. In fact, they have proof, you’re hacking the White House networks. I suggest you stop this program ASAP. Otherwise, you’re all going to spend the rest of your lives in jail.”

“Christ, we were just discussing that. I’ll talk with my people.”

“You may be interested in knowing, my friend said your people did good work. Your intended target would never have known you were inside their mail system. I should warn you, almost nothing gets by the boys in Fort Mead. The good news is many of them are my friends.”

“Yes sir, thank you, sir. I’ll get right on it.”

“George, thank you, my messenger will be at your office tomorrow.”

“I’ll be ready whenever and wherever you want me.”

“Thank you, I’m sure we’ll be speaking again very soon.”

@@@@@

White House Press Release.

For Immediate Release

January 27, 2053

President Mohmand today signed a series of Executive Orders which he said are designed to enhance the peace, prosperity and security of America. The first of the President’s executive orders are to seal the country’s borders, with the exception of those from peace loving Islamic countries. In order to increase jobs for Americans, all non-Islamic guest, and undocumented workers are being deported. The Department of Homeland Security and the Department of Defense will begin the deportations immediately.  President Mohmand said this will open tens of thousands of jobs for Americans. President Mohmand also signed an Executive order imposing a new tax on those who aren’t a follower of Allah’s Messenger, Mohmand. This small tax is to cover the cost of the new government assistance programs.  The President also signed an Executive order to the Secretary of Health and Human Services, the FDA, and the EPA that to ensure the best health possible for all Americans, all swine food products are being banned. Farmers are being given interest-free loans to cover their costs of converting from swine to other food animals. President Mohmand issued reports showing methane from pigs harmed the ozone layer and contributed to Global Warming. The President said that in order to save the coastal areas from rising tides, sometimes drastic actions have to be taken for the benefit of all mankind. He said, “I know that the banning of all food from swine animals may cause some issues with farmers and those who enjoy eating these dirty animals, we have to do everything within our power to protect every American. Sometimes a small number of people have to be inconvenienced for the greater good. I assure you the Federal Government will be working with the farmers to help offset their losses from the banning of swine animals. I’m asking everyone who has swine food products at home to turn them in at the swine collections facility. You will be paid the average pre-ban selling price of the products you are turning in. I’m ordering the FDA to ensure all restaurants cease serving all swine food products today at midnight. When looking at history, most of the world’s greatest religions have banned eating swine, the reason is very simple, swine is dirty animals, they carry a variety of diseases. Our goal is to improve everyone’s health so they can enjoy everything our great country provides all of us. I thank you in advance for your cooperation. Good night and may Allah bless America.”   

@@@@@

The media happily spread the administration’s stories that the Executive Orders were going to benefit all of the citizens in America. Additional job opportunities were being opened which would further reduce the unemployment rate. At the same time, health issues associated with eating swine will be a thing of the past. Diseases associated with unclean swine will also be a thing of the past which will improve the overall health of all Americans. Global warming will be slowed due to the reduction of the methane swine release into the atmosphere. “President Mohmand urges everyone to do their part to save mankind from these dirty animals.” 

The average American didn’t quickly connect the Executive Order banning food from swine with the banning of bacon, ham, and pork. As the supplies of ham, pork and bacon dried up, people hoarded what supplies they could get their hands on. President Mohmand asked the children to check their homes for ham, pork and bacon, making sure their parents turned theirs in at the collection facilities. Prices for ham, pork and bacon skyrocket overnight. Social media explodes with angry posts from people upset over the price increases, most don’t realize that not only are the prices skyrocketing, but the supply of pork products is rapidly disappearing from markets. Farmers are being paid to destroy their herds of swine. Heavily armed agents from the FDA, HHS, FBI, and DHS, are sent to pig farms to ensure no illegal pigs are being harvested and sold. 

@@@@@

President Mohmand quietly signed an Executive order removing the tax exempt status for all non-Muslim houses of worship. He also signed an Executive order increasing censorship of televised entertainment programs. Sexual scenes, women wearing overly sexual clothing, and any mocking or disrespect of the messenger, Mohmand and/or Allah are forbidden. The President also signed an Executive order removing certain books from schools and public libraries, the first such book that was removed is the Old and New Testament versions of the Bible. Hotels were told if they placed a Bible in their rooms, they also had to place a copy of the Quran next to the Bible. If they didn’t, it was discrimination. Rather than purchase hundreds of thousands of Qurans, Bibles were removed from every hotel room.

The last two executive orders President Mohmand signed in his first week outlawed the schooling of children by any church or temple that wasn’t Islamic and that all food provided through food stamps had to meet halal standards. The one unpublished Executive order had already stopped supplies of any type to be sent to Israel. All banking with Israel was also suspended. Any funds being wired to Israel were intercepted and kept by the Federal Banking Commission.

@@@@@

The media ‘spiked’ the stories about the Bible banning and closing of religious schools.  If they were pressed by anyone, they said it’s a question of fairness and equality. Either everyone was equal or no one was. Public insults were not free speech, just as yelling FIRE in a crowded theater is not free speech. Anyone who opposed the President’s executive orders was labeled criminals and subversives. Some were labeled as domestic terrorists, these were arrested by the FBI and held without due process.  People who made posts on social media complaining about the new executive orders disappeared. They were arrested in the middle of the night and were never seen again.

While the media is explaining the benefits of the President’s policies, the average citizens are worried and concerned. They’re worried and confused about what’s going on. There have been so many changes in such a short amount of time. People don’t understand why all non-Muslim religious songs and prayers outside of the home are outlawed. They don’t understand why holidays such as Good Friday, Easter, and Christmas are no longer national holidays, they are replaced with new holidays, the Prophet Muhammad's Birthday, the month of Ramadan and the celebration concluding Ramadan. Most people didn’t understand these new holidays or why the changes were made.

Chapter Three

Former President Jackson knew what President Mohmand was planning, his heart and soul wouldn’t let him stand by and watch his beloved country be torn apart. He also knew he was going to be risking his life and the lives of his family by going against President Mohmand and his Islamic plans.  President Jackson sat across the kitchen table from his wife. His house was guarded by his protection detail who were assigned to the Jackson family for the rest of their lives. This was an added benefit for all former Presidents due to the attempts that were made on President Obama’s life after he left office.  He was concerned and worried about his family’s well-being. “Janice, I’m worried about you and Robert’s safety.”

“Daniel, we still have our secret service details, the new president can’t take them away from us, can he? I really don’t think he would dare touch us. The media would go crazy if he moved against Robert and I, wouldn’t they? America wouldn’t stand for him harming your family.”

“Janice, the media will ignore anything that happens to you. They’re only concerned with seeing their agenda fulfilled.  Mohmand can, and I think will, do anything including making everyone disappear who stands in his way. He won’t allow anything to come between him and his goals. He knows he has to move very quickly. He knows he has to act before the average citizen wakes up and realizes what’s going on.”

“Daniel, do you think it’s safe for you to oppose him? Isn’t there another way? I don’t know what I’d do if I lost you. I want you to think about me and Robert. What would Robert think if you’re caught and labeled a traitor, or if everyone curses his father? There has to be another way.  Daniel, the country still remembers Benedict Arnold, do you want our son to hear your name mentioned in the same manner? Is this how you want history to remember you? Please find another way. If you continue with your plan, millions could lose their lives. You can’t force people to accept an idea they threw away. You can’t force people to take freedoms they gladly handed over to the federal government.”

“Honey, we will be remembered as patriots. History will label me a patriot. If our founding fathers went by your way of thinking, there wouldn’t be an America. They wouldn’t have risked everything they owned or lost their lives to fight the mightiest country in the world to establish a country based on personal freedoms.  I’m doing this for Robert, for every citizen in the country. If Mohmand succeeds, there won’t be an America. It will become dust in history's winds. America will be a footnote in history textbooks. Once America goes, the world’s best and last chance for freedom dies. If Mohmand wins, the world will never see freedom again. The world will end up with three powers, Russia, China and the Caliphate, in time the three will wage total war against each other. In the end, after the mushroom clouds dissipate, the only thing left will be small feudal villages and towns.  I have a chance to do something about the future of the world. How many people can say they are standing at a point in history where they can make a real difference? How many people have a chance to make a real difference for hundreds of millions of lives?”

“Daniel, I understand what you’re saying, I understand the logic of your argument. However, my heart is having a very hard time accepting you taking on this risk. You’re not going to be fighting another political battle, this isn’t another election, this is our lives. This is a battle where hundreds of millions of lives hang in the balance.  A few nights ago, I had a nightmare. I saw every river in the country run red with the blood of millions. I woke covered in cold sweat. Daniel, I’m afraid. This is the first time in my life I’ve really been afraid. I really wish there was another way.”

“Honey, I too wish there was another way. Mohmand plans to totally change America from a free country to an Islamic country. He’s already started down the path to outlaw all religions except Islam. I didn’t think he would move this quickly. He’s changing our holidays, he outlawed ham, pork and bacon, will he outlaw dogs next? How long will it be before he changes our official language from English to Arabic? Christ it took us over 260 years to get English made the official language and along he comes wanting to change it. He’s going to implement full censorship over everything we hear, see and read. Given the way the media supports him, we already have enough censorship, I have to try to stop him before he controls everything in our lives. Just wait, soon we’ll start seeing the media advertise hijabs! They will tell us hijabs are the next major fashion trend, they’ll be offered in many colors other than just black to get us to accept them. We’ll be told, they will protect us from the UV rays entering our atmosphere from those invisible holes our greenhouse gasses caused. Even though the planet has entered a period of global cooling, the media continues to pound on global warming. To change would signal they were would wrong, something the media never admits to.”

Janice sadly nods her head.

Daniel continues, “President Obama started the transforming of America. It took three previous Presidents and myself to reverse the damage he did to our economy. Obama hated America, he wanted to bring us down. As a child, he was taught that America was evil. He was taught we caused most of the world’s problems. Mohmand learned how Obama used the media to be his mouthpiece. He learned how Obama used the press to help him cover up his past. Mohmand did the same thing. He followed Obama’s game plan where he claimed anyone against him was racist, he turned everything upside down with his racist accusations. Mohmand is going to follow the plan written by Obama and expand it. Mohmand is going to do everything in his power to transform America into a member of the Caliphate, which will destroy America. I can’t let him do that. I and many like me, can’t stand idly by while he destroys the freedoms so many paid for with their blood. I have to act. I have to do something for Robert’s sake. I’m going to risk my life to make a better life for Robert and his children. Honey, remember, the founding fathers risked everything to establish America. The founders came here for religious freedom. Mohmand plans to reverse this and establish Islam as the nation’s sole religion.”

“Daniel, I agree with you, but I worry.  If Mohmand discovers your place in the revolution, and yes, I used the word revolution because that’s what it’s going to be. He’ll have you killed, he’ll have all of us killed without blinking. I’ll be happy if we have to go so long as we go together. However, what about Robert? He hasn’t had a chance to live his life yet, he's still a child.”

“Which is why I’m asking you to leave.  You’ll be much safer away from here, at a location that I won't even know about. I don’t want to be away from you. However, I couldn’t live with myself if I knew my actions caused you harm or worse.  I want to arrange for some close friends to take you and Robert to a very safe place.”

“Daniel, is any place really safe these days?”

“Yes, there are a few places that not even Mohmand could find or touch you. If I know you’re safe, I’ll be able to focus on the upcoming fight. I do agree with you, it’s going to be a fight for the heart and soul of our country. A fight unlike any we’ve seen since the Civil War. It’s going to pit brother against brother. It’s going to be a battle for our souls.”

“Daniel, are you one hundred percent sure, there isn’t another way?”

“If there is, I haven’t been able to think of it. President Mohmand has his hands into the media, publishing, and the internet, where his people hold key positions at Google, Yahoo, Apple and Microsoft. They control what the public sees, reads and track every website the public visits.  It’s taken them fifty years to get here. One has to give the Muslim’s credit, they planned this well. They took over Europe simply by having more children than the Europeans did. The increase in their population gave them the numbers to elect the government they wanted, one which changed Europe forever. The same thing happened here. In order to ensure their victory, they called themselves the ‘Green Party’ making many think they represented environmental issues. With the media fully supporting them, they made it appear anyone running against them was denying the science of global warming, which anyone with half a mind now knows was pure bullshit. Our average temperatures have decreased over the previous forty years and the media still screams global warming.”

“Daniel, I’ll go if you really want me to, I’d rather be with you, I can accept the risks.”

“And Robert? Are you willing to place him at risk too?”

“You’re a bastard.”

“Yes, I know, which is how I win arguments.”

“When do we have to go?”

“Today. I’ve made arrangements for you to be heavily guarded and protected 24/7. I’ve hired a private security company made up of ex-Special Forces and the secret service. They have picked a very secure location for you and Robert. 

“Daniel, will we be able to communicate while we’re apart?”

“Janice, I’ll try. I don’t want to put you and Richard in any greater harm than you are already in. As long as our security people have set up and confirm that our communications are secure, we’ll talk as often as possible. I also have a few close associates at the NSA who are working to make sure our communications aren’t traced, a “secret” black department has developed a program we can utilize without the danger of being hacked or tracked by Mohmand. 

“Honey, can you trust them?”

“These people, I can. They’ve sworn their lives to protect America. I don’t think Mohmand even knows all of the black operating units within the NSA and CIA.”

“I understand. Daniel, will you promise me one thing?  I’m only going to ask you for one promise, a promise based on our love.”

“Yes, dear?”

“Be careful.”

“I always am.”

“You never could lie to me.”

They hug as five men enter the room asking Mrs. Jackson if she and Robert are ready to leave.

@@@@@

President Mohmand is sitting behind his desk in the Oval Office at 5:00AM, he sits in the dark letting his mind drift. He turns around to look outside his office. The new American flag and the black and Green Islamic flags stand behind his desk. The weather forecast is for four inches of snow. He liked fresh snow, especially since he didn’t have to drive in it. He sees the first flakes of snow start falling. He thinks I could cement the Caliphate for all time. I could be the Mahdi. The signs are lining up to say we’re entering the time when Isa (Jesus Christ) will return to help me battle the Masih ad-Dajjal (The "false Messiah" or Antichrist). Islam will finally reach the position we have battled over a thousand years for. We’ll ensure there will never be another Roman army to try to take our holy sites away from us. Before he can continue his thoughts, there’s knock on his door. “Yes?”

Abdul enters the Oval Office, “Mr. President, I have your new executive orders ready for your review. I honestly thought I was going to beat you in this morning.”

Smiling and shaking his head, President Mohmand says, “My friend, I live upstairs, you’ll never beat me. I have an agreement with the secret service, they notify me when you check in at the gate.”

Abdul laughs, “Ah-ha, I should have known. You cheat. Would you give me the honor of joining me in morning prayers?”

“It will be my pleasure. Come, let’s go to the Mosque.” President Mohmand had the bowling lanes in the white house removed and replaced with a small Mosque. Both men walk to the White House Mosque, their prayer rugs are already waiting for them. They slip off their shoes, their pray rugs are pointing to the east. They wash their hands before they kneel on the rugs, bending over to show they're subservient to Allah. 

The secret service has been reorganized so that only Muslim agents protect President Mohmand. He wanted people around him who understood his customs and religion. Mohmand usually invited the agents to pray with him, something he did five times a day. 

When Mohmand and Abdul completed their prayers, they returned to the Oval Office where they reviewed the latest executive orders. President Mohmand smiled showing his satisfaction with the wording. “Abdul, your staff did a very good job with these latest executive orders.”

“Mr. President, we consider it an honor to draft these orders, we know that we are serving Allah. My staff knows we have been blessed to bring Allah’s word to this nation of infidels. This new order is very special and close to our hearts. Thank you for allowing us to have a hand in the drafting of the establishment of the Mutaween. (Religious Police). The people of America are like children, they need the strong hand of the Mutaween to guide them. The only way to control the dress of the slutty women of America is the Mutaween, who will ensure they dress properly. Their short skirts and see through tops are going to vanish, as will the wearing of pants by women. The Mutaween will arrest all members of the LGTB community who display any sort of attachment or emotion to each other away from their home. Any people the Mutaween stop will be disciplined on the sidewalks of America. Many will be whipped, some will be beaten by the Mutaween’s canes. Petty criminals will lose their hands for theft, any who speak out against Allah, or President Mohmand, will have their tongues cut out of their mouths. The Mutaween, always dressed head to toe in black, will soon become feared wherever they go. Normal police won’t be able to arrest or say anything to the Mutaween. They are protected by and will report to the newly appointed American supreme religious council, even the Supreme Court will report to them. They are just what this country needs to get the people ready to accept their place in the Caliphate.

The people of America are dismayed, confused and upset by the appearance of the Mutaween and the apparent overnight loss of so many of their God-given freedoms. The initial Mutaween is not met with love on the streets. They are ignored, they are yelled at, and some are pelted with eggs. The Mutaween initially targets females wearing extremely scanty skirts and see-through tops, and young men with shaved heads and their arms and necks covered in tattoos, many of which are swastikas.  The Mutaween takes it upon themselves to teach America’s young. They will teach the youth through the cane. They select a few of the worst teenage girls who leave their homes dressed like whores. The Mutaween believes the young will learn the error of their ways. They will learn Allah’s ways. The Mutaween didn’t expect the people they attacked to fight back, it’s never happened before.

The Mutaween is initially established in Baltimore, Maryland. They begin patrolling the streets looking for law breakers, they see a teenage girl walking out of her home right in front of them. They stop her because her skirt is considered too short and her top is sleeveless. The Mutaween grabs her with the intent to whip her with their cane when her father steps in-between his crying, screaming teenage daughter and the Mutaween officer. Her father punches the officer in the stomach bending him over, his next punch is to the man’s face, breaking the officer’s nose. The family returns to their home where the father loads his shotgun in case the Mutaween decide to do something stupid. The injured Mutaween calls the local SWAT squad saying he was attacked and his life threatened.

At 3:00 AM, the Baltimore SWAT squad surrounds and breaks into the family’s home. The father jumps up from the couch in surprise. He thinks his home is being broken into, he lifts his shotgun in an attempt to protect his family, the SWAT squad sees the shotgun, thinking they are at risk, they shoot the father dead. He is struck by fifteen bullets within two seconds. His daughter was woken by the gunfire, she runs downstairs screaming in shock. She watches her father gunned down by the police in their family room. The media reports the news of the attack, saying the father was killed by his disrespectful daughter. The police responded trying to save the poor man. His daughter is taken into custody and sold as a slave to help pay for the cost of deploying the SWAT squad. Similar stories circulate the internet, as quickly as they are posted, President Mohmand’s administration has them removed. One of the President’s newest departments is the Department of Internet Truth which reviews all posts and emails that are sucked up by the NSA under the Patriot III Act. The DIE determines who is speaking heresy, and who is making anti-social and anti-government posts on social media and forum groups. Most of the posters are visited and questioned by the Mutaween. Most of those the Mutaween pick up never return home, nor are they ever seen again.

The Mutaween is natural bullies, they’ve never been on the receiving end of being the hunted. They quickly learn they have an enemy they didn’t know existed. Every evening members of the Mutaween are grabbed off of the streets by small groups composed of militia members. At first the leadership of the Mutaween doesn’t know, nor could they understand anyone standing up to them. The Mutaween leadership is confused and doesn’t know what’s happening to their people. Their people simply disappear off of the streets. Sometimes, there are reports of Mutaween being pushed into vans, other times, there are no reports, just missing people who fail to check-in. It isn’t until three days after the first Mutaween are taken that the leaders are alerted to the situation. Pictures of the kidnaped Mutaween are shown on the internet, the men are shown hanging from street lights with the new American flag wrapped around their necks, as a noose. A few are found with the flag and pole rammed up their rectums. The poles have been driven into their bodies by someone by being hit with large hammers. President Mohamed is furious with the attack on his people. The topic of his first cabinet meeting is the attacks on the Mutaween and how to protect Islam’s holy police force. 

President Mohamed meets with his cabinet in the Executive Conference Room. He opens the meeting saying, “I don’t understand these attacks on our people. They are providing a valid service to the American people. They serve to remind the people when they are breaking Allah’s laws. Why would anyone attack these peaceful, selfless, merciful men? The Mutaween patrol their neighborhoods, they ensure there is a low crime rate. They ensure our people are safe in their own homes. They ensure the word of Allah is heard across the country. They help the people follow Allah’s laws.”

The new Secretary of Home Land Security responds, “Mr. President, I don’t think the people fully understand the holy role of the Mutaween. They view the men dressed in black as spies or enemies. They don’t understand these pious men are trying to protect them from spending eternity in hell versus paradise by following Allah’s laws. Maybe we should try to better educate the people about the service the Mutaween are providing them.”

President Mohmand smiles, responding, “Abrim, I don’t think any amount of education is going to help some of these people. Some are too lazy to apply the lessons we or anyone teaches them. Some refuse to accept Allah and Mohmand his messenger. No matter what we do, or our slaves in the media do, they still cling to their false god. I think we need to try a stronger hand in dealing with the people. They are very much like children or women. They are too soft having been cradled all their lives by the country they had the good fortune to be born into. I think we need to show them their God is false and the only true God is Allah. How would we teach a women or child who refused to learn their simple lessons?”

Abrim replies, “Mr. President, we would whip our wayward child or woman if they were offered the teachings of Allah and didn’t follow them. If they were taught and refused to follow Allah’s laws, we would have no choice but to whip them until they understood. It’s taught in the Holy Quran.”

The Secretary of Education says, “I’m not sure we in this room aren’t to blame.”

Every eye in the room turns to look at the Secretary, who is the youngest and newest member of the President’s cabinet. The President asks, “Ejaz, please share with us your thoughts.”

“Your Majesty, fellow Secretaries, we question how the people can possibly reject the Mutaween and why they are attacking the holy men in black. The answer is very simple. The people are attacking them because they don’t understand. Just two months ago most of the people had no positive knowledge of Allah. They worshiped their false gods. They thought they were doing their god’s will. We sent the Mutaween to teach and guide the people, however, the people don’t know how to act. They dress in revealing clothing because they don’t know any better. They allow their children to run wild because they don’t know anything else. They protest the banning of food from swine because they don’t understand why it’s banned. I suggest a different path. Except for the followers of Allah, none of the people had the benefit of an education that taught them Allah’s ways. They went to their churches and thought they were doing the right thing, they thought they were following God’s wishes. They don’t know any better. Look at their entertainment channels, look at what they watch on the internet. Their entire society is filled with smut and dirt. They follow what they’re taught. Their idols are the Hollywood stars who are proud to display their naked bodies for the world to see. Their heroes are women who challenge each other to see who has the largest bosom or rear end. We are dealing with over 375 million children. Would you whip your child if he didn’t know Allah’s path? No, you would ensure your child was taught the correct path.”

Everyone attending the meeting starts talking at the same time. Some agree with the young Secretary, some demand he be removed from the cabinet.  Some want him punished for Heresy. A senior officer of the Mutaween starts to drag the young Secretary out of the Executive Conference Room when President Mohmand bangs on the table, yelling, “ENOUGH!”

Two secret service agents standing just outside the room burst through the doors with their sidearms drawn, they believe their charge, the President is in danger.  The Secretaries and their senior advisors are surprised by the two armed secret service agents bursting into the room. President Mohmand says, “Agents, everything is okay. I’m not in any danger.”

“Yes sir, we heard yelling and we heard a loud low-frequency thump.”

“Yes, that was me, I pounded on the desk. I’m sorry if I worried you.”

The senior agent nodded his understanding, the two agents closed the door behind them as they left the meeting. The Secretary of Defense, Rafeek, said, “Mr. President, I think the youth may be on to something. We assumed the media’s broadcasting programs on the benefits of Islam was absorbed by the average citizens. We have to remember these people weren’t born into the faith. We need to treat them like children. I believe Ejaz is correct, the problem rests with us.”

An aide to Abrim whispers, “So these scum get away with killing the faithful?”

President Mohmand looks at the aide, “I heard that. For now, the people will get a pass. We are to blame. We pushed the people too quickly. I assumed they would see the benefits and beauty of Islam. I thought they would quickly adopt the true faith. I didn’t think they would fight us or the representatives of the faithful. We all thought that they would quickly give up being people of the cross when we showed them there is one true God and that is Allah. We assumed they would quickly want to adopt the true faith. We have to take it a little slower. Ejaz, what are your thoughts on our next steps?”

“Mr. President, we need to review and change the entertainment programs so they bring the word of Allah into their young minds. Once we convince their young, we will have won. The young will become devout adults when they have children, the children will be born into the true faith. In one generation, they will know nothing else.  Society changes begin with the young. We should hire people to rewrite their history books to teach history and civics as we want them to learn it. We’ll outlaw their existing books. We haven’t used censorship to the extent we should be using it. We’ll encourage the media to convince the youth that Islam is cool. Promising them paradise isn’t going to change their attitude. Their lives are filled with instant gratification. They don’t care about what comes after life, they only care about what they can get now. We need to remember we’re dealing with completely different types of people than us. They live on the internet, in alternative realities. We can fund the development of video games which enable the young to play as holy warriors defending the holy lands in the Crusades, they’ll be killing infidels in the game. We should alter their software and their social media sites they live on so they are learning Allah’s word without even knowing they are hearing the word of Allah’s Messenger, Mohmand. We need to change their culture, their minds and hearts will quickly follow.”

The Secretary of Health and Human Services says, “The young one’s plan is going to be expensive and time consuming. I don’t understand why we can’t bend these infidels to Allah’s will through the use of force.”

President Mohmand replies, “If we use force against the people, we will be driving them into the arms of those who oppose us. We will be building a large army we’ll have to fight before we succeed. If we end up fighting the very people, we’re trying to convert to serve Allah, it will cause us more problems than gradually changing their norms, practices, and history.”

The Secretary of Health and Human Services says, “President Mohmand, I don’t agree. I think televising hundreds, thousands of the infidels losing their heads on live holovision will have the impact we need to get their attention.”

The cabinet meeting is quiet, every eye is studying President Mohmand. He looks around the room, “I think we will use the punishment of beheading for the worst of the infidel’s crimes. For now, I have decided to use the carrot, versus the stick. If the carrot doesn’t work, then their Mississippi River will run red with their blood.

Chapter Four

Former President Jackson paused at the front door of his house, he hugged and kissed his family before he crossed the line that separates war and peace. He knew when he crossed the boundary of his home everything was going to change. With him are two senior secret service protection detail members who have been with the President for eight years, agents who’ve sworn allegiance to the former President. These are agents he trusted with his life. The two Secret service agents, Brad Black, and John Fleeming’s eyes never stopped scanning for threats. Brad asked, “Sir, do you think this is a good idea?”

“Brad, which idea? Driving to the hotel versus flying, holding the meeting at the hotel, or even trying to do something about the current situation versus retiring and spending my days playing golf or tennis?” 

Brad’s face turns bright red, he realizes he’s been caught by the president. “Sir, I meant driving versus flying. I fully understand and agree we have to do something about the current situation.”

“Agent Black, I’m happy to hear you approve.” Said a smiling President Jackson.

All three men laugh at the president’s jab. President Jackson continues, “If we flew, there could be mysterious mechanical problems hampering our flight. It would be too easy for Mohmand to bring our plane down without his fingerprints being discovered. He would declare three days of national mourning and he’d be done with me and the threat I pose to his power base. He’d tell the people I was killed by the Tea Party, enabling Mohmand to further clamp down on all dissenters. By driving and changing cars along the route, it’ll be much harder for them to track us. Just make sure that every car is checked for tracking devices. Disable the nav systems so they can’t use them to track us.”

“Yes sir, I agree with your thinking.”

Agent Fleeming looked around the van saying, “Sir, do you have specific knowledge of a threat against you? If so we need to know what you know.”

“Not at this time. However I know one is coming. President Mohmand has to figure out a way to take me out of the picture. I represent an unknown variable to his plans. He has to take me out so he can use my death to pull the country together. He’ll find a way to kill me that doesn’t make me a martyr. He’ll rally his base with my death. Alive, I’m a threat, dead, I’m a talking point. He’ll make his move as soon as his master strategy bogs down. When his plan bogs, he’ll need a distraction, nothing beats a distraction like a dead President. I just pray he doesn’t go so far as to add my family to his plot. He’ll be able to rally the entire country around him. As soon as he starts running into headwinds look for him to move against me. We have to be ready and also far along with our plans so when he makes his move against me, we are able to retaliate.”

“Sir, I think we should increase your protection detail.”

“John, I accepted the two of you because I know and trust you. You’ve both been with me for eight years. President Mohmand changed too many people in the secret service. I don’t trust anyone I don’t know. He forced almost everyone who used to be on my protection detail to retire or they were transferred to the Arctic. I think we’ll go with a private protection company. I know a couple that are run by ex-secret security agents and Special Forces that I know and can trust.”

“Sir, I agree with you, want me to make the call?”

“No, I’ll make it, we can visit them together. How many people do you think we should engage?”

“At least twelve.”

“Okay. I’ll contact the people I know while we’re driving. Hopefully, we’ll get some resumes we can review this evening.”

President Jackson sends encrypted messages to two CEOs who used to be members of the secret service. They both instantly respond with a total of thirty-six resumes. “Agents, I have thirty-six resumes we can review over dinner, all are available to meet us in transit. I hope we won’t need them that fast, but I’d rather have them and not need them than not have them and need them.  I also want to increase the protection for my wife and son. Please review and hire at least six for my family. Since you arranged their secure location, I know you can get the additional security to them without tipping anyone off to where they’re staying.”

“Yes, sir. We’ll get them additional protection tonight. I’ll send your wife a secure email so she’s aware of the upcoming increase of the people around her and your son. Sir, I know she’s going to ask if we know of a threat.”

“Tell her the truth, whatever it is, just tell her the way it is, she’s very strong.”

“Yes, sir. I know how strong she is.”

@@@@@

This evening, after evening prayers the President and his Chief of Staff, talk over a cup of hot tea. Abdul whispered, “I think it’s time we put the plan into place to end our little problem with Jackson. I agree with your theory that he’s going to lead the opposition against us. We’ll have to deal with him sooner or later, I think sooner is best. We can stop him from organizing the resistance. We’ll use his death, the death of his family to build support from those who are against our programs. We’ll blame his death on the Tea Party. The public will see the Tea Party as a group of terrorists. We’ll be able to shift the discussion and focus away from our agenda. During the national period of grief, while the population is distracted, we’ll be able to sneak through additional executive orders. No one will realize what happened until the new rules are already in place. All we need to do is show the people we stand for peace while the Tea Party are the ones spreading death and violence. President Jackson’s death will give us the ability to mask some of our changes. By the time the people understand what’s going on, it’ll be too late for them. We’ll have advanced our cause without having a fight on our hands.”

“Abdul, make sure none of our people commit any further suicide bombings, spread the word that everyone should be peaceful and show their loving side. Remind the followers that the Quran teaches us to lie to the infidel. Remind them, we all need to be focused on the big picture. While we set up the Tea Party as the terrorists, we will show the people we’re the loving, caring people. Remember the American saying, ‘you can attract more flies with sugar than vinegar.’ We’ll spread sugar all over the country. Soon we’ll outlaw all religions other than the true faith. Think my friend, very soon the entire world will follow Allah, and soon the entire world will be governed by Sharia law.”  

“Mr. President, what about Russia and China who refuse to convert to the true faith?”

“They won’t be able to stand up to America’s weapons. If I have to, I’ll launch a sneak attack on both countries. We will burn them down to ash so we can rebuild them in Allah’s image. My friend, we are on the verge of completing a mission Mohmand, Allah’s messenger, set in motion over fifteen hundred years ago.”

Abdul smiles, while nodding, “Insha'Allah.”

“Come, we have many plans to set in motion.”

The two men walk to the Oval Office where they will set in motion the plans to destroy the world, so it can be rebuilt as a world that accepts and follows Allah’s laws. One people covering the entire world, one people bound together by Sharia law, one people that will not have any reason to fight with each other again. President Mohmand whispers to his close advisor and friend, “Abdul, think about it, very soon we will have world peace. Very soon, the entire world will be united under Allah.”

“Mr. President, Allah has truly blessed you.”

@@@@@

Discrimination against Christians, Baptists, Mormons, and Jews increases daily. Churches and Synagogues are sacked and torched. The ruins have swastikas painted on them in blood. Sunday mornings finds church goers being pelted with bags of animal blood and urine. Cars in the churches’ parking lots have their tires slit, their windows spray painted with hate slogans. The media ignores and denies the story. Local reporters are told by their editors to ‘spike’ the stories while the internet is filled with pictures and stories about the situation in the houses of worship. Freedom and Survival forums experience their heaviest surge of posts since they were launched. Some of the forums are suddenly crashed by the DHS and the DIE, they are taken off the internet until they can find an international hosting site which accepts them. Many relocate to Israel. The US CIA, NSA, and DHS carry out cyber attacks against anti-government forums and websites. The government agencies hack and download the forum’s member lists. They use the lists to locate the address of the members so the NSA can download everything in their computers. The IRS informs the forum members they are going to be audited. The posters who are the most vocal are placed on the DHS secret no-fly list. They are also placed on the domestic terrorist list which enables the DHS and the police to arrest and hold them without allowing them access to their lawyer or family. They are placed under surveillance by local and Federal law enforcement agencies.  Their lives become open books to the Federal Government. Some are turned into spies in exchange for ceasing the harassment. Those who agree to work for the DHS quickly learn their IRS audits are postponed, and their bank accounts are unfrozen. Some think they can easily be a double agent and turn the tables against the feds. These people learn too late, it’s not easy to trick the new DHS and DIE. Those that try to trick them finds themselves in deadly auto accidents, or their homes explode from gas leaks, most end up dead from all sorts of ‘explainable’ accidents. Word quickly spreads through the freedom and survival forums about the members who suddenly die, others realize they were killed because they tried to cross the government. New hidden/black forums are established. Potential new members have to be vetted by four existing members before they are allowed to join and given the forum’s real website information. 

Chapter Five

The early spring calm on a Wednesday morning is broken by panic and pandemonium at the NSA. Investigators and agents at the NSA, whose task is to monitor computers owned by dissents and anti-government web sites, are confused by something they’ve never seen before. Alarms in the secret areas of the NSA sound. Alarms that had never sounded before alert the senior staff to a problem they never thought they would experience. Out of nowhere, some of the computers that are being monitored go dark. The computer’s IP addresses start changing. The IP addresses begin spinning like slot machine displays. The NSA discovers too late, they can no longer track, hack or monitor some computers that are on their watch list. No one in the NSA understands what’s going on. It’s like a switch was flicked, some of the monitored computers are able to scramble their IP address. The scrambled IP address make no sense to the security experts in the basement of Fort Mead. After spending three days trying to determine what’s going on, the manager of the cyber department asked for an urgent meeting with the Director of the NSA.

The Director of the NSA knows that something very wrong is going on when the head of his cyber department requests an urgent black meeting. The Director cleared his schedule quickly agreeing to the meeting.

The two men meet in the Director’s office, which is shielded and guarded by four guards who have orders to stop anyone from entering without the Director’s express permission. The NSA Director looks across his desk at the young man sitting across from him. The Director’s thinking, something is very wrong. He hasn’t slept, shaved, or showered in maybe three days. Something has caused him to work straight through without leaving the office. This is usually a sign of a very bad event. I hope the Chinese haven’t found a back door into our system. The alarm three days ago must be related to why he’s here.

“Dan, you look terrible, what’s going on?”

“Mr. Director we’ve recently seen an outbreak of a new and unforeseen problem.”

“Dan, is this the cause of the alarm three days ago? Did you say, something totally new?”

“Yes, sir. Something I didn’t think possible.”

“I’m all ears, what are you seeing?”

“Mr. Director, we’re seeing a completely new problem. It’s unlike anything we’ve ever experienced before. IP addresses on some of the target list of computers are scrambled. We can no longer track or hack them.”

“Dan, is that even possible?”

“Sir, four days ago I would have said it wasn’t possible. Today I’m sure it is possible because I’ve seen it. I have no idea how this is being done.”

”Explain it to me in plain English.”

“Sir, every computer or for that matter, every device connected to the internet generates a specific series of characters that identifies each computer using the internet Protocol to communicate over a network. This unique series of characters is what enables us or anyone who knows how to read the data to track the computer/device. It allows us or a website to recognize the connected computer/device.”

“I know that. What’s the problem?”

“Sir, three days ago, out of nowhere and at the exact same time, a group of computers on our watch list started scrambling their IP addresses. Their IP addresses started spinning like the wheels on slot machines. We can’t track them or even figure them out. Whatever is generating the scrambling is doing it in such a manner that the scrambling is changing every couple of nanoseconds, we can’t lock onto the IP address before it changes. The addresses are changing so quickly that what’s coming out of the computers is pure trash. We can’t figure out a way around the scrambling.”

“Are you telling me that we’re no longer able to track or hack these computers?”

“Sir, that’s correct. We’re blind to what’s going on with these computers.”

“Dan, then how does a web site recognize these computers?”

“Sir, we don’t know. We’ve never seen anything like this before. We weren’t aware of anyone working on such a program. I checked our normal sources, I even checked with the CIA, they said they’re running into the same problem, as is the DHS and the DIE. Sir, they say the simplest answers are usually the best, somehow, someone created a new form of electronic IP scrambler device. These are somehow attached to people’s computers. Once connected, we’re blind and deaf. We’re cut off from anything coming out or going into that computer. The devices scramble and generate random false IP address which quickly confuse and overwhelm our servers, plus those at DHS, DIE, and the CIA. I haven’t yet checked with the Pentagon.”

“Who could have made such a device?”

“Sir, we don’t know. I checked all of our ongoing and previous programs, this wasn’t something we ever looked into. I also asked the CIA who told me it’s not anything that came out of their black labs.”

“Do you trust them?”

“Yes, because they wanted our help. If the device were theirs, they wouldn’t be asking for our help. They’d be worried we would discover their secret.”

“You’re right on that point. So we know it’s not one of ours and it’s not one of the CIA’s, who else could have done it?”

“I thought maybe the DHS got into our field, I dropped them as a source when they urgently called me looking for help.”

“Who does this leave?”

“Sir, I guess it will turn out to be a hacker department of another country’s intelligence service.”

“Dan, I know you, who do you suspect?”

“Sir, Israel, Russia or China are the three that come to mind.”

“Can you reverse engineer it?”

“If we had one, we should be able to. Without one, we have no idea how they’re doing it. Sir, we don’t know if it’s being done in hardware, software or firmware.”

“Dan, can you tell if we or the CIA have been hacked? Could the maker of this device use it to crack our systems?”

“Sir, that’s the other problem this device causes, we can’t tell.”

“Shit, that’s the worse news you’ve given me today. So, someone, somewhere has a device that that enables computers to be blocked from us and at the same time allows them to hack us without leaving a trail?”

“Yes, sir, which is why I asked for this meeting.”

“I wish you’d asked for the meeting when you first discovered the problem. I need a list of the most likely suspects who might have built the scrambler. I’d also like your ideas about what they’re going after. Maybe, if they don’t already have the data we can secure it. Dan, this is a nightmare.”

“Yes sir, it is.”

“I’m going to have to tell the President, he’s going to be very pissed. I suggest you go home, shower and shave. I might need you at the White House and I’d prefer you look like a senior manager versus a bum we picked up on the street to run our cyber department. By the way, have you discussed this with the Admiral?”

“Sir, the White House? Sir, I have discussed it with Admiral Wright, he suggested I contact you, which is why I’m sitting here.”

“Dan, this is very bad, I think you may be needed at the White House so go home, clean up and change. Contact me when you return”.

Two hours later in the Oval Office, President Mohmand his furious to learn someone is helping those who oppose his policies. The President invited the Secretary of DHS to attend the meeting in case the issue discussed had an impact on his domestic program. After learning about the IP scrambler, the very surprised President looks at the Secretary of DHS, “Abrim, what is the DHS doing to unscramble the IP address of these people who oppose Allah?”

“Mr. President, we’re stuck. As is the NSA and the CIA. Whoever developed this system knows how we all operate. We can’t track the IP address of anyone who has such a device. We don’t know where it came from, nor do we know who’s building them. We searched the internet and can’t locate any site that is selling the devices or any forum that has discussed the device. So far, there hasn’t been a peep from anyone about such a device. At the same time, the number of computers having their IP addresses scrambled is growing. We’ve come up completely blank. Usually when something like this appears, the forums are filled with posts, people brag about their exploits. This time there’s not a single word about the scrambling.”

President Mohmand angrily replies, “You’re just not looking deep enough. Someone made these devices or wrote this code. Someone must be selling them or at least someone published the code or a wiring diagram and parts list. Once we track the website down, we’ll be able to track the trail backward to find the inventor. When we capture the device’s inventor, we’ll be able to figure out a way around its design. If you can’t locate the inventor, then locate the devices or identify the code. Once the NSA has a device or the code to test, they should be able to figure out a way around it. Until we crack the device’s code, the forums are making a mockery of us. I won’t accept this. Allah won’t accept it. He orders you to track down the source of these hellspawn scramblers. You have one week to produce results.”

“Mr. President, I’m not sure it’s possible to accomplish the task in one week.”

“Abrim, it will be possible if you ask Allah for help.”

“Yes, sir. I’ll pray for his guidance.”

“If your prayers are sincere, Allah will hear you. He will send you an angel to help your agents locate the truth about the scramblers. It’s only a matter of time before web hosting companies get their hands on these devices which could block our ability to monitor and shut them down at will. These devices can cause us many problems. They allow people to get information without going through the state-controlled media. Your most important task is to put an end to these devices. They are a risk to Allah’s plans. Do you understand your orders?”

“Yes, Mr. President I understand. I’ll put my best people on it.”

“Your best people may not be good enough. Get help from the best people in the field. Visit our friends at Google, visit Microsoft and any other high-tech company that may have an idea. It’s critical we put an end to these devices before the entire population has one.”

The Director of the NSA says, “Mr. President, Mr. Secretary, this device might mean that whoever developed it may have already raided our computers and stolen all of our darkest secrets. They might be listening to us right now.”

“How will we know if we’ve already been hacked?” asked the President.

“Sir, our first indication may be when our data shows up for sale or is given away on the internet. Since this device blocks the hacking IP addresses, we don’t know if we’ve already been hacked.”

“You must find a way to stop this and also determine who hacked us and what information they took. This is very critical to the life of the country and our worldwide plans. Do both of you understand the problem?”

The Director of the NSA says, “Mr. President, we understand. We’re working on it with our best people. We’ll send a team to the West Coast today.”

“Gentlemen, we must get to the bottom of this mystery ASAP. The future of the country, the future of the world hangs on you two. Please keep me informed of your progress. Any assets you need are open to you.”

When the two leave the Oval Office President Mohmand calls his CoS, “Abdul, we have a serious problem. Someone developed an IP scrambler.”

“Sir, is such a thing possible?”

“Yes, the NSA, CIA, and DHS all confirm the existence of such a device. It scrambles a computer or smart phone’s IP address. We can’t track or hack them.”

“It sounds like something the NSA would develop. Sir, are we sure a black department inside the NSA didn’t develop the device for the opposition or Tea Party? Did President Jackson fund the development while he was in office?”

“Abdul, I’ll check again, the Director of the NSA said it didn’t come from any of his labs.”

“Why did you take his word so easily? I bet he doesn’t know half of what goes on in his own labs. My money says we’re going to find out we’re being attacked by our own technology. The NSA has a nasty history of denying anything they don’t want anyone not cleared to know what they’re doing. In the past, this has included the President.”

“I’ll send a few senior FBI agents to check on the NSA.”

“Excellent, sir, that’s a very good idea.”

Chapter Six

Abdul was correct, unknown to the director of the NSA or President Mohmand, the inventors of the IP scrambler are eight NSA senior technicians. They are managed by a senior level NSA director who doesn't  agree with President Mohmand’s plans for the country. They’ve been working on a way to ensure the average American can secure themselves from government spying without cause. They objected to the various spying being done by the NSA, CIA, and DHS. They secretly got together to design, build and give away the device that uses the NSA’s own algorithms against them. The device scrambles the user’s computer’s IP address. It constantly changes and encrypts the IP address, it responds to the NSA’s worms and cyber attacks by sending back gibberish that can’t be read by the cyber experts in Fort Mead, Maryland. From the outside looking in, the IP address appears like spinning slot machine wheels. They bend, folded and twisted the NSA’s algorithms. They turned the NSA against itself.  Every time the NSA tries changing their attack on the scrambled devices, the black box’s artificial intelligence modifies its programming so it can block the new NSA attack. The device senses an attack and reprograms itself so its code will block any cyber attack. The cyber director of the NSA is pushing his staff to work seven days a week to find a way to break through the device. The scrambling device blocks every one of the NSA’s hacking attempts. The only information the NSA gets back is unreadable. The NSA’s Cray XC 40 series computers, each with 384 Intel E5 processors, crunch the data for 72 continuous hours, the final report says, “UNBREAKABLE.” The Director of the NSA and his senior technical staff stared at the report in disbelief.  The Director says, “Has this ever happened before?”

Vice Admiral Frank Wright, who is the Director of the cyber warfare and electronics divisions at the NSA replies, “Sir, in my twenty years of intelligence, this has never happened before. We linked the Cray XC series together so the series was using over 3,840 processors, we’ve broken other countries codes in less than 24 hours, I think the most difficult was broken in 46 hours. This is the first time we’ve run the system for 72 hours without being able to break the code. We did learn that the code is self-morphing. Every attack we send it catches.  When we think we’re on to the scramble formula the code changes. It changes so quickly and so often we believe it's being generated by a machine.”

“Admiral, are you saying that we’re fighting Skynet?”

“Mr. Director, I imagine fighting Skynet would be easier than what we’re facing.”

The Director asks, “Has anyone found evidence of a time machine?”

Everyone smiles, shaking their heads no. 

“Well, if it didn’t come from the future and it’s not Skynet than where did this code come from? Who could produce such code?”

Admiral Wright says, “Director, there are a few people who could write such code, one is us. That is if we had a large enough budget. The Chinese might get close if they’d worked on it for a couple of years, or maybe Mossad has been working overtime.”

The Director’s ears opened hearing the name, Mossad. “I think I need to talk to the President about this. Let’s get some rest tonight. We’ll meet tomorrow at 8:00.”

Everyone files out of the Director’s office wondering what caused the meeting to be cut short. Admiral Wright locked his office door and pulled out a small plastic box from a hidden panel in his desk. The box will jam any unknown devices attempting to listen to private conversations he conducts in his office. He picked up a burner cell phone and dialed a number he knows by heart. “David? It’s Frank. I need to talk with you for a minute.”

“Hello Frank, may I call you back in two minutes. I have some people with me.”

“Should I hold?”

“Please allow me to call you back.”

“Okay, please call burner number three.”

Frank takes apart the phone he’s holding, pulled the main board out of the unit and broke it into small pieces while running a strong magnet over the phone’s chips. While destroying one phone, he turns on another. The new one rings. “Hello, David.”

“Frank, what’s up?”

“David, I believe our new President is about to hear that Mossad screwed with our ability to hack people’s computers and phones.”

“Do you mean the IP scrambler?”

“You know about this?”

“Of course we do, Frank. I can tell you it’s not our device. We wish it were, but I can assure you, we had nothing to do with it.”

“I think you should increase your defense preparation level, just in case our beloved leader decides to use this as an excuse to strike at Israel.”

“Frank, you know if he hits us, we’re going to have to respond in kind.”

“David that could cause the President to increase his response against you.” 

“I understand, I thank you for taking the risk to call me. Will your President listen to you?”             

“No, I’m not a Muslim, all of his advisors are Muslim. He doesn’t listen to anyone outside of his inner circle.”

“Our Prime Minister is very worried about your President.”

“He should be. President Mohmand has no love for Israel. He’s stated after he completes the conversion of America, he’s going to use America’s weapons to destroy Israel.”

“Frank, we still don’t understand how this man got elected.”

“David, I wish there was an easy answer to that question. I would say, your PM can and should blame our media. In 2008, they wanted Obama elected. They wanted an African-American to be President.”

“My friend, Obama had no experience, it took the world twenty years to undo his damage.”

“In the same way they wanted Obama elected, they wanted Mohmand to be elected. They refused to even carry the Tea Party’s national or local advertising. There weren’t even any debates. Many thought Mohmand was running for office unopposed.”

“How can one change your media?”

“I wish I knew. If I had my choice, I would have put them all against the wall thirty years ago. Once they realized they could be the news versus just reporting it, everything changed. The Internet allowed the media to have a pulpit 24 hours a day where they could be the real stars.”

“Are you saying everything is lost?”

“My friend, unless something drastic happens, you’re about to be cut loose from America. I hope you prepared in case this happens.”

“Frank, I can’t give you the details, but you can be sure we are prepared. We have been preparing since Obama’s first term. We knew he hated us. We knew we would have to take care of ourselves. We knew the second Mohmand started his campaign he would win and he would cut us loose. We’re as ready as we can be. We may have some surprises up our sleeve for your President. We have all of the spare parts and weapons we’ll need to take on the world if we have to. Frank, I hope we’ll remain friends. I think both of our nations are in for some very troubling times.”

“David, I will always be your and Israel’s friend.”

“I knew we could count on you. Frank, be careful and be safe. Your new director is going to need someone to blame for the problem you are having with this IP scrambler, you are number one on his list to get hung out to dry. You’re one the few senior directors who isn’t a Muslim, this makes you the perfect target. If you need anything, I’ll be here.”

“I won’t insult you to ask how you know that. I’ll simply say, I’ve been preparing to retire for a few years. Ever since Joan passed, I have nothing left, I worked to occupy my mind, now I’m waiting to see how the Director handles the issue with the scrambler.”

“Frank, don’t wait too long. He may use your criminal system to lock you away. You’ll never see the light of day again. He’s afraid of you and doesn’t trust anything you say. I suggest you make plans to leave ASAP, in fact, the sooner, the better.”

“David, thank you. I didn’t look at that option. Politicians usually don’t think in terms of crimes, they think in terms of blame so they remain in power.”

“Frank, keep your eyes and ears open and as the Air Force says, ‘watch your six.’ Good day my friend.”

“Thank you, David. Till next time.”

Frank disconnects the call and turns off the small shielding device which he slips into his pocket. He unlocks his office door and turns off the red light above the door that tells people not to disturb him. He leans back with his feet propped up on the edge of his desk thinking, David is right. The time is right for me to step down and disappear before the Director or another one of the administration’s flunkies gets any ideas in their heads to do away with me. If he asks, I’ll tell the director I’m running out of ideas, this is a young man’s game. He needs someone with a better grasp of the latest technology. Hopefully, he’ll never put two and two together. I should have enough time to contact President Jackson with my seven co-developers to see what we can do to help him. Then we will all resign over a period of a few weeks. If we all left at once, it would be like turning on a giant neon light over our heads. No one can ever know what our little hobby has yielded.  

@@@@@

President Jackson and his four-man secret service security team arrive at a very unusual Hampton Hotel located on the outskirts of Decatur, Alabama. The hotel is listed on the Hilton Corporate website, but the thing that makes this hotel so unusual, is there are never any rooms available. The hotel always shows sold out. There’s a front desk clerk, housekeeping staff and security guards. The hotel has a swimming pool, business center, and an on-site exercise room.  If someone looked at the hotel workers, they’d notice none are kids, all are in very good physical shape. They were all recently members of the US Special Operations Command. President Jackson’s group enters the hotel’s back door. The secret service agents already have President Jackson’s room keys. One perk of this Hampton Hotel is it has an underground parking garage which hides guests’ cars from public view. The steel garage door keeps out any potential prying eyes or spies.  From the outside the hotel looks normal, on the inside, the hotel is a fully functional fortress. It is equipped with secure T1 and fiber lines, the dishes on the roof are not for television reception, but for satellite communications. President Jackson settles into his room and knocks on the door that separates his room and the one next door, “Jason, are you in there?”

“Yes Mr. President, I’m coming.”

Jason comes to his door smiling, “Sir, good news, it seems the NSA is going crazy. Someone developed some sort of IP scrambler which blocks the NSA or anyone else access to their computer. The NSA and CIA can’t break the code. Not only does the device encode the computer’s IP, it also scrambles it and sends back trash to the NSA. It seems to know when the NSA is pinging the computer. I understand it’s driving the boys at Fort Mead crazy. The Admiral told me, he expects to be blamed for the NSA’s failure to break the problematic code. Admiral Wright has requested permission to join us. I told him not to travel here on a direct route.”

“Reaching into his pocket, President Jackson removes a black plastic box the size of four decks of playing cards stacked on top of each other. “You mean like this?” he says, holding up the black box. “Please tell the Admiral to give me a call on one of my burner phones. Jason, you can get the numbers from the desk clerk downstairs.”

Jason smiles holding out his hand for the black box. “Very nice. Do I want to know where or how you got this?”

President Jackson smiles, saying, “It just showed up. One issue is, it didn’t come with any instructions.”

Jason flips the box over in his hands, he looks at every part of the box before he laughs, “Mr. President, look at it, there’s only one way to connect it. The LEDs on top should indicate its working. When are we going to try it?”

“I understand this is a new version. It connects to our T1 lines which will secure all of our computers with a single device. I’ve been told this version can handle over three hundred connected devices at the same time.”

Jason looks even more confused, “Sir, I don’t think I want to know where this came from because that would mean you have a connection to the source of the devices.”

“As I said, it just appeared in my room. I have no idea where it came from. I never saw it before. I think we should install it and see what happens.”

“Let me bring my laptop so I can see what happens if I try to trace the IP with Brad’s laptop.”

“Won’t your laptop be plugged into our network?”

“I can lock Brad’s and my laptop out, I’ll use our WLAN cards which will bypass the hotel’s network.”

“Great, let’s get a cup of coffee and see what happens when we plug it in.”

“Mr. President, one question is nagging at the back of my mind if we use the device won’t it point the NSA in our direction?”

“Jason, that’s why I keep you around, I don’t know the answer to that, let’s see what our local IT guru knows. I’m hoping the device has a way to mask its presence so it wouldn’t create a glowing red dot on the government’s map saying, look over here!” 

“Sir, that’s my main concern. We’ve taken so many precautions, we all left from different locations, we changed cars four times, and we all took roundabout routes to get here. We all parked underground. Even their eyes in the sky can’t see us underground.”

“Jason, don’t be so sure of that. I happen to know a lot about those birds. Unless we have a cloaking device, I think they’d be able to find us if they have a good idea where to look.”

“Crap, I thought that we were going to be safe here.”

“I’m hoping we will be.”

President Jackson and Jason make their way to the lobby, they hand the black box to their IT guru, Bradly, can you install this on our main T1 line?”

“Mr. President, I won’t ask. Jason, are you going to check your laptop?”

“I’m ready when you are.”

Bradly picks up a red handset which connects him to the hotel’s PA system. “Everyone listen up, this is Bradly, I’m going to shut down our connectively for a couple of minutes.” He shuts down all of their servers and disconnects them from the outside world. He installs the black box between the T1 and the server rack. “Everyone, don’t turn your computers on yet. Jason, what do you see?”

“I’m on my WLAN, connecting without any issues.”

“Switch to our network.”

“OK, here goes. I’ve got an internet connection.”

Bradly says, “Stay on the line, I’m going to use your WLAN to check our IP address.” Bradly laughs, saying, “Hot damn. Jason, read me your IP address.”

Jason smiles a huge grin, “Bradly, I have a long string of numbers and characters that are spinning around.”

“Same thing I see.” Bradly picks up the red handset again, “Everyone, Bradly here again with an update. You can turn on and connect. If anyone sees a normal IP address, write it down and turn your computer off. Bring me that number downstairs right away.”

Within three minutes, everyone says they have lines of characters that are spinning. Bradly laughs, “I heard about this but didn’t believe it was possible. I don’t want to know where it came from. I’ll create an auto monitor program so we know we’re invisible to our friends. I never thought I’d ever see a real Klingon Cloaking Device. Shit, I guess, area 51 is real. Mr. President, other than the Klingons, who else landed there?”

President Jackson laughs, “Bradly, I have no idea what you’re talking about. As far as I know we don’t have any Klingons at Area 51.”

Bradly smiles, he turns to the President’s Chief of Staff, “Jason, notice he didn’t say we don’t have others there, just not Klingons. I bet there are Vulcans living underground in Area 51.”

Everyone laughs at the joke. Bradly continues, “Mr. President, is there anything about the device I should know?”

“Bradly, you now know more about it than I do. I do have a question, can you be sure using the device won’t ring any bells at the NSA?”

“Sir, no, they’ll only know we’re using it when they try to hack us. They won’t be able to track us or hack us. They won’t be able to know where we are, only that all of us are using the device.”

Smiling, President Jackson nods in agreement. President Jackson says, “We’ll kick off Operation America in the conference room in ten minutes.”

Everyone in lobby smiles and nods. They’d been worried the NSA or DHS would figure out their location based on their IP addresses. Now they were safe from anyone being able to spy on them, or locate them from their IP addresses.

@@@@@

Unknown to the NSA, the IP scrambler technicians developed a modified version of the IP scrambling device which was for web hosting companies. The device attaches to the host’s main communications lines running in/out of their server farms. The device senses the NSA or other hackers’ attacks. It blocks the cyber attack from reaching the servers.  Not only does it block the attack, it sends a spike back to the server which launched the attack. The returned spikes are able to crash the NSA’s servers. The device allows the website to operate in normal operation except for any attempted hackers. President Mohmand is furious when he’s informed some of the right-wing anti-Muslim websites are now protected by the black boxes. The President starts throwing objects around the Oval Office. He calls his Director of the NSA, “What the hell are you doing over there? You have more supercomputers than everyone else in the world combined. Why can’t you track the source of these devices?”

“Mr. President, I don’t know what to say. We’re trying, we were just as surprised as you were.”

“That really scares me. Why didn’t you know that a version of the box would work for hosting companies?”

“Your Majesty, we haven’t seen a sample of the original device yet, we didn’t even know such a device existed, or could exist. We don’t know how many different versions of the device there are. We can’t reverse engineer what we’ve never seen.”

President Mohmand asked, “What is that dumb SOB of an Admiral doing about it?”

“Mr. President, I don’t think he’s doing anything. I found his resignation on my desk when I returned from lunch.”

President Mohmand smiled saying, “That’s very good news. We can replace him with someone we trust. Get him out of the building right now. If he’s not with us, he is most likely a spy. I’m not sure he didn’t develop or fund the development of the device to use against us. I don’t trust him. He’s a Catholic.”

“I’ll ask him to leave the building right away.”

“Don’t ask him, get your security to walk him out as soon as we hang up. Every minute he’s in the office, he’s stealing information to use against us. He has the highest security classification outside of you and I. He’s a major security risk to us. Make sure he’s searched down to his naked skin. Don’t let him leave the building with anything, not even his own personal effects, we’ll return them to him after they are x-rayed.”

“Yes, sir.”

@@@@@

At the Hampton Inn, guards take up a position at the conference room doors and inside the lobby. They’re not going to allow anyone inside the hotel who doesn’t have the correct identification pass. The guards close and lock the conference room doors. Former President Jackson looks around the table, he’s joined by his National Security Advisor, Jason. His IT specialist, Bradly. Security, Brad Black or BB, Military and electronic security/warfare Vice Admiral Franck Wright, who’s attending the meeting through a secure scrambled connection while in transit. Economics, Doctor Laura Smith, logistics, Devon Mc Coy and political, Senator Robert Paul.  President Jackson stands saying, “Everyone, I want to thank each of you for coming or remotely attending, Admiral, that’s you, I want you to be safe out there. We started with a very small group which we agree will shortly increase as we draw on people with different specialties. Our goal is to preserve and take back America. I for one don’t want America to become a Muslim country. I expect that since you’re all here, you all agree. I don’t want us to be part of a worldwide Caliphate. I don’t like the way Islam treats women or minorities. They don’t allow nonbelievers to have the same rights as Muslims. They will give our state secrets to our enemies. I for one blame the media for the position we find ourselves in. They wanted Obama to be President so they didn’t vet him, we all know how well that worked out. They wanted a Muslim to be President, so again, they didn’t vet Osama bin Mohmand. The media attacked the Tea Party candidate. It just goes to prove, it doesn’t matter if the right is called Conservatives, Republicans, or the Tea Party. Unless you think the same as the media, they go out of their way to keep you out of office and silence our voices. They pushed the people to turn against the military to such an extent our brave military can’t wear their uniforms in public. The media is more concerned about making sure their agenda is followed than for the security of the American people.  They all eagerly supported the equal time bill which forced talk radio off the air. If someone hadn’t developed the black box scrambler, the NSA would have informed the FBI and the DHS of everyone who spoke out against the government or the media. At least we now have some small degree of privacy. I hope whoever developed the devices has enough knowledge to keep the NSA and DHS off our backs.”

BB stands, “Mr. President, friends, I agree with President Jackson, duh, or why would I be risking death by being here. There're a few security details I’d like to place on the table before we move forward. First of all, as long as we use the device, our computers, and communications should be untraceable. Untraceable as long as we are on our network. This doesn’t apply to voice phone calls. Do NOT use the hotel’s switchboard for any outside calls. In fact, I’m having the switchboard disconnected to the outside world. We’ll be able to use the phones for room to room calls only. Second, make sure your portable devices are set to our internal network. Do not use the WLAN for any of your portable devices. I’m looking into jamming cellular so none of us makes a very costly mistake. Third, no one, and I mean no one leaves the hotel without an escort. We have armed security people in attendance, more are on the way. We’re also going to have stingers for our security people who will be stationed on the roof. The building on the roof is really a security office. The roof is off limits unless security or military clears you.  We’re going to equip the armory with enough weapons to hold off a major attack. If you’ve never fired a weapon, please sign up for our education classes. From the outside this looks like your average Hampton Inn, it’s listed on Hilton’s website. It never has any rooms available, what we can’t control is someone, or a family walking in to check for a room. Hence, stay out of the lobby as much as possible. Coffee and meals are going to be served in the ballroom, not downstairs like a normal Hampton. Please keep your curtains pulled shut. We’re going to be performing random sweeps for bugs. Anyone without a green, blue or red lapel pin should be stopped and I should be contacted ASAP. Let me repeat, anyone without the correct lapel pin is NOT one of us. No member of the media will be accepted into the hotel. We’re currently vetting a Secretary of the Media when and if that person clears their background check, they will join us.  All scrap paper will be picked up three times a day and burned. We have started random roaming security patrols. They aren’t going to be dressed in uniform. They will be plain clothed, you’ll know who they are by their collar pin. Does anyone have any questions for me?”

No one had any.

Admiral Wright says, “Mr. President, friends, we’re soon going to be joined by a number of SOCOM and Marine personal. Many are going to be quartered at the recently closed National Guard Armory two miles away. Heavy equipment is being sent to the armory. In accordance with the national laws, none of these people will be in uniform outside of the armory. Our goal is to have two heavy divisions within fifteen minutes of here. One reason we selected this location is Huntsville has a large military presence, and FedEx has a large facility at the Huntsville airport. The runway is long enough to support any airplane in the world. We’re also expecting local and national militia leaders to join us. These people will be identified by their red label pins. I’ll repeat, we’re planning on retaking our country. It’s going to mean violence is going to have to be used. If you don’t have the stomach for violence, you should see me.”

Laura Smith Ph.D., asked, “Isn’t there any other way to reclaim our country?”

President Jackson replies, “Laura, I’m sorry, I only see two options, these are to wait for Congress to impeach the President or for the people to overthrow him. There’s not a chance Congress is going to impeach me. Many rode into office on his coattails. Congress refused to impeach President Obama because they didn’t want to impeach the country’s first Africa America President. They’re not going to do anything against Mohmand. Either we take a leadership role or we face the various militias and veterans trying to take on the US government and military by themselves. They’ll be chewed up and spit out like day old gum. The country needs leadership to bring the various groups together. I’m only going to do this until another leader surfaces. Once one does, I’ll step back and fade away. I’m not doing this for personal glory. I’m risking everything like our founding fathers did. President Mohmand would love to preside over my funeral. He’d like to see all of us disappear. He’d love to hold the sword that beheads me.”

Dr. Smith asks, “Mr. President, are we sure the people want us to overthrow the President?”

“Laura, I promise you before we start the revolution, you and everyone in this room will have one hundred percent proof the people want the administration changed.”

“Mr. President, isn’t there a risk the people will see you as someone who is doing this so you can have a third term? Or a President who has sour grapes over his successor?” 

“Yes, there is that risk. To overcome such a risk, I’ve decided I’m not going to be the President when we win the revolt.”

Everyone in the conference room is silent. Laura stands saying, “Mr. President, I’m sorry, I was playing the devil’s advocate. I and many in the country WANT you to be President again.”

“Laura, I’ve given this a lot of thought. If I became President again, everyone would think I led the revolution because of my ego. I’m not going to run, if I end up with the office, I promise to turn it over to whoever wins the next national election, one I won’t be on the ballot of. Does everyone understand my reasoning?”

Everyone nods, President Jackson, knows most don’t support his decision not to become President again. He thinks to himself, Laura, thank you for saying what’s been on everyone’s mind for weeks. A topic none had the balls to say. “I think it’s time to turn the government back to the people. If term limits were good for the President, they should be applied to every office. We may have to rewrite the damn Constitution to get us back to where our founding fathers wanted us to be.” A security guard knocks on the conference room door, “Mr. President, you have a visitor.”

“Sarge? Who’s here?”

“George Pickard.”

Every head looks up at the mention of George’s name. Jason says, “The Chairman of the Tea Party? How did he know where we were?”

President Jackson smiles, responding, “I invited him. Sergeant, please show him in.”

“Sir, he has John Badmoon, the Director of Communications for the Tea Party with him.”

“Allow him access. Brad, run their background checks as quickly as possible. I want them both cleared to attend our planning meetings.”

The two men are shown into the conference room, President Jackson introduced to the group. George takes an empty seat at the table while John sits behind him. George says, “Mr. President, I’m sorry we’re late. We got stopped by the TSA in a couple of their freeway checkpoints, each took a lot of time while they checked our luggage and our car. I wish the damn Supreme Court hadn’t ruled the TSA could stop anyone at any time, at any location to check them. If you ask me, it’s an invasion of our personal privacy.”

President Jackson smiles, “You can thank Hillary for voting for that. George, thank you for coming, I’m sure the Sergeant gave you a copy of the security rules of our meetings.”

“Mr. President, of course. We signed the NDA and acceptance of the security rules. We left our portable terminals with your armed security at the front desk.”

“Excellent, you didn’t miss much, we were just starting.”

“We brought some news. We have a mole in the White House. I’m sure you understand we can’t disclose his identity. He reported that President Mohmand is going to move ahead with his plan against you. He’s going to blame us for your death. This way he’ll turn public opinion against us while showing the country he’s not radical, he’s peace loving. He’ll declare a period of national mourning which he’ll use to sneak through additional Executive orders. When the dust settles, America will have an official religion, Islam. He’s going to jam through taxes on us, the infidels. Also he’s going to suspend the Constitution. We assume he plans on replacing it with a new one based on Sharia law.”

President Jackson looked around the table, “George, does your agent know when this is supposed to happen? I’d really like to know the date I’m supposed to die.”

The conference room giggles.  George sips his coffee, saying, “Mr. President, does President Mohmand know where you are? Does anyone on his staff know where you are?”

“George, no one outside of my closest advisors knows where I am. We worked very hard to hide this location. Did your agent mention this location?”

“No sir, all he told us is the White House knows you’re somewhere in the South. He’s sending a hit team he brought in from Saudi to locate you.”

“Admiral, BB, did you hear that? Please put all of the guards on high alert. Admiral, can you check to see what we look like from the eyes in the sky?  I hope from space we don’t look out of the ordinary. BB, expand the security bubble around us. See if you can speed up the troop arrival date.”

“Yes, sir.”

Both men tap their micro-iPads, red lights mounted in the ceilings start to flash. Two armed men enter the conference room, they take up a position inside the doors. Four additional men take up security positions outside of the conference room, twelve others patrol the exterior of the hotel. “Mr. President, our agent doesn’t know when the attack is supposed to take place. He thought it was going to happen soon because Mohmand is preparing everything for your funeral and the executive orders he’ll issue as you’re laid to rest in Arlington. His initial actions have already upset a lot of people in the country, he needs something to distract them before he releases additional Executive Orders. There are rumors that tens of thousands are calling for a national strike to stop President Mohmand in his tracks.”

President Jackson nods saying, “That’s not going to work. The media won’t report the marches. Hence, anyone not partaking in the marches won’t know about them. Jason, please see if the EIBLAZE network will help spread the word about the marches.”

“Admiral, BB, we’re going to need to know how many of the military we can count on.”

Admiral Wright responds, “Yes sir. I’ll have a list for you this evening.”

“Admiral, I’m very worried about the militias, they could start the war before we’re ready, we could lose a lot of good people if they move too quickly. We need them to be in place when we make our move. If they get chewed up, they won’t be available when we call on them. Please try to convince their leaders to hold back until we give them go ahead. I bet President Mohmand is bringing foreign troops here, he has all of Europe to call on, he can have over two hundred thousand troops here within a month. The militias are no match for a trained military.” 

“Sir, I’ll try to reach out to the militia leaders we know of. Mr. President, they are going to want intel and weapons.”

“Tell them we’ll share with them what we can.”

“Yes, sir.”

Chapter Seven

Militia leaders around the country receive an alert message via a posting in the help wanted sections of local and national e-news sites. Each militia leader decoded their own personal message. Anyone looking at the want adds would be mystified and confused because the posted noticed made no sense without being decoded. The militia leaders met with their senior staff face to face. They passed on the alert order and instructed them to pass it on to the group under them, cell by cell received the alert order. If any of the militia members were captured, they could only ‘give up’ their cell. Each cell only knew the members of their own cell, thus ensuring security of the larger militia group.

Within 72 hours of receiving the initial message, hundreds of militias around America are on high alert. Their instructions are to go to high alert and wait for additional orders to be posted in code. Most of the militias knew something was wrong in the country. It wasn’t just the President and his Executive Orders. It was the rumors of foreign-born soldiers and Islamic warriors arriving in the country. There were rumors of a plot to kill President Jackson and his family. Many local police departments are very concerned because their officers are being replaced by the foreigners. The foreigners came to America to fight in a holy jihad against the millions of infidels. The militia members have been preparing for a civil war since Osama bin Mohmand announced his plans to run for President in 2050.

There was a constant run on AR rifles, ammo, and spare parts until the Supreme Court allowed a limit to be placed on the number of guns and ammo a person could own. Militias also learned that freeze dried food is back ordered for 18 months. Militias and armed citizens are doing everything they can to prepare for civil war. The day after Mohmand won the election, President Jackson signed an Executive order overriding the Supreme Court’s changes to the second amendment. President Jackson overrode all state gun control laws. The President claimed he was over overturning a vast injustice against the second amendment. He knew the Supreme Court would get another chance to vote on gun control when his Executive Orders were challenged in court. He knew that by the time the Court ruled on his Executive Orders, the smart people would have stocked up preparing for whatever the future may hold.

When President Jackson issued his Executive Orders overriding most gun control laws, the ten states with the most oppressive gun control laws saw the dam break. People started lining up in Connecticut, New York, New Jersey, California, and Illinois hours before gun stores opened for their chance to buy a gun. Internet gun sites were overwhelmed with demand. Gun stores had to limit the sales of guns and ammo until they could be restocked. 8 million guns were purchased in the initial ten days after President Mohmand was elected. Gun and ammo factories worked twenty-four hours a day to keep up with demand. On December 23rd, 2052 President Jackson issued an Executive Order allowing cross-state purchases of handguns. Christmas Eve 2052 broke every record for gun sales. President-elect Mohmand protested President Jackson’s Executive Orders, saying the question of the second amendment should be discussed by the people’s elected Congress. It shouldn’t be made by a single person sitting in the White House. The newly elected President said, “President Jackson is forcing millions of guns into dangerous hands. There’s not a single reason why any civilian needs an AR an AK assault rifle or semiautomatic shotgun for hunting. When I’m sworn into office, my first act will be to overturn President Jackson’s Executive Orders.” President Jackson responded on December 26th with an Executive order lifting all bans on veterans owning firearms. His ruling stated that any veteran could own any firearm they wanted to and as much ammunition as they could afford. December 27th set a new record for gun sales as veterans swarmed gun stores. More than 15.6 million guns were sold between December 24th, 2052 when President Jackson lifted interstate gun sale bans and January 20th, 2053 when Mohmand was sworn into office. The additional gun sales lifted the last quarter’s GNP by a full percentage point. True to his word, on January 21st, 2053, President Mohmand signed an Executive Order overturning President Jackson’s orders releasing gun sales. President Mohmand reinstated the bans on selling guns across state lines, he allowed states to reinstate their own gun laws. He returned the rules limiting the number of weapons a person could own. He gave gun owners one week to turn in their excess weapons and ammunition. Many of the states tried to make their laws retroactive which would have made felons out of the citizens who purchased guns when they were legal. The US Supreme Court supported President Jackson’s right to have issued his Executive Orders, they blocked the states and President Mohmand from making felons out of law abiding citizens. The Supreme Court’s ruling took the media by surprise, their response was to not report the court’s ruling. The buried the story figuring if people don’t know about the ruling, the states could do anything they wanted. California took advantage of the media burying the courts ruling by arresting 2000 people for owning an AR rifle. Before the 2000 could be jailed, the Supreme Court held a rare prime-time press conference, rarer still as Chief Justice Clinton wasn’t in attendance, to say they backed President Jackson’s right to sign his Executive Orders. They ordered the State of California to release the 2000 people and return their guns. Guns which the state had quickly destroyed so they couldn’t be returned. The class action suit against California is slowly working its way through the legal system. President Mohmand told his AG to slow the suit down as much as possible.

Sixty days after President Mohmand’s inauguration the mood in the country is one of distrust and fear. Muslims loved the new president, most infidels (al non-Muslims) distrusted him. Thirty different lawsuits are working their way through the legal system requesting the election be overturned for fraud. The suits claim President Mohmand and his Green Party committed fraud by not stating what their real agenda was in the election. Eight suits are filed against the media for blocking the Tea Party’s advertising. The EIBLAZE network flooded the internet with stories about President Mohmand’s plans for America. The stories tended to scare people into trying to do something to stop or slow down President Mohmand’s agenda. 

On the thirtieth day after President Mohmand taking office, the EIBLAZE network issued a flash news question, “Where is President Jackson? Has he been arrested or worse by President Mohmand?” They ran images of milk cartons with President Jackson’s image, saying, “MISSING if found call, 1-800-555-5555.” Talk show hosts kick off their internet programs with the question, “Where is President Jackson? Why hasn’t he and his family be seen in public since he left office? Has harm come to the President and his family?” The EIBLAZE network offered a $100,000 reward to anyone who could prove President Jackson was free and safe. They said if President Jackson were free if his family weren’t being threatened, he would surely be speaking out against President Mohmand’s actions and plans. “Where is President Jackson?”

@@@@@

In President Jackson’s Hampton Hotel headquarters, his staff is trying to convince him to go public. The President’s core group of advisors are discussing the issue over breakfast. Jason looks at the President, “Sir, we think it would give the country’s morale a huge boost if the people knew you were alive and well. Many are genuinely concerned about your well-being.”

President Jackson read the stories of his demise and disappearance with joy, “Jason, everyone when everyone is ready and in position, I think I’ll collect the $100,000 reward for finding myself. My coming out will be more powerful when I’m able to make the announcement we’ve mobilized to take our country back. I had nothing to do with the EIBLAZE campaign that I was missing. I don’t know why they started it. However, I’m not going to turn down the free PR.  I think we ought to do everything we can to feed their PR. On that note, I’m happy to announce we now have a Media Secretary, I’m happy to introduce everyone to Jenny White. When Jenny enters the boardroom, everyone’s mouth opens, they hadn’t expected her to be appointed, let alone pass a background check. Jenny White had been the Chairperson at Google up to sixty days ago.  Their political consultant, Senator Robert Paul smiles saying, “Jenny, we welcome you to the merry bandits of Nottingham.  I’ll admit I’m rather surprised to see you here. I thought as I think most of us did that you were a card carrying member of the Progressive Party.”

“Senator, thank you for the warm welcome. The fact is, I am a card-carrying member of the Progressive Party. I am also an American, who is sick watching President Mohmand destroy our great country. One doesn’t have to be a member of the Tea Party to love America. There are many Progressives and Democrats who love the country. We might not always agree on policies or programs, but we do agree that America is the greatest country in the world.”

Bradly shakes his head saying, “Ms. White, I’m sorry, however, I don’t believe you. We’ve watched Progressives do everything within their means to destroy the country. Going back to your party’s founder, Woodrow Wilson and, of course, your hero, President Obama, you’re party has done more damage to the country than any wars we’ve been in. There are times we wondered if we as a country of free men and women would survive your Presidents. You now suggest that you love America and want us to trust you?”

Jenny sips the cup of coffee an aide handed her, she smiles at everyone around the table. She looks at President Jackson, who nods his head towards her. She pauses before saying, “I understand there has been a lot of frustration between our philosophies. We on the left want the country to support those who can’t take care of themselves, we want America to be open and support everyone who wants a better life. I understand many of you in this room don’t share these views. I understand that most of you want a smaller government you want people to take responsibility for themselves. You want people to be able to make their own choices, versus having many of their choices made for them by the government.”

Every head in the boardroom is nodding in agreement. “Please allow me to continue. At first I was very pro-Mohmand. I thought it was a good idea to allow different people with different backgrounds and different thoughts to be the leader of the free world. I too was taken in by his false persona. I too was fooled by his campaign promises. I’m for freedom of religion. I’m for women’s rights. Women’s rights aren’t compatible with Islam. I can’t be for free women and women’s rights and equality if I support Mohmand’s plan to convert America into an Islamic country. I want the freedom to wear pant suits, I want the freedom to wear makeup, I want the freedom to dress as I please. Look at the previous thirty-five-year history in the Middle East. Islam killed 97% of the Christians who used to live in the Middle East. What’s funny is the one country in the Middle East that tried to protect women’s rights is Israel. The very media I’m part of, spent billions of dollars trying to destroy Israel and her special relationship with America. Israel opened her border to any Christian and woman who wanted to live in Israel. She took in and even used her military might to escort Christians to Israel. They saved almost one million people while the rest of the world stood by and did nothing while these poor people were beheaded, tortured, crucified and burned alive. When doing research for an article on the history of the Middle East wars I came across ISIS’s first video from 2014 showing them behead Christians. I decided right then that I couldn’t support a cause that supported anyone who beheaded people simply because they believed in a different God. I started to realize I’d supported the wrong side. I saw pictures of birth certificates for newborns that had the ISIS symbol on them, birth certificates showing a live hand grenade and a cocked pistol. Islam started rising children to kill the rest of us. I started to question the Progressive Party.  I started to question why my friends in the media covered up the death of millions of people just because they believed in a different God. Islam went into homes asking children if they followed Islam if they didn’t they killed them in cold blood in front of their parents. I couldn’t continue my support of the Progressive Cause. I clandestinely reached out to President Jackson. I wanted to know if he could suggest someone I could talk to. I was shocked when he invited me to the White House.

“He stayed up most of the night listening to me, he showed me history. He showed me how the Media twisted the truth and brainwashed the people. I was ashamed that I was a leader of the media that covered up the murder of millions.”

The room was silent, they couldn’t believe what they’d just heard. Jason looks at Jenny asking, “Ms. White, let me see if I understand what you just told us. You saw an ISIS video of them beheading Christians, this made you think what was going on. You reached out to President Jackson, who invited you to visit him at the White House. You left the White House converted. That’s a little hard to swallow. I find it hard to understand how a person who was not only a lifelong Progressive, but a leader of the progressive media, who was a partner in the brainwashing of Americans can sit here and say they love America. Do you expect us to accept you at face value and say welcome to our little revolution? Based on your history, how can we trust you? I see you sitting at our table, I hear what you’ve said and yet, I only see the Jenny White, who ran Google. Google who twisted web searches to push your agenda. How can we trust you when Google was the first network who blocked Tea Party candidates?”

Admiral Wright asks, “Ms. Wright, who ran your background check? I remember the stories Google ran about the evil military. The stories about us being baby killers. You tore us a new one because we wouldn’t accept transgenders in combat positions. I hear your words, I give you credit for waking up and smelling the coffee. I only have one thing to say, I’ll accept you into our group based on your words and I’ll trust you’re telling us the truth. Ms. White, if you’re using us, or lying to us, I’ll make you one promise, I promise you that you’ll regret today for the rest of your pain filled life. I’ll make sure your life is extended enough to feel the pain for a very long time. When I’m done with you, not even your own mother will recognize you.”

President Jackson stood up, “Admiral, there’s no need for threats. Ms. White has been fully informed of the security protocol of joining this group. We’ve made the ramifications very clear to her if she breaches our security. She has been fully vetted. She will be living here with us. She has turned in her portable terminal. She has offered and has gone through both a lie detector and voice stress analyzer. She also offered and underwent drug induced interviews. I’m very pleased to report she passed every one of the tests. The test results are available on our intranet. If you have personal questions, I suggest you review them. I’ll remind everyone, they are protected by our security protocols. None can be released to anyone outside of this group. Does anyone have any other questions for Jenny before she takes her voting seat at our table?”

BB asks, “Jenny, I for one welcome you, my only question for you is how can you help us get our message out?”

Jenny takes a seat at the table, she smiles responding, “BB, thank you for the welcome. I understand all of your concerns due to my background. How can I help you? I was once the Chairpersons of Google, I plan to use similar practices against the current administration that we used against the Tea Party. I also plan to use some new ideas that fool the search engines with micro encoding. This means that when the search engine looks for sites that match the user's search request, a “wrapper” fools the search engine to display a story and/or site that is one we want to be displayed. Hence, we play a distraction game on the search engine algorithmic. In plain English, we deceive the SEO. If you give me a minute, I’ll demonstrate how it works. I’m going to program a wrapper around a couple of key Tea Party news releases, then we’re going to run a search for the Tea Party. Usually when running a search on the Tea Party a user receives hundreds of negative results. Every story the media publishes is negative about the Tea Party.” Five minutes later, Jenny says, “Who wants to run a search?”

Jason says, I’m connected to the large monitor. I’ll run the search, should I use Google?”

“You can use any search engine.”

Jason enters “Tea Party” into the search engine line, he selects the top three search engines so the group can look at all of the different results produced by each companies different SEOs. The large monitor flashes. A loud gasp goes around the room. On the monitor are the top results from the top three search engines, each lists links to the Tea Party, which shows it in a positive light. Jason clicks on one of the stories and is shocked to see it’s an article explaining the impact of President Mohmand’s recent executive orders. The group yells, “Jason, click on another link, make sure it’s not a setup.”

Jason, quickly clicks the fourth link, the sixth and the ninth. All of them are favorable articles about the Tea Party. The room is quiet. President Jackson starts clapping his hands in appreciation of what Jenny showed them. He says, “Madam Secretary, congratulations. You’ve just started to level the playing field. How long will it take for the search engine companies to figure out what you’ve done?”

“Mr. President, if we apply a similar theory to the wrappers as the IP scrambler device uses we should be able to continue to slip the truth through their censors.”

Admiral Wright smiles, “Ms. White, I may have a couple of ideas we should discuss after the meeting. I think you’re on the right track. I don’t know why this wasn’t thought of before.”

“Admiral, it took a team of some of the best coders months to create the ‘wrapper.’”

The room explodes in smiles and applause.

President Jackson says, “Our next item on this morning's agenda is our hotel, we’re starting to outgrow this one. Jason, I’d like you to contact our friend in Las Vegas to see if he can arrange another hotel for us.”

“Yes sir, I’ll get on it right after the meeting.”

@@@@@

President Mohmand thought to himself, the best gift I can give myself and the world is to dispose of Jackson on the festival of Eid al-Fitr (The Celebration concluding Ramadan). What could be better after the month of Ramadan than celebrating the death of the one man who can pull the country together to fight my goals? I’ll alert my special troops, the Special Forces I brought in from Syria and Europe, troops who are experienced fighting for Allah. Troops who have been bloodied defending Allah. I like it when the perfect plan comes together. I’ll make my annual trip to Mecca, I’ll be out of the country when President Jackson is struck down by the infidel Tea Party. I’ll return from Mecca to oversee his funeral. I’ll have him buried in Arlington next to JFK. It will be perfect. It will be a perfect time to demand the disarming of the Americans. They’ll need to be disarmed to protect everyone. The death of President Jackson will show the world, no one is safe while 500 million guns are in people’s hands. Once the public is disarmed, the foreign warriors and Mutaween will be able to control the population. They’ll lead them to the true faith. I love it when Allah whispers his plans to me. Others may plan, however, Allah is the best planner. All we have to do is locate Jackson. I don’t understand how a former President can disappear. None of our agents or informers has seen him since he left his home. We haven’t been able to find his wife or son either. They couldn’t have left the country without the TSA knowing it. At least one of the TSA roving security patrols should have caught sight of him on a train, car or plane. He must be hiding in plain sight. I’ll order the FBI to prepare images of him wearing different disguises. I’ll also spread the word offering a reward for any information leading to his capture.  

Chapter Eight

The animosity between the groups supporting President Mohmand and those against him increased daily.  President Mohmand’s supporters said that anyone speaking against him was committing Heresy. The Mutaween tried to cane and whip those who spoke or posted hersey, when the Mutaween tried to whip members of a militia in Bismarck North Dakota, the militia struck back by shooting the three Mutaween officers.  Two Mutaween are hanged in front of the police station as a warning to others they should leave Bismarck alone. The state Mutaween headquarters sends fifty additional officers with thirty-six foreign fighters to Bismarck. The caravan carrying the religious police and foreign fighters is attacked fifteen miles outside of Bismarck. The attack turned into a running battle that killed all of the religious troops plus ten militia members. President Mohmand ordered the DHS to embargo, the city of Bismarck. No one was allowed in or out of the city until the remaining Mutaween and police could restore order. The President ordered the electrical power and water turned off to the city to teach the citizens a lesson they should obey his orders.

The citizens of Bismarck told President Mohmand to go screw himself. They burned every police and Mutaween station to the ground, they chased down and hung all but one Mutaween officer. The last one was stripped naked, tar and feathered before being kicked out of the city. President Mohmand accepted the Bismarck’s challenge. He withdrew all of his people and tried to withdraw his supporters, many were stopped by the militias who blocked his supporters exit from the city. The militia commander thought the President wouldn’t order an armed attack against the city if thousands of his followers were in the city. The militias didn’t understand Islam, President Mohmand considered the trapped believers martyrs who will go to paradise. In paradise, they will be waited on by the infidels who died with them. President Mohmand first considered ordering the Air Force to strike Bismarck with a small nuke. When Abdul heard President Mohmand was going to issue the strike order, He ran to the Oval Office, “Mr. President, I’m sorry for barging into the Oval Office, I heard you were going to issue a nuclear release order to take out Bismarck.”

“Abdul, that is correct, I’ve asked the Secretary of Defense to program the nuclear release options to allow me to strike a US city.”

“Mr. President, I beg you, don’t do this. If you release a nuke on an American city, the people will turn against you, the media will turn on you. You will be starting a second civil war much worse than the first. What will you do if a rogue Air Force unit decides to drop a bomb on Washington, D.C?”

“Abdul, did you forget, they can’t. It takes the President’s release code to enable the weapon’s safeguards to be released. Without the safeguards released the weapons can’t explode. I won’t have the population of any city kill our holy warriors. I won’t have them hang our Mutaween officers. I won’t have them pour boiling tar and pitch on our officers as a message to me. I will have my revenge. If we don’t show these insolent children, they can’t get away with harming ours than they will continue to do so across the country. We have to teach these infidel children a lesson. A lesson that won’t be soon forgotten. A lesson the rest of their kind will take to heart.”

“Mr. President, please give me twenty-four hours to come up with an alternative.”

“Abdul, I don’t want to wait. Waiting only enables the people in the city to dig in and prepare for an attack. I’d like to do it and get it over with. We can then spin the story, we can say the Tea Party did it, or we can say it was a tragic training accident. The Air Force will report that a bomb fell off one of their planes based at Maelstrom. I’ll fly to Bismarck, I’ll lay a wreath for those lost in the accident. We’ll turn it into a great human interest story. The entire country will support our humanitarian efforts. We’ll get the entire Caliphate to send support. We’ll pour billions into rebuilding the city. The people will love it. In addition to teaching the right wing nuts a lesson, it will make us look better in the people’s eyes. If we can follow the mass funerals with one for President Jackson, everything will fall into place. No one will be able to stop us from converting this country of ill-behaving children into a member of the Caliphate. We will gain the respect of the world. They will know we crushed a potential uprising. Believe me, Abdul, this is the right move to make.”

“Mr. President, remember, you’ve given me twenty-four hours.”

“Abdul, you still don’t agree with me, do you?”

“No sir, I don’t. I believe using a nuclear weapon on our own soil will backfire on us.”

“Abdul, you have twenty-four hours. If you’re late, the attack goes forward.”

“Mr. President, thank you. You won’t regret it.”

@@@@@

Many average Americans said the President was single-handedly destroying America. Mohmand supports blamed the infidels for their lack of flexibility and for having closed minds.  Both sides are extremely volatile. When one side held a march to support their views, the other usually crossed the street to pick fights with them. A misspoken word can cause violent fighting between the pro and anti Mohmand groups. The Media tried their best to cover up any violence the pro-Mohmand supporters start. All of the violence is blamed on the Tea Party.

President Mohmand offered a new program to the cities with the highest unemployment, those cities declare themselves Islamic zones will receive massive funding to help generate jobs and buy support for the President. In the Islamic zones, the Mutaween controls the population through fear. Women have to dress very conservatively, women are ordered to switch their wardrobe to hijabs. Detroit proudly announces they’re the first Islamic zone. The militant Muslims in the city are proud that they are able to complete the requirements to become an Islamic zone, they eagerly wait for the hundreds of millions in federal aid to pour in.  One of the requirements of being an Islamic zone is the city has to be over 50% Muslim by population. Infidels either have to convert or leave the cities. Any found hiding after the ninety-day period built into the Islamic zones is captured. Most are tortured, some are burned alive, others are chased out of the cities or beheaded as a warning to any others still in hiding

Dog owners in the Islamic zones were ordered to remove their dogs or move. Islam considers dogs a dirty animal. Anyone found owning a pig, no matter the size or type were banished from the city, they forfeit everything they own. The Mutaween chases dog and pig owners out of the city while they are caned as they run for their lives with only the clothes on their backs. People lined the route out of the city, throwing rotten vegetables and eggs at the unclean.

The worst treatment was reserved for the Jews who are found living in the Islamic zones. Their temples are blown up or set on fire, usually with worshipers inside of them. The homes and businesses owned by Jews are looted and set on fire. Everything Jewish families owned is taken from them. Their bank accounts are turned over to the city. They aren’t given the chance to leave or convert. Jews, especially those who supported the State of Israel are tortured before being beheaded or chained inside a metal cage and burned alive. Parents are forced to watch their children burned alive, screaming to their parents to save them. Parents cried and begged for mercy which comes from a sharp sword beheading them. Catholic priests suffered almost the same treatment as the Jews. The difference being, the priests, are allowed to leave the city, they are stripped naked, whipped and beaten as they try to get out of the city alive. Those that pray to Jesus for help are stopped and crucified so they can die like their Lord.

When the last of the infidels were driven from the city.  The Muslims in Detroit danced with joy, they gave thanks to Allah in the streets after the last Jewish family who had been hiding in the basement of a Baptist Church was found and beheaded in front of hundreds of onlookers. The Mutaween danced with their charges, happy that their city was the first in the Holy Islamic Country of America to become a pure Islamic Zone. The Mutaween search house by house for any infidels that have tried to hide in the city. Four hours later, thirty-eight infidels are located hiding in basements and attics. The infidels are led to the steps of city hall where they’re tied together. The Mutaween announces the first slave sale in America in 200 years will start at high noon the next day. The Mutaween praised Allah unaware they were being observed by four members of the Upper Michigan militia who are recording the activity across the city. The scout’s leader, John Bourn said, “Look at them, they’re acting like they’ve just completed God’s work and will be rewarded for stealing and killing innocents. I never thought I’d see this in America. It’s almost as bad as when I fought ISIS in Iraq.”

His team members, Frank Porter, Bill Jenkins and Eric Pool nodded in agreement while searching for any threats to the team. Eric said, “Boss, what happens next?”

“Our assignment is to record the events here in Detroit, someone else will work out the next steps. As much as I want to shoot those in black below us, it’s not going to happen on this mission. Our orders are to make sure we’re not seen or captured.”

The next day at noon, hundreds of Muslims gather at city hall to bid on a slave. The infidels have been stripped naked, they’re tied spread eagle to stakes in the ground and poles that run over their heads. Men, women and children are tied in separate lines, the children are crying for their parents, the men show signs of being beaten. The women are embarrassed, they have tear stained faces. The senior Mutaween walks to the front of the crowd saying, “We found these infidels hiding. They tried to avoid us when we swept their kind out of our holy city, these infidels are going to be sold as slaves. Yes, you can buy your own infidel slave. In case you’re wondering, Allah permits having sex with women slaves. Once you purchase a slave, they are yours to do with as you please. They will be branded as a slave. If they run away, they will be tortured to death. I am going to start with the men, these men are all suitable for manual labor. They have many years of labor left in them.” Two of the men waiting to be sold are repeating the Lords Prayer. The Mutaween walks over to them, he lifts his cane, whipping them across their chests. “Shut up infidel, no one here wants to hear your blasphemy. One of the men continues praying. The Mutaween orders his assistants to hold open the slave’s mouth while he cuts out his tongue. The slave screams as his tongue are cut off with the Mutaween’s pocket knife. Blood spouts from his mouth. The Mutaween takes a small branding iron, he touches the white hot tip to the inside of the slave’s mouth cauterizing the wound. The slave passes out from the pain. The Mutaween says, “Slaves, learn from this, you are now slaves. You will obey your new masters, the followers of Allah. You are nothing but property.  Property, your new owners, can do anything they want to you. Your life will be spent serving the holy.”

The men are sold for $200 each, all are led away to their new owners. The Mutaween leers at the women, you are next, you will serve your masters in any way they desire. If you fail to serve them, you will be punished and placed in a comfort house where you will be married to different men every evening. Since the faithful can’t have sex outside of marriage, unless it’s with a slave, you will be married every night to a different man who will use you as his bride. Any children you give birth to will be slaves who will follow in your footsteps in serving the faithful. One of the women asks, “Will our children be sold to the same family as us?”

She is slapped across her face. “They will be sold to whoever buys them. Girl slaves as young as seven can be used by their masters in any way they desire.” The women tied in front of the crowd realize what was said, they start to scream and beg. All are whipped. “Shut up, you have no rights, you are infidels and slaves to the faithful.”

The women are humiliated by having their bodies examined by the men bidding on them. The oldest, who is forty-two is sold for $500, the youngest, who is eighteen and blond is sold for $5,000 to a leering middle-aged man who leads the crying teenager away. The boy children are sold for $100 each, the girls, aged between eight and seventeen are sold for $3,500 each. Those who didn’t win begin to make private arrangements with the winners to “marry” their slave for a couple of nights. The winning bidders of the women and girls will all see a profit within two weeks. The slaves can’t believe this is happening in America. One screams, “Lincoln freed the slaves, we can’t be sold, we’re free citizens of the United States of America.” Her new owner slaps her so hard she falls to the ground crying. She says, “I’ll never open my legs for you.”

Her new owner laughs saying, “You’ll do as you’re told, or you’ll suffer a fate worse than death. Now come along, it’s time to break you in.” Her master turns towards the crowd, he laughs saying, “In a few minutes, you’ll hear her scream for blocks.” The men gathered around them laugh.

Unknown to everyone, another team is also recording the events in the city and the movements and actions of John’s team. Ira Goldberg the leader of a JDL (Jewish Defense League) recon team and his five team members are wearing an Israeli-developed stealth poncho which blocked their heat signatures. It also closely matched the background pattern around them, making them almost invisible to anyone looking at them. Ira whispers, “They’re animals, I wish I could call down a few cruise missiles to assist those assholes in their travel to paradise. I think they’re going to be shocked when they discover their journey isn’t to a heaven filled with 72 virgins, but to hell for going against the wishes of the Lord God. I wish I could be there to see the look of shock on their faces. This is disgusting. I never thought I’d see this happen here. We have to get these images spread to our people. They have to learn that Mohmand is bringing the slave trade back. It’s not going to be safe to hide or stay behind in any city that declares itself an Islamic zone. Everyone who isn’t a Muslim should leave before they suffer the same fate as these people. The warning has to go to every temple and church in every city.”

Moshe, one of Ira’s team members, laughed, “Ira, Where are the people going to go? Israel isn’t ready to take the American Jews yet, Rome isn’t large enough to take the Roman Catholics. What are they going to do?”

“Moshe, they are going to have to learn how to fight or end up as a slave.”

Moshe nods his understanding, “Ira, fighting is going to be very messy. Very few of our people are trained to fight, many are going to die.”

Ira says while recording the images he sees, “They are going to have to learn quickly how to defend themselves. They are going to have to learn violence, none of their feel good words mean crap to the Muslims. They lulled themselves to sleep thinking everyone was like them. They sat around singing Kumbaya to each other. They’re now learning a very hard lesson. There's no one left to come save them. Most spent their entire lives giving in to get along, look what it's got them.”

“Maybe if they wrapped bacon around themselves they would be left alone.  I wonder how these people could have been so stupid to fall for Mohmand’s bullshit.”

“He told them what they wanted to hear. He hid his true self, remember the Muslims are taught to lie to us infidels, they are taught to use deception to win the final battle. The soft Americans thought he was telling them the truth. They didn’t understand that everything he said was a lie designed to get him into office so he could start the final transformation of America. Their press selectively told the people only the news they wanted to report. They reported only the stories that matched their own agenda. Their media led them down the path to their destruction.”

“Ira, they could have investigated on their own, they could have read history and learned the truth about Islam. They could have learned from history.”

Ira nods while quietly responding, “Those who don’t learn histories lessons are forced to relive them. Moshe, America’s weakness is they are coddled from cradle to grave. Everyone is a winner, everyone got a trophy just for showing up. There are no winners or losers. No one learned the lessons from losing and how to improve. I’ve found that losing is sometimes more important than winning if you learn from your loss. American’s as a rule never lost. The lower classes blamed the upper for not giving them more of their wealth. The poor could have worked their way up the system. Too many were taught at their mother’s knee it was easier to game the system and get more from the government than it was to work. They were blessed to be born in the greatest country in the world, yet they squandered their birthright. When no one wins, everyone loses. No amount of wealth sharing can raise the poor, it only lowers the rich. The Americans fought their war on poverty for one hundred years, they lost the war, each year the numbers of poor increased. Their politicians thought they failed because they hadn’t thrown enough money at the poor. Trillions of dollars later and the only thing they have to show for it is President Mohmand sitting in the White House taking them over. He’s taking their birthright away from them, he’s taking their faith away from them and they beg him for more. They are spoiled children. I’m not sure how to save them, or even if they can be saved.”

“Ira, their media has controlled their elections for forty years. Their media got Obama and Warren elected. I have no idea how President Jackson got elected.” Moshe laughed, “I can’t get over the fact the morons elected a woman who said she was part American Indian to play the system, got caught and said, so what? Americans are worse than children.” 

Ira sadly nodded he sat down on the roof staring into space, “They see the world as they want it to be. Reality rarely has anything to do with their personal vision. If facts get in the way of how they want the world to be, they just ignore the facts. It must be a hell of a way to live one’s life, totally ignorant of the real world. I agree with you, most Americans are like children. However, we’ve been ordered to try to help them. We’ve been ordered to try to save as many of them and our people as we can.” Ira looked at the city again, saying, “Other than the militia group to our East, I wonder who else is here recording this special day. A day of tears. A day that will live forever in the shame of future Americans.”

“Sir, I bet Rome, Russia, and China all have agents here.”

Ira nods, saying, “I agree with you. Rome is now nothing but a very small area within the Islamic country of Italy, which has been swallowed by the Caliphate, which controls all of Europe. Rome is where the Pope tries to fight the darkness that’s covering the entire world. I don’t think the mullahs in Saudi are going to allow the pope to run around free much longer. I’m expecting the Pope to shortly have a serious accident.”

“Ira, do you think Russia and China are going to move against America?”

“Moshe, Russia is fighting their own Muslim problem, they’re dealing with it differently. They capture a group of Muslim fighters. They force ham down their throats before they kill them. The ham stops them from going to Paradise. They leave the bodies as a warning to others. It’s working, the number of terror attacks against their people is declining.”

“Sure it is, many of their Muslims are coming here to avoid what they consider permeant death. What about China?”

“Totally unknown. Everyone wishes they knew what the Chinese are up to. They may be waiting for Mohmand to weaken the Americans enough that they can walk into the western half of America and just take over. There must be hundreds of rumors and reported sightings of Chinese troops here or there. I don’t think we’ll know what the Chinese are going to do until they do it. It’s like they built a new great wall and are hiding behind it. They are preparing and biding their time. Most of us wish we knew what they were preparing for.”

“Ira, can’t we get some revenge on those people? They stole everything our people had, then they tortured and humiliated them. I want to see all of them suffer before they slowly and very painfully die.”

“Not yet, our time will come, for now our mission is to gather information. Soon enough, we’ll be able to gather the scalps of the ring leaders. We’re helping as many of our brothers and sisters as possible. We’re hiding many while feeding and clothing them. Many request aid moving to Israel. It’s our pleasure to take them home. Right now, we’ll follow our orders, I think the time for payback will come sooner versus later.”

“What about the militia?”

“Just record them. My gut says they’re going to be our allies in the battle to retake America, and later we’ll need all of the allies we can get to clean the world of the Islamics. Jerusalem thinks we’re going to have to go country to country cleaning them out like one has to kill cancer cells which have infected the body.”

“Ira, I like that, Islam is a cancer in a country. I’m going to steal that line from you.”

“I’ll charge you later. Let’s make sure we record everything.”

“Ira, the Americans need a leader, someone they can respect and follow, they’re not going to follow a militia.”

“Trust in God, he’ll arrange for such a leader to come forward when the time is right. America and then the world is going to fight a holy war for the people’s souls.”

@@@@@

Hidden inside a hollowed-out mountain in the Chinese Altun Shan mountain range is the hardened Chinese strategic command post. Chinese Communist Party Chairman Li Keqiang sits in his office reading reports and reviewing spy recorded video from inside America. Li Keqiang is 98 years old. He feels his age with every breath he takes, He’s held power in China since 2013. Even after having most of his organs transplanted, he’s forced to remain in a wheelchair, he’s had his life extended through experiential gene treatments. Hundreds of billions of Yuan have been spent in medical science extending the life of the Chinese ruling class. Li has dealt with every political rival in a harsh manner. He promised himself he would finally accept retirement when he reaches his one-hundredth birthday. Until then he works daily towards his goal of making China the sole superpower in the world. He wants to live long enough to see China take her rightful place as the world’s leader. He’s smiling to himself as he replays the video his agents recorded in the US city of Detroit. He’s thinking to himself, Detroit, once the pinnacle of their automotive industry, now a shell of its former glory. They burnt out the nonbelievers, they torture and kill any that don’t agree with them. The mighty land of the free has fallen lower than many third world countries. In a way, I’m going to miss fencing with the Americans. They used to be our best trading partner, now they lack the ability to buy their families a loaf of bread. Soon, very soon we’ll give the Muslims a little surprise. Russia is tied down fighting them, Europe is written off, it was their own fault. They opened their borders, welcoming in those who would become their undoing. America’s media became the undoing of the most powerful country in the world. They should have studied history versus propaganda. They lied to the people they were supposed to report the news to. They are weak and deserve what they are getting, they are making it easy for me to see my dream come to fruition before I die.

@@@@@

The media doesn’t report the truth from Detroit. People who took pictures and 3D videos of the children being burned alive are denied postings by the social media sites. Web searches don’t return anything about Detroit. EIBLAZE and other internationally hosted sites host the videos. On a tour of new mosques, President Mohmand is asked about the Detroit situation, he responds, “There’s no proof of any violence or anyone being harmed in Detroit. People in their own communities should have the right to say who they want to be their neighbors. People of Allah who follow Allah’s rules shouldn’t have to live next to a home that contains dirty animals or the smell of cooking swine. Holy people shouldn’t have to be tempted with sin where they live and work. Women shouldn’t dress in ways to sway a holy man’s attention. If everyone followed Allah’s laws, there would be universal peace. Thank you for giving me a chance to speak on this rumor. Allah Akbar. “

@@@@@

On a cool, dark evening in Ankeny, Iowa, six Mutaween disappear from the streets. They were on their way to a large, over one thousand acre pig farm to close it down when they missed their check-in time. No one has any information what happened to them. It’s as if they simply disappeared. The Mutaween are getting ready to round up and torture people in the area for information when a cable TV van parked in front of their storefront office explodes. The explosion leaves a fifteen-foot deep hole where the van used to be. The storefront building is leveled to its foundation, no one inside had a chance of survival.  The media reports domestic terrorists exploded a truck bomb in front of a day care center, killing fifteen young children. President Mohmand kneels on television offering prayers to Allah for the souls of the young children. He calls on the country to report anything out of the ordinary. He tells the country to notify their local Mutaween offices about anything that’s suspicious. Before he completes his plea, twenty additional Mutaween offices are destroyed by truck bombs. In a span of four hours, twenty-five Mutaween offices are destroyed, either by truck bombs or gas explosions. At 10:00PM President Mohmand appears on live television for the second time in the same evening, he says, “I’m very saddened by this senseless violence against the holy Mutaween. They give their entire lives to bring the word of Allah to the people. They are called to a higher level. They spend their entire adult lives guiding those who require gentle guidance to follow Allah’s laws.   In order to provide additional security for everyone, I’ve decided to merge the Mutaween and Department of Home Land Security. I’m making the holy and devout Mutaween government agents. They will now be able to carry Federal Government police badges and sidearms. I call on all Americans to report anything unusual to their local DHS office. We can’t tolerate the Tea Party and other infidel domestic racists from causing property damage to government buildings. Nor will I accept the murder of government agents who are here for our people’s security. I ask all Americans to stay in their homes this evening. Our law enforcers need the streets to locate the murders and bring them justice. Thank you and may Allah bless America. Allah Akbar.”

@@@@@

The militias send President Mohmand a return message by making sure they got the President’s attention. They blew up four regional DHS offices, killing over 300 people. Large billboards appear overnight, saying, “Muslims worship Satan.” Americans are trying to tell their leaders they don’t want to be an Islamic country. Other images appear on billboards showing President Mohmand burning the constitution. The internet forums that use the scrambling device are overflowing with posts against the current administration. The DHS and DoJ try everything they can think of to censor the internet. President Mohmand calls his Chief of Staff. “Abdul can we censor the internet?”

“Mr. President censoring it is very difficult. Messages move along the internet at close to the speed of light. We’d have to slow everything down so it can be filtered and censored before the messages are delivered. We’d have to capture every message, run them through our supercomputers so we can scan them for specific keywords. If we locate the keywords, we can remove them or block the entire message. If we do this, the entire world will be angry with us. We do have an emergency plan to shut the entire internet down.

“Abdul, don’t we still control the media?”

“Of course. They are our pawns. Why?”

“I want them to put programs on every day turning the people against the domestic terrorists. If the militias don’t have their neighbor’s support, they will run out of supplies, they will be turned in. We need the media to encourage the people to turn in anyone they suspect of being in the militia. When the calls start we’ll use one of the callers as a pawn, we’ll give me a special rewards, say he stopped a major loss of life. When others see the tax free reward, they too will turn in their neighbors. We’ll turn neighbor against neighbor. Everyone will assume someone is watching them.”

“Mr. President, I like it. I’ll contact the media right after our meeting.”

“Abdul, what about implanting SOP 303?”

“Mr. President, if you order the DHS to implement Standard Operating Procedure 303, I suggest you tip off some of our closest friends before you implement it because you’ll be bringing down the internet.”

“Abdul, I thought SOP 303 only gave DHS the authority to shut down the countries cellular industry.”

“Mr. President, since every cellular phone today is a portable terminal which is connected to the internet, I can say it’s not a stretch to extend SOP 303 to cover the internet. The FCC in 2015 deemed the internet in the same regulatory category as the telephone. Obama got his FCC to classify the internet as a public utility. We can use SOP 303 to turn it off. If we implement censoring, we’re going to lose the use of the NSA’s supercomputers for anything else. They will be one hundred percent dedicated to censoring the internet. There’s also no way to hide we’re censoring the internet. We can explain away through technical issues the stoppage of the internet easier than we can explain the worldwide censoring of it. Of course the longer we keep it turned off, the more international problems we’re going to have. We have to face the issue that Russia or China may attack us to reopen the internet. Russia and China may ban together to take over the web while using an EMP or other electronic weapons against us. We could end up losing all say in how the internet operates or worse, all of our electronics.”

“I’ll prepare the paperwork to employ SOP 303 as a backup plan in case you decide we need to use it. I’ll also, set up a technical review of our best people to discuss our other options for allowing us to block the Tea Party and other infidel’s use of the internet.”

“Abdul, thank you.”

@@@@@

Jason excitedly calls President Jackson, “Mr. President, our mole, just texted me to inform us President Mohmand plans to implement SOP 303. “ 

“What? Why would he shut down the nation’s cellular industry?”

“Sir, he’s planning on using SOP 303 to shut down the internet across the country.”

“He’s WHAT? Does he understand the ramifications of using SOP 303? Does he understand what shutting down the internet is going to do? On the other hand, this could be the straw that breaks the camel’s back. The people are going to come unglued over the loss of the internet, this may wake up even those who think Mohmand will just go away. Mohmand thinks he’s going to gain control of the people by shutting down the internet, in reality he’s going to be pushing the people to revolt against the government. If he uses SOP 303, he’s going to guarantee a civil war. Hell, he may stumble into a Third World War. The rest of the world isn’t going to sit around allowing him to control their communications and their people’s entertainment. Almost all higher education operates over the internet. Oh boy, he’s really going to step in a shit hole this time. His Allah won’t be able to save him if he implements SOP 303.”

“Mr. President, he plans to blame the outage on the Tea Party and the right wing of the old Republican Party.”

Shaking his head, President Jackson responds, “It's one thing that the militias didn’t wait for the GO code before they struck against the Mutaween. I’m afraid they’re going to be cut to ribbons when Mohmand releases the military against the militias. It’s going to be impossible to stop the people from rising up against the President when they lose their internet connection. It’s going to get very ugly very quickly. We have to move all of our plans to the left, we have to move before we’re ready. I’ve learned that the quickest way to lose a war is to jump off before we’re ready.”

Admiral Wright says, “Mr. President, I don’t think we have to worry about most of the military supporting him. Most of the military is in the process of resigning versus carrying out his orders. Sir, remember, every battle plan falls apart the second the enemy is engaged. No plan is perfect. As the overall commander, you have to rely on your field commanders when the enemy is engaged. Look at history, when the CIC tried to make all of the field decisions we got creamed. Vietnam is a perfect example of what can go wrong when the CIC tries to interject himself into every decision. President Johnson took it upon himself to select targets, he inserted himself into the decision process, we lost battles we should have won. We couldn’t hit targets in the North because Johnson thought it would have a negative political impact. Even as recently as 2015, the Navy pilots attacking ISIS had to get Obama’s permission to bomb a target of opportunity. By the time the decision worked its way up and down the chain, the window had closed on that particular target of opportunity.  Mr. President, I suggest we hold a meeting with the militia and military leaders ASAP. To be very frank, it’s not going to be a good meeting.  The militia and military leaders aren’t going to get along. The military sees the militias as untrained, risk takers who will get themselves, civilians, and the military killed. The militia’s think the military is too bloated, too cautious and too top heavy. Neither side will take orders from the other. I’m worried the two groups may end up fighting each other versus the Mohmand’s foreign troops and his DHS/Mutaween black shirts. Sir, we have to find common ground between the militias, the military and the people they are both pledged to support.”

“Admiral, believe me, I realize the problems facing us trying to rebel against the Federal Government with our armed forces arguing with each other. I think we can find common ground that everyone can support. We’re trying to save our country. Admiral, I think another issue that will help us is Mohmand has replaced almost all of the senior military officers with Muslims loyal to him. While he has their total support, the real key is going to be how the average troops follow their orders. Most of those recently appointed officers lack the experience of the officers they replaced. Even with weak leadership, the military is too strong for the militias to take on in a head to head fight. I agree with you that I too don’t think most of the average troops are going to fire on our citizens. Or at least I hope they won’t. I’m hoping the troops remember their oath.”

Jenny White, who’s been listening to the conversations says, “Mr. President, Admiral, Jason, I think there’s a very simple application almost everyone uses the internet for that the government forgets about. It’s the one application that is going to hurt the common person the most. It’s the one we should use to drive a wedge between the government and the common person.”

Every head turns towards Jenny, Admiral Wright says, “Jenny, I’ll bite, what’s the app that we’re overseeing?”

“Mr. President, Admiral, its storage. Every one of us stores everything in our lives on the web. Our pictures, our music, movies, family videos, our history, our total memories of everything we take for granted is stored on the web. Losing it will devastate almost everyone. Consider the loss of your family photos, the loss of all of your financial records, the loss of your books, your entertainment. If President Mohmand shuts off the internet, he’ll have his own supporters standing in line against him. He’ll be forced to turn it back on so quickly he’ll wonder if Allah himself came down and smacked him across the face.”

President Jackson smiles, “Jenny, excellent point. You’re correct. We all take the storage of our lives in the cloud for granted. Everyone in the world would rise up against him if they lost access or thought they lost their treasured memories. We should leak his plans, once people realize what’s going to happen, they’ll stop him. Jenny, how quickly can you get his plans released?”

“Sir, thank you. I can leak his plans right now. I further suggest we hold a broadcast to reach out to the military, the first responders, and the common people. Every member of the military raised their right hand to give an oath to the country. They swore to defend the country from all threats foreign and domestic. Every school child in the past eight years has said the pledge of allegiance at the start of each school day. I suggest we broadcast a collage of different military people, men, women, people of different colors, in different branches all saying their oath. We follow it with children saying the pledge. We broadcast it across the web on the eve of launching our offensive. We should play patriotic music, and background scenes while having a voice over of the pledge and the military’s oath. I know it’s corny, but it might pull the strings why reason people joined the military, their love of country. Their sense of responsibility, their patriotic fever. I suggest we pull their heartstrings as hard as we can. As the music and oaths end, you begin making your speech, followed by the Admiral and selected common people. I think having common Americans talk from their hearts to their neighbors will be very powerful. People will relate to their neighbors more than they will to anyone in power. I suggest we follow the announcement up with programs about the true history of Islam. Most people only know Islam from what the media tells them about it. They don’t know about Mohmand’s real history, or how he was a pedophile, they don’t know how violent the religion is, or how the average citizen’s lives will change. Our people need to understand and be reminded America was founded due to religious persecution in Europe. The desire for religious freedom is what drove the early colonists to risk their lives to cross the ocean to start a new life and create a new nation. Our people don’t remember the conditions the founders of America had to endear when they started America. There was nothing here, no roads, no towns, nothing. They had to cut down forests to make towns, they had to build their own homes. Their risked their lives for their desire to have religious freedom. We need to remind people that their relationship between them and God is personal, it’s between them. Sir, the relationship between a person and God, is a private relationship, one the government should never stand in between of. Yet that’s what President Mohmand wants to do. We can count on the clergy to support us, or I hope we can. We can count on the Pope. There are millions who look to the Pope as God’s representative on Earth. They will listen to him. The two of you, plus a Rabbi and other religious leaders all standing together will make the most powerful statement. Sir, I suggest you find a way to meet with the Pope and the other religious leaders face to face.”

The room is silent. President Jackson says, “Jenny, thank you for your comments, I find them very good. I think its an excellent idea to reach out to the Pope. My fear is such a meeting isn’t going to be easy to keep secret. It would be an opportunity Mohmand couldn’t possibly pass up try to take the two of us out at the same time. It would give him the spark he needs to turn the world against the Tea Party and all of us. He’ll use our deaths to bring the country together behind him to bring all of his political enemies down. No one will be able to stand up to him. He’ll forge an international army to crush all of his opposition. He’ll declare he’s fighting a holy war against the slayers of the Pope. He’ll say he’s defending the believers of Jesus while at the same time he’s actually killing them.”

Jason says, “I see both sides of the argument. Mr. President, I think Jenny has a very good idea. I think we can arrange a secure meeting between you and the Pope. We can limit the people on our side who know about the meeting. We can distract Mohmand’s people by releasing clear communications saying where you’re going, that ought to send his forces after you in the opposite direction of the meeting with the Pope. He wants you dead, once you surface, he can’t and won’t ignore the information. He’ll come after you with everything he has.”

“What happens when his people arrive at my leaked meeting location and I’m not there?”

“Who said anything about allowing his people to get close to your false location? Since we’re the ones leaking the location, we’ll be in position to ambush his people. We’ll take them down before they reach your leaked location. All the while you and the Pope are in a secure location meeting.”

“Is there such a thing as a secure enough location that the Pope and I can meet?”

“Between our two teams, we should be able to find one. The wildcard will be if Mohmand has deep cover spies on the Pope’s inner circle.”

President Jackson ponders the question over in his mind, the room is silent as he thinks. President Jackson looks around the table, he asks, “If Mohmand has deep cover covert spies on the Pope’s staff wouldn’t they have taken him out already?”

BB replies, “Mr. President, they might simply be spying and waiting for Mohmand to pick a time and place which helps Mohmand’s larger plans. I would bet he has at least one deep cover agent close to the Pope. It’s what I would do.”

“Can we get the Pope to check his key staff?”

“Sir, I’m betting the Pope doesn’t have the resources to determine who the spy is.”

“BB, reach out to the Pope’s security commander, offer them help and if need be, a couple of your best people. I like the idea of meeting with the Pope face to face, but not until all of his key staff have been vetted.”

Everyone’s heads nod in agreement. Before they stand to leave, Bradly says, “Mr. President, everyone, I’m sorry to be a wet blanket and say something different. Don’t get me wrong I like the idea of the joint religious meeting. My concern is the 1.7 billion Muslims may see it as the final crusade. It’s what they’ve always feared, the armies of Rome coming together to attack them again. They see the crusades differently than how history records them. History records the crusades as a reaction to Islam attacking the holy sites in the Middle East while Islam records the crusades as the invasion of their lands by Rome’s armies. President Jackson standing on a stage with the Pope and other religious leaders is going to bring the memory of the crusades back to them. We’ll be providing the spark that Mohmand is looking for to turn even the so-called moderate Muslims against all of us. We might be making the situation worse. We might be forcing not only a civil war here, but a worldwide religious war that spreads to every country. This could become the worst war the world has ever seen. I suggest President Jackson reach out and make contact with a few of the other world leaders to ask their thoughts. Many would like to see us taken down so they can rise in our place. However the smart ones will know if we go down, eventuality they will follow us down.”

The room became silent again. Bradly had raised a point they hadn’t considered. President Jackson looks around the room saying, “Bradly, excellent thinking. I think we all need to do a little more research on the meeting. Jenny, don’t get me wrong. I very much like the idea. I also see Bradly’s points. Let’s reconvene in two days.”

The meeting ended on a silent note of people’s heads nodding in agreement.

Chapter Nine

Mikal Khrushchev, (the great great grandson of Nikita Khrushchev) President of the Russian Federation looks at his Minister of Defense with anger glowing in his eyes. “Minister, I have given you time to clean up the problem we have in our eastern republics. The black asses are bringing their war into the heartland of the Motherland. This week they blew up a school, killing one hundred twenty children. Children! I had crying parents beg me to take action. I’ve run out of patience. I want results. I don’t want to have to attend another funeral for dead children caused by these assholes. What do you have to say for yourself?”

“Mr. President, you’ve tied our hands tied behind out backs. We’ve not been able to bring the power of the Motherland to bear against the Muslims.”

“What do you want from me?”

“Mr. President, I want the handcuffs you placed on us removed. I want our troops to be able to crush the black asses. I want permission to use any weapon except for WMDs against the black asses.”

“You have permission to use any weapon system you want except for nuclear. You may use chemical weapons if you feel you can control their affect to only the trouble makers. I don’t want any weapon’s fallout to impact the people of the Motherland. I don’t want to see the bodies of dead citizens you killed on the evening news.”

“Mr. President, I ask you to consider the use of enhanced radiation devices. Small ones which will yield no fallout.”

“Minister, I will consider it.”

“Thank you sir.”

“Minister, I want them crushed. CRUSHED. I don’t want this war to go on forever.” President Khrushchev turns his head to look outside his office window as he continues to speak.  “They have grown stronger ever since that black ass in America got himself elected President. I don’t understand how they elected him, they elected their own demon. The demon who is going to be their downfall.” Khrushchev turned to look at his Defense Minister with cold gray eyes, “Minister, if I have to attend another funeral caused by these assholes, that funeral will be yours. Am I clear?”

“Mr. President, you are very clear.”

“Now go and crush them.”

The Russian Federation Minister of Defense, Leonid Gorbachev quickly leaves the President’s office. He wipes his forehead with his handkerchief, he’s happy he escaped his meeting with his life. To many others left the President’s office wrapped in plastic sheets, their body cooling as it was dragged outside. Gorbachev pauses at the stairs leading to the street in front of the Kremlin to press an auto-dial number on his secure pocket terminal. It’s answered on the first ring.

“Minister, Da?”

“General, we have permission to use any weapons system up to nukes. He wants results. He ordered us to crush them. If we fail, he promised to bury us. Since I have a young blond new wife, I’d like to live long enough to enjoy her. General, don’t fail the Mother Land. We need to do this as quickly and as cleanly as possible. Minimize our losses.”

“Minister, what about the enhanced radiation devices?”

“General, he agreed to think about their use.”

“Minister, if we have our hands un-cuffed, we will crush them. I’ll issue the orders.”

“General, do it quickly. Our lives are on the line. Our beloved President isn’t in a good mood. He’s thinking about the American President. I think after you eradicate our Muslim infestation, you should begin a plan to eradicate America.”

“Minister, I understand. I expected nothing less from him after the school bombing. Minister, are you ordering me to plan for an invasion of America?”

“General, yes, classify it RED level One. Most secret. Only allow your most trusted generals to work on it. If the plan is ever leaked, we’re going to be counting trees or pushing up weeds in an unmarked grave.”

Two hours later three hundred Russian warplanes blot the sun from the sky over Oral. Oral being the home of the school bombers. The Russian planes carpet bomb the city as revenge for the attack on the Russian school. Large Blackjack bombers drop tons of incendiary bombs turning Oral into the largest firestorm since World War 2. The Russian general knew there couldn’t be any recordings of dead citizens if all of the bodies are burned to ash. Forty-eight hours after the firebombing another flight of Blackjack bombers returns to Oral dropping tons of high explosive bombs. Twelve hours later a third flight of bombers revisits Oral spreading mines across the ruins of the city which will delay any rescue or rebuilding attempts. The Russian’s message to the Muslims is, attack one of our schools, lose a city. The Muslim leadership makes plans to strike back against the Russians with weapons of mass destruction. They have a small number of nuclear bombs which they acquired from Pakistan and a large inventory of chemical weapons developed in Iraq and Syria.

@@@@@

While Russia is conducting a bombing campaign against their Muslim terrorists, America is sliding into a religious civil war. Ministers and Rabbis try to calm the fears of their congregations. They preach that God is love and forgiveness. They plead to turn the other check. They try to explain that President Mohmand is playing political games, they don’t think he’s going to outlaw all other religions, it’s not possible because this is America. Their parishioners nod in their agreement. They want to believe it can’t happen here. They remind themselves of the First Amendment. They begin to relax, they sing the next hymn with more feeling.

Sunday April 6th, 2053 is a clear, beautiful spring day. The two Catholic fathers are presiding over the Sunday morning service in the Saint John the Evangelist Roman Catholic Church in Naples Florida. They are pleased with the full house of parishioners. Due to the warm morning, the church doors are closed and the air conditioner has been turned on. Just as Father Frank Smith was beginning his sermon, someone in the rear benches smelled smoke. The parishioner yelled out, “Father, I’m sorry to interrupt, but I smell smoke.” Others look around nodding their heads in agreement. Others stand saying, “We too smell smoke.” Father Smith says, “Let’s pause here while we check out the cause of the smoke.” Which has started to fill the church. A few men push the rear doors to find them chained closed. The doors break open only an inch or two, the men can see the thick silver chains holding the doors closed. A few try the front doors, they too are chained. People begin to panic when flames roar up covering the windows. Father Smith says, “Please let’s not panic. God is with us.” The fathers didn’t know the doors of the church had been chained to prevent anyone from leaving the church. Gasoline was poured on the walls and around the church after everyone entered the church. The attackers waited until the Father started his sermon before they fired flares into the gasoline-soaked walls of the church. No one escaped the burning church. When the fire department arrives, the flames were roaring fifty feet above the church’s roof. They found a sign in front of the church which had one word spray painted in red on it, “Infidels.”

Two militias based in Naples, Florida area struck back. When local Muslim’s gather in their mosques to answer the call to evening prayers, twenty cars drove by each mosque tossing Molotov Cocktails and firing ARs into the mosques. Anyone who ran out of the burning mosques is shot down by the militias who pulled the triggers on their rifles with tears in their eyes. All had lost a family member or close friend in Saint John the Evangelist Church. None of the Muslims in the two mosques lived through the counter-attack.

The following Friday night which is the first night of Passover, Temple Shalom a Reform Jewish congregation in Naples Florida is celebrating with a communal Seder dinner. One hundred and sixteen people are sitting at long tables retelling the story of the Exodus from Egypt when four minivans pull up to the Temple. Sixteen Muslims, dressed in black take up positions at the doors and windows, they open fire with automatic Ak74s. The shooters reload four times while three men throw Molotov Cocktails into the Temple. No one inside the Temple survives the attack.

At 11:00 AM Saturday morning every Muslim owned business in Naples is attacked. By 2:00 PM Saturday afternoon bodies are lying on the sidewalk and streets of Naples, Florida. The internet forums post hundreds of pictures of the church, temple and mosques. Pictures showing rows of bodies are posted. Someone had placed a small gold cross on the body bags of the dead Christians, the Jewish bodies have small blue Stars of David on them while the Muslim body bags were unmarked. Fear spread across the country. People feared the religious war would come to their town. Churches and Temples relaxed their rules on people attending service unarmed. People arrived for services openly and concealed carrying everything from small .22 caliber handguns to 12 gauge shotguns slung over their shoulders. People’s eyes scanned each other with mistrust. No one knew who the attackers are. Militias posted armed guards at the largest Churches and Temples.

Sunday April 27 found twenty-one churches attacked across America’s “bible belt.” The militias response is quick and deadly. Fifty mosques are burned to the ground, usually with people in them. President Mohmand issued a press release reminding everyone that Muslims are a protected class of people, he ordered the FBI, DHS, and the Mutaween to patrol and protect mosques. He approved the use of deadly force against infidels who attacked the holy followers of Allah. He offered prayers for the murdered Muslims, he promised to do everything in his power to bring the murders to justice. President Mohmand reminded everyone to kill a Muslim is to hurt Allah. Allah is angry with the killing of the faithful, he reminded everyone that Allah’s revenge will be terrible to all infidels. He didn’t offer protection or a single word of condolence for the Christian and Jewish lost lives.

A group of Muslims attempted to attack the churches on the Fort Hood Army base in Killeen, Texas. They were met by the base’s mobile response team which killed all of the attackers. The mobile response team was arrested and held for court-martial under the charge of first-degree murder. Word of the arrest and court-martial spread across every US military base. Millions of letters supporting the mobile response unit are sent to the Pentagon. Millions more posted on the military’s social media sites. General Sala, the new Chairman of the Joint Chiefs, issued orders to arrest or kick out of the service those who made posts that are supportive of Fort Hood’s mobile response team. General Sala issued orders reminding the soldiers and sailors in the US military that Muslims are a protected class of people, attacking them will result in the harshest possible punishment. Hundreds of thousands of men and women in uniform went on strike, they refused to carry out any orders. The military’s senior commanders remembered President Obama’s last act as President was the unionization of the US military. Everyone agreed it was a horrible idea. They knew they were powerless to order their troops to go back to work until the senior officers met with the enlisted union reps. They had to set up a meeting with the five military’s union representatives. President Obama ordered each service to form their own union. Hence, a general grievance had to be settled with five different unions, one each for the Army, Navy, Marines, Air Force and Coast Guard. Each was independent of the others.

General Sala calmly told the service chiefs to go slowly and make sure the strikers’ concerns get a fair hearing. The service chiefs tried to explain that for the first time ever the US Military couldn’t respond to a crisis due to the strikes. General Sala was appointed by President Mohmand to oversee the dismantling of the world’s most powerful military, he sat in his office smiling to himself. He thanked Allah that President Obama laid the foundation to bring about the complete destruction of the US military without having to fight a major war. General Sala called President Mohmand, “Mr. President, everything is proceeding as planned, 80% of the military is on strike. The service chiefs have to negotiate with five separate unions. When they reach an agreement with one union, the other four ask for more, at the current rate the strike will never end.”

“Excellent news. General, what happens if the troops decide to respond to the attacks against the churches without orders?”

“Mr. President, that’s going to be very difficult for them to do, all of the armories are locked, no one is allowed to be armed on a military base. They might respond, but they would do so unarmed.”

“General, can you lock the bases down so no one is able to leave them?”

“Yes sir, it’s easy to accomplish. I’ll issue the orders this evening. It’s called Threatcon Delta, it’s an alert that describes a situation when a terrorist attack is taking place or has just occurred in the immediate area. Every base is locked down, roaming armed security patrols ensure no one is allowed on or off the bases. Combined with the strike, the US military is out of commission for a long time.”

“General, what about the strategic services which aren’t covered by the unionization of the military? Do we need to be concerned about them?”

“Mr. President, I wouldn’t worry about them. As regular troops, they’re useless. They’re either locked in bunkers underground or in missile submarines under the oceans or they're locked on selected air force bases waiting for the orders to arm the few remaining bombers with nuclear weapons. No US weapon of mass destruction can be used without your release codes. Every strategic weapon in the US arsenal requires a PAL release to function.”

“General, I wasn’t paying much attention to the briefings, what’s a PAL?”

“Sir, it stands for Permissive Action Link. All US nuclear weapons require a code input before they can explode. The PAL code is issued when you input your Presidential code in the nuclear release briefcase computer. Sir, even if the release code was issued, I don’t think anyone in the strategic command would release a WMD on American soil.”

“General, I accept your answer. You’re doing a great job.”

“Thank you sir.”

@@@@@

President Jackson sat in the conference room stunned reading the reports of the attacks on the houses of worship. “This is horrible, what the hell does Mohmand think he’s doing?  He’s making the situation worse. By not mentioning the Christians or Jews, he’s going to cause additional attacks. My God is the man completely insane? I understand the media being silent on the entire issue. None of the major broadcasters or service providers has mentioned a word about the attacks. I didn’t expect them to. They’ve sold their souls to Mohmand. Every day, I’m more disgusted with the media.”

George Pickard shook his head, looking at President Jackson saying, “Mr. President, he knows what he’s doing. He has to make all of the other religions look more radical than Islam if he’s going to have a chance of turning us into a member of the new Caliphate. He has to tear apart what we thought was true and rebuild our definition of truth and faith to match his. The only way he can accomplish this is to turn the definition of words upside down. Sir, think of the book 1984, he’s going to try to implement ‘Newspeak.’ Like Orwell, Mohmand knows he has to change the way the average American thinks. Once he’s successful in launching Newspeak, which he’ll insert into the Common Core education system. He’ll also get the media to adopt and use it, forcing its adoption by the population if they want to understand the broadcast entertainment programs. Once he controls how people speak, he’ll be able to control how we think and act. Sir, expect to see the term Duckspeak quickly emerge. As in the book, it means "to quack like a duck" (literal meaning) or "to speak without thinking". Everything President Mohmand is doing is calculated to gain control over America. He knows most of the country operates on soundbites. He’s closer to winning the battle for the minds and souls of America than we want to acknowledge. As proof of my statement, I present to you the last election. He looked into the eyes of America and lied to our faces. He told us the opposite of everything he believes and plans on doing. He changed the meaning of the words he used. He got the media to support him to such a degree that the media started using his phrases in their entertainment programs. Since most Americans have 3D halo entertainment sets, his words weren’t coming from a monitor or display screen, they were coming from a life like person standing or sitting in their own living rooms. This added to the impact of his words.”

“What does John Badmoon, your communications expert think we should do?”

“Mr. President, that’s a hard one, we have no friends in the media or entertainment industry. We’re getting a few snippets of our message out using Jenny’s idea of a stealth wrapper. However, the search engines are getting smarter about breaking the wrapper to block our messages. We think we should accelerate Jenny’s wrapper idea.”

“In other words, nothing new, we have to make the most use of the internet and the scrambling devices. I hope we can reach enough people before Mohmand completes his brainwashing. If I hadn’t studied history, I wouldn’t have thought a government could brainwash an entire country. I agree that Jenny has a good idea, it’s going to take the time to encode hundreds of thousands of search terms. Once Mohmand’s staff figures out what we’re doing, he’ll change the algorithms the search engines use.”

“Sir, need I remind you of Hitler?”

“There’s no need. I studied history, which is why I’m so afraid for our country.”

While George and President Jackson are discussing President Mohmand’s plans, a messenger arrives with a sealed encrypted message for the former President. “Sir, I have a message for you from the Commanding General of Fort Hood.”

“Thank you.”

Breaking the seals on the envelope by placing his right thumb over the small copper colored square built into the envelope. He withdraws the message thinking, I need to get my decoding machine to read the note. He looks up to see Jason in front of him holding out his hand.

“Jason?”

“Sir, I assume you’re going to need your decoding case. Would you like me to get it for you?”

“Thank you, do you know where I keep it?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Thank you, please bring it to me here.”

Five minutes later Jason returns with a small locked box. “Sir.”

President Jackson nods his thanks, he places the case on the table. He leans forward so his right eye is lined up to the iris lens built into the case. This releases the first lock, the second is released by him speaking a specific phrase into the built-in microphone. The third and final lock is unlocked by him pricking his finger while dropping a small drop of blood onto the sensor built into the top of the case. When all three locks are released the case springs open. Inside are a folding keyboard and image generator. He lays the message on the underside of the keyboard, where a sensor can scan it. He types in his password, within five seconds the image generator comes to life, the image of General Broad, the commanding general at Fort Hood is standing in front of him. “Mr. President, the armed forces of the United States of America have been frozen by the attacks on our churches and the arrest of the mobile response teams. The teams have been charged with murder by the IG. Many of my troops issued a formal protest which caused the military union to declare a strike on every nonstrategic base. Until the union settles its strike, our once proud military is frozen.”

President Jackson shakes his head in anger and disgust. He looks up at George, “Looks like Mohmand found a way to take the military out of the equation.”

“Is that bad or good?”

“George, the answer to that depends on what percent of the military will side with either Mohmand or freedom. My gut tells me that most of the military will side with us. He pulled an end run on the military when he appointed General Sala to be Chairman. That bastard never hid his love for Islam. I’d bet everything I have that Sala set up the attacks forcing the mobile rapid response force to respond. When they responded to a direct attack on their base, they were arrested and Court-martialed for murder.”

“Mr. President, how can they be charged with murder when they were doing their assigned task?”

President Jackson shook his head, “That’s just it, they were assigned to respond which they did, but they didn’t have permission for their weapons release.”

“Sir, they had to use their weapons to stop the attacks.”

“Logical to you, but you weren’t ever in the military. The response force exceeded their orders. They opened fire before they received orders giving them the release of their weapons. Hence, they acted without orders which caused the death of the attackers.”

“Mr. President, if they hadn’t acted, hundreds would have been killed.”

“Yes, but that’s not germane to their orders.”

George shakes his head saying, “If you ask me, the military operates under a crazy set of rules.”

“You’ll get no argument from me on that issue.”

President Jackson returns an encrypted message to General Broad, “General, I received your message. Suggest you pass an unofficial suggestion to your troops they resign. If they’re no longer bound by the silly union and their oath to follow the orders of their commander and chief they may be useful to us in the second phase of the master plan.”

Chapter Ten

President Mohmand knew he had to reverse the strong economy, he’d inherited a robust economy, unemployment was down, people were working and happy.  He had to reverse the situation so that the majority of Americans were again dependent on the government. Once the majority of people were dependent on the government, he could force them to accept whatever laws the government passed. If they objected, they would find their food and rent assistance cut off. Twenty-five years ago he wouldn’t have had to worry about pushing Americans onto the government dole. When President Obama left office, 58% of the population was on a government assistance program. The economy turned around with tax cuts and the rollback of Obama’s business crippling regulations. When President Mohmand took office the percentage of Americans on government assistance programs had been reduced to 38% and was continuing to fall. The rebuilding of many of America’s industries with new factories geared to produce new technologies enabled entire classes of products to be replaced by the consuming public. Televisions became 3D hologram laser generators, which created life-like entertainment programs in 3D. They created sharp 3D images which appeared to be live action in the center of people’s living rooms. The other new technology that changed many people’s lives was the 3D goggles and clothing which created virtual environments. The 3D clothing gave the user biofeedback that felt as if they were in the game. People felt like they were climbing a mountain or sitting in the center seat at a concert. People used them for exercise, for entertainment and to attend plays and concerts. Everyone always had the best seats in any concert venue. The science fiction of one hundred years had become a reality. Millions were trained in the new technologies, technology which enabled newer technologies to be created. Nanotechnology was finally starting to make a huge difference. Unemployment fell quarter by quarter for years creating a problem for President Mohmand, who needed the people dependent on the government.

Abdul sent a voice memo to President Mohmand outlining his plan to cripple the US economy. Mohmand listened to the memo and smiled. He tapped his tablet to listen to it again. He nodded to himself thinking, this could work. He speaks to his tablet, “Abdul, I like and approve your plan, proceed.”

Abdul smiled to himself, thinking, this is almost going to be fun. They’ll never see it coming. I’m going to destroy entire sections of the economy without them even seeing it coming. Allah will be very happy with me. Surely he will welcome me to paradise when it’s my time. Surely he will give me the most beautiful of his virgins to tend to me for eternity.

1,200 miles and 36 hours later a thirteen-year-old donned his 3D goggles and gloves to play an interactive game with fifty other kids spread out across the country. Twenty minutes after starting the game, the goggles send an electrical shock into the boy’s optic nerve blinding him and burning the neural network in his brain, leaving him brain dead. Within minutes, forty-six of the fifty other boys suffered the same fate. The media interrupts their entertainment programs with the news flash of the boys’ deaths. Five minutes later, another sixty-two young men die the same way. Ten minutes later, a third group of one hundred and three boys and girls die. The media interrupts their programs again with the suggestion everyone stop using their 3D entertainment body equipment. No one understands how or why the children died. The virus that was inserted into the game network self-destructed in two hours, there wasn’t a trace of the code left on any device. The Federal Drug Agency suggested that all 3D body equipment not be used until they can isolate the cause of the malfunction. People stop all of their 3D activities wondering what happened when reports start to flow through the national news networks that seven hundred homes had exploded when their 3D hologram generators exploded. The hologram generators are used for everything from entertainment to defense.

All production quickly ceases on the 3D body uniforms and 3D hologram generators until the designs can be checked and any ‘bugs’ cleared from the systems. People are thrown out of work without notice. The next day, two of the largest lithium-ion battery factories in the country explode, killing hundreds and shutting down electric car and bus production. The third piece of Abdul’s plan falls into place at 7:00 PM Eastern time when diners start falling over dead in restaurants. A DNA modified disease was released into a certain food processing plant two days ago, the processed food made its way into the food chain of the most expensive restaurants in New York City, San Francisco, and Seattle. When dawn broke on the fourth day after Abdul was given the go ahead, there are over ten thousand people dead with more dying every hour. Panic quickly spreads through America. Many think the country is under a terrorist attack. A few post that the country is under attack from aliens.

President Mohmand tells the country, “My fellow Americans, we have been attacked. We have been attacked, not by another country, not by normal terrorists. We’ve been attacked by domestic terrorists, by our fellow Americans. We’ve been attacked by those who are displeased with my administration. We have been struck by groups of far right-wing domestic terrorists who are killing their fellow Americans to scare you. They will do anything to disrupt our economy, they hope by bringing the country our knees they can force me to negotiate with them. I’ve ordered every federal agency to cancel all vacations, I’ve ordered them to deploy every agent they have to find and bring to justice those responsible for these crimes against all of us. I can report we do have leads, some of you have called our tip line offering ideas who was behind these horrible crimes. Tonight, I’m authorizing the DHS to offer a tax-free reward of $250,000 to anyone who has information which leads to an arrest for those who attacked. We know the attackers are groups of people spread across the country. Keep your eyes and ears open. Whoever did this is proud of it, they will talk, when they do call the DHS tip line. Given the number of newly unemployed, I’ve signed an Executive order to quickly process and make immediate payment of unemployment and welfare benefits the day you apply. Apply online and within one hour your first credit will be in your bank. My administration wants to do everything possible to help the families of those impacted by this deadly act of domestic terrorism. I’m told that one way to be able to spot a domestic terrorist is, they cling to their bibles and guns. If you know of anyone who meets this description, call our tip line. These domestic terrorists are killing innocents in every income and age segment across the country. Until we bring all of those responsible to justice, stay in your homes, don’t go out alone, stay away from the locations these domestic terrorists usually go. We will get through this together, together we’ll bring those responsible to justice. May Allah bless the United States of America. Allah Akbar” 

Three hours later the President was back on the air, his face hung in the air in people’s living rooms. He was wearing a black armband for the loss of life from the domestic terror attacks. “My fellow Americans, I have very exciting news. Due to your support, your hundreds of thousands of tips, eight of the terrorists have been captured! Yes, your calls, your tips have enabled us to capture the first eight of the terrorists. America, thank you for your support. I’ll continue to update you on the progress of our investigation in finding those responsible for attacking us. May Allah bless the United States of America. Allah Akbar.”

Pictures and IDs of eight right wing people are shown on their Facebook pages. The FB pages show their hate for liberal America. Each of the eight has pages of hundreds of hate-filled posts. President Mohmand told America, “These eight people clung to their Christianity and guns. The refused to accept the future of America.”

George sits across from President Jackson, “George, are any of those eight your people?”

“No, sir. I don’t recognize them, I had our IT people check their Facebook pages and their electronic signatures. All of their records were all created within the last 24 hours. Mr. President, they pulled eight people, most likely from prison, cleaned them up, and pinned this on them. They’re being used as straw men. They set the entire thing up to make us look bad. They killed these people so they could crash the economy. The administration needs people dependent on the government so they can have total control over them.” 

“I agree. This is very typical of the left. Mohmand has to crash the economy. He needs to increase the number of people on government assistance. Once he has enough people on welfare, he can get away with anything. Who’s going to bite the hand that feeds them? When we expanded the economy and forced people to look for work before they could receive welfare we cut the welfare rolls and increased the percentage of Americans employed. We cut taxes and offered tax incentives to build factories here versus building products in Asia. Thank God, there were so many terrorist attacks in Asia that the businesses became worried about their investments. We freed millions from being a slave to the federal government, he’s trying to reverse that so he can control them.”

“Mr. President, do you think he can pull it off?”

“Yes, he’s moving much faster than I thought possible. I didn’t think he’d stoop to murder in order to crash the economy.  When he banned swine, he bankrupted thousands of farms and specialty meat companies. By making people think our core entertainment systems may be harmful, additional millions will lose their jobs. Between his executive orders and his rigging the 3D hologram generators with a virus, he’s most likely pushed the country over the edge into a recession. Right, where he wants us. In time, he’ll push deeper so he can increase his control over the people. He knows when people are hungry, they’ll do anything for a hot meal.”

Admiral Wright says, “Mr. President, if China or Russia makes a move against us while our military is on strike, we’re screwed. I can’t believe he pushed the military into a strike. This is a very dangerous time for the country.”

“Admiral, even if one of them hits us, the public most likely won’t know about it. He and the media will say it was the Tea Party who struck the country. He’ll blame the right to increase his ability to govern via executive order. In the end, people will accept any loss of their rights in exchange for their security and ability to live without fear. Ben Franklin said, “Those who surrender freedom for security will not have, nor do they deserve, either one.” Our major problem is most of our people didn’t learn history’s lessons. Hence, they are being forced to relive them. If I remember correctly, the country’ strategic forces aren’t unionized, they’re still on duty. That should give our Russian and Chinese friends a little pause.”

“Mr. President, I’d hoped our rebellion wouldn’t be very bloody, I’m changing my mind every day. Every time I think I’ve seen the worst things Mohmand can or will do, he surprises me the next day. I pray we’re successful in changing our country’s course so we can hit the reset button.”

“Admiral, you of all people should know what Thomas Jefferson said, “The tree of liberty must be refreshed from time to time with the blood of patriots and tyrants.” If we’re going to save America, we’re going to have to win the support of the people. The same people who are going to have to decide they want to change the current situation. We may be able to win without the support of the people. However, I don’t want to. If the people aren’t willing to risk their comfort for their rights then why should we risk our lives for ungrateful people? I want to see some of the people grow a spine and stand up against Mohmand’s administration. Mohmand is making sure that we’re going to have to use force to remake America back into the country our Founding Fathers envisioned.

Almost 300 years ago 3% of the people risked everything they had to fight the mightiest country in the world to form a new country. They risked everything for the chance to try a new form of government. I’m wondering if 3% of the current population has the guts to risk everything for their freedom. They let their greatest gift slip between their fingers. I hope some of them have learned from their mistakes.”

“Mr. President, I think we’re doomed. I don’t see any way the people will get excited about anything to leave the comfort of their 3D hologram world and enter the real world, let alone suffer the pain of fighting in a revolution. Today’s people can’t conceive of the hardships of living without their electronic toys, they can’t live without instant gratification and updates from their friends, family and Hollywood icons.  I don’t see how we’re going to get them to leave their nice little cocoons to live their lives battling against the government which spies on them 24/7.” Said the Admiral.

“Admiral, we only need a few of them to stand up and say, NO. In the revolution, only 3% of the people took up arms to fight the strongest army in the world. Let’s look at the numbers, today, there are 150 million gun owners, who own over 550 million guns. In addition, according to the Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco, Firearms and Explosives, there were more than 488,000 machine guns and more than 2 million “destructive devices” such as grenades in the hands of the public. I think we only need to convince a small percent of the weapons owners to join us. If we assume only 3%, agree to fight for their rights, then we have an army of 4.5 million people! Five times the size of the pre-strike military. I also think we can count on 60% of the military supporting us. I think the biggest fear most of the average people will have is fighting our own military. If the military joins us, then the people will be fighting the government they know most likely have only a little more training than they do and most likely the same weapons. I guess that the average gun owner hates the ATF and other three letter agencies. The wild card is the military. That’s where you come in. We need you to spread the word to the military that there is hope. We, the people need them to honor their oath. My fear is the foreign fighters Mohmand is bringing into the country. He’s bringing them to control and try to crush the civil war before it can gain traction with the people. The foreigners will most likely be the worst of the worst. They’ll treat our people without mercy. Most think they’re coming here to fulfill a jihad.”

“Mr. President, I think we have a good chance to sway many of the military. When should I start spreading the message? When Mohmand’s foreign fighters arrive, he’ll most likely drive most of the military into our arms.”

“Admiral, right now, I suggest you only talk to the people you can trust with your life. Remember, Mohmand has been changing most of the senior officers to those who support Sariah law. I wouldn’t trust any of the current ones.”

“Mr. President, I’m going to trust the officers I spent my 30 years in uniform working with and for. They still have a love for the country. We’re going to need them to get to the veterans and the mid-level officers on our side. I think the most important issue will be convincing many that we’re serious and willing to see this to its end.”

“Admiral, I suggest you start spreading the word.”

“Yes, sir. Sir, permission to leave?”

“Admiral, God, speed.”

@@@@@

“Tonight on the EIBLAZE network is an exclusive story. We have a very special guest, tonight at 8:00 PM EST, Vice Admiral Frank Wright, retired, will join us to discuss what he sees happening to our country. He’s going to tell us what we the people can do to save the America we love. All of our hosts will be joining Admiral Wright tonight, which in itself is a first. Remember to check our website or go with the flow and stream our live program tonight. Learn the truth about President Mohmand’s real plans for America. If you think there’s nothing you can do, you’re going to learn how wrong you are. Remember to tune in tonight. God bless the United States of America.” The national anthem plays in the background as images of the pre-Mohmand US flag flies in the background.

The internet forums are abuzz with rumors of what Admiral Wright is going to say.  Many post that the time has come to take up arms and fight the government to save the soul of the country. Others post that the Admiral is really an insider, he’s just another talking head. While others post the Admiral’s background proving he’s no insider talking head. Those in the NSA are very concerned, they haven’t been able to locate the Admiral since he left Fort Mead. His home was untouched from the day he left. The only notable difference is the pile mail is on his floor under the mail slot in his front door.  His home is dusty, it’s clear he hasn’t stepped foot in his home since he disappeared. The NSA has had agents watching his house since he left the office. It was clear he hadn’t been home in months. The Director of the NSA is planning on asking the AG to issue a federal warrant for the Admiral’s arrest so he can be questioned on what he knows about the IP scrambling devices. Months after the surprise of the existence of the IP scrambler device, no one in the US government and technical integrators has been able to reverse engineer the unit. No one in the US government has been able to get their hands on a unit to open it and reverse engineer it. The Director of the NSA’s gut has been nagging him that the Admiral has knowledge about the scrambler device. He might even have had a hand in the unit’s design.  The NSA and DHS decide to go public with an announcement to the public.

The DHS issues a special announcement, a DHS spokeswoman stands in front of the 3D cameras, saying, “Attention people of the United States of America. It has come to our attention that the illegal internet network which calls itself the EIBLAZE network plans to interview retired Vice Admiral Frank Wright this evening. We want everyone to know that Vice Admiral Frank Wright was forced to retire from the US Navy because he got caught planning treasonous actions against the government and people of the United States. Retired Admiral Wright is classified as a criminal, he is not trustworthy. He is a fugitive from justice, he is wanted by the Department of Defense and the FBI for acts of high treason. We urge everyone to ignore the illegal broadcast. If anyone has any knowledge of Admiral Wright’s location, we urge you to call 1-866-555-5555. There is a $100,000 tax-free reward for information that leads to the Admiral’s arrest. Thank you and good night America. Remember, the role of the Department of Home Land Security is your safety and security.”

Most people who read, listened or saw the DHS special announcement knew that Admiral Wright was the ‘real deal’ otherwise the government wouldn’t have gone to the trouble to issue the special release and offer a $100,000 tax-free reward. DHS was swamped with millions of tips, anyone who thought they saw anyone who looked like Admiral Wright called the special tip number trying to earn the reward. Within one hour, the special tip number was overwhelmed, people couldn’t even leave a message as the voice mail box was continuously full. As quickly as the DHS employees listened to one voice mail tip, one hundred others were trying to leave a message. Within seventy-five minutes of the announcement, the phone line crashed, staying down for three days. DHS didn’t know that the hacking group known as Anonymous was supporting the Patriots and the Tea Party, they hacked the phone lines which crashed the tip line.  DHS tried to put up special websites to collect information on the Admiral’s whereabouts, however as soon as the sites went live, Anonymous crashed them. DHS and Anonymous fought each other, DHS trying to post, Anonymous taking them down. In the end, Anonymous won due to their greater hacking ability.

@@@@@

General Sala reports to President Mohmand, “Sir, we have completed the details of a new training plan. We call it, Plan Akbar. The core of the plan is to use our Special Operating Forces working with local police departments to prepare the local first responders to crush any civil uprising. We’ve identified fifteen cities we’ve selected to initiate the training. This program will give our SOF people the expertise working in American urban areas while also giving the local police departments experience working with the SOF community, this is of course if the need should ever arise.” Said a smiling General Sala “The two groups will learn how each other operates. They’ll work together to learn how to locate local rabble rousers, how to break up demonstrations and capture group leaders. They will also learn how to disarm trouble makers.”

“In other words, you’re going to be getting our Special Forces and the local police ready to crush a civil uprising before it can gain support with the people. If the people got together, It would give them sufficient numbers that we could soon lose control of the situation.”

“Yes sir, you’re one hundred percent correct.”

“I like it. However, I thought our troops were bogged down because of the strike?”

“Mr. President, that’s the beauty of my plan, the SOF people aren’t unionized.”

“How did that happen?”

“They voted not to unionize.”

“Normally, I’d be upset with them for refusing to unionize, now, I’m happy they voted not to unionize. I like your plan. How soon can you launch it?”

“Whenever you give the word.”

“General, the word is given, please proceed.

Chapter Eleven

At 9:00 EDT, the hacking group Anonymous breaks into the media’s broadcasts. Every 3D hologram program in America stops their current program. It’s replaced with the image of a face that hangs in mid-air in front of everyone. The face is wearing a Guy Fawkes mask. The face slowly turns a complete circle looking at the people looking at the hologram. “America, we are Anonymous, we are hacking your entertainment systems to bring you a very important message. We only ask that you listen to us for a few minutes. When we’re finished, we will return control of your programs to their broadcasters, not a second of your favorite programs will be lost. We repeat, you aren’t going to lose one second of your evening programs. We’ll return you to the moment we took control. America listen to us, we have a warning for you. America, President Mohmand isn’t your friend, he’s not going to help you. He’s been very honest with you on one point. He plans to change America. He plans to convert America into an Islamic country. He plans a new America. One where women have no rights, an America where the only religion is Islam. An America where if a woman is raped, she will need four men to testify on her behalf, or she will be at fault and could be punished up to and including being stoned to death. America, death by stoning is a horrible way to die. The subject is wrapped in a shroud, then buried up to her chest in a hole. A pile of grapefruit sized rocks is piled near her. The crowd picks up rocks which they throw at her. Each rock that strikes breaks bones, her ribs will shatter, many times the broken ribs break apart entering her lungs and spleen. She’ll bleed internally. Her facial bones will break, she may if she’s lucky die from drowning in her own blood. If she’s unlucky, it will take hours for her to expire. Hours of unimaginable pain. No matter how much she screams, the stoning will continue until she dies. A woman can be stoned for driving by herself, she can be stoned for adultery, for being outside without a male relative escorting her. Islam mandates other harsh punishments, thieves have their hands cut off for stealing, tongues are cut out for lying. Speaking heresy usually results in death. America, President Mohmand plans a new America where you can be caned in the street for wearing the wrong clothing. An America where cartoons and making or saying jokes against the government and Allah aren’t just forbidden, they can cost you your life. Do you want to live in a country where everything is censored? Do you want to live in an America where girls as young as seven can be forced to marry an older man? Do you want to live in an America without freedom of the press or religion? Do you like or love dogs? In an Islamic America, dogs will be outlawed. Do you want America to be ruled by a group of men not even living in America? Your vote, your wishes, hopes, and dreams will mean nothing. America wake up! Prepare yourselves for action. Soon, very soon we are going to call on you to save your own souls. You can’t hope someone else is going to do this for you, this isn’t something you can delegate, or put off until tomorrow. If you value your lifestyle, if you value your freedoms you’ll prepare yourselves for action. We are Anonymous. We are listening and watching everything. We know what President Mohmand has planned: he plans to destroy the America our founding fathers risked their lives to create. America, keep your eyes open, very soon President Mohmand and his pet, General Sala will launch a new training program called ‘Plan Akbar’, they are going to send Special Operating Forces into fourteen American cities to work with your local police. This isn’t a training program, it’s the start of rounding up anyone who speaks out against President Mohmand’s vision for a new America. America, we now turn your entrainment programs back to their broadcasters.” Guy Fawkes’ image disappears, being replaced by whatever program was operating at the moment Anonymous interrupted America’s programming. A large number of Americans sat in their living rooms thinking about the message they’d just heard.

The American Muslim’s who watched the Anonymous message scream “Infidel! Liar!” Millions post on social network sites that there wasn’t really a group called Anonymous. It was a cheap trick, parlor magic that was nothing more than some child’s internet trick. Muslims marched in the streets denouncing the Infidel blasphemy. They are supported by the Mutaween, who marched with the faithful, keeping the nonbelievers and Infidels away from Allah’s followers. They marched in hundreds of towns and cities. They denounced the demon Anonymous, who they knew as an agent of Satan and the Jews. The marchers swore to fight and defeat Anonymous.

Anonymous’ message struck a cord with many ‘average’ people watching the broadcast. They listened and remembered how it used to be. They thought of the changes President Mohmand has already made, the changes Anonymous spoke of. They remembered the internet photos of churches and temples being burned with people inside of them. They remembered the Presidential campaign when Mohmand refused to share the stage with an Infidel. There weren’t any debates. Most never did learn what Mohmand really stood for. They wonder how they should prepare and what was going to be expected of them. Many voted for him because they thought he represented the ‘Green’ Environmental Party. Millions thought it would be a good thing for America to have a Muslim President to show how equal and fair America is, millions voted for him because of his slick speeches and the media’s bias strung them along without any real substance to rely on. Like President Obama, Mohmand wasn’t vetted by the media. Anyone who attempted to question his real motives either disappeared or were called a racist.

Thousands of militia members knew what to do: They checked their weapons and ammunition, they checked their communications gear and uniforms. They prepared for the ‘Go’ message telling them, they were free to attack. They waited for the ‘Go’ message which they hoped would break the government’s back and enable the people to take back their country. Most couldn’t wait for the ‘Go’ command. They’ve been practicing and making themselves ready for months, they knew the Mutaween and police would be easy targets for them. They planned to take down the government offices followed by Muslim-owned businesses.  They prepared and waited for the message which didn’t come. They worried somehow their ‘Go’ code was intercepted, they worried the Mutaween would come for them. They wondered if the military would join the police to attack them before they could carry out the orders they haven’t yet received. Some of the militia leaders remembered hearing about the military performing urban assault drills in 2012, 2015, 2020, 2043, and again this year with the local police. There were rumors some of the military was also going to coordinate with the militias, something they’d never done before. The militias thought the reason the military decided not to coordinate with them, was because the military saw the militias as their enemy and not an ally. Many of the militia leaders tried to figure out how to interface and get the military to respect them. They knew they had to find a way to convince the military they were on the same side. If they went to war with the military they knew it was going to be bloody, so bloody, everyone will lose. America herself will lose. Some of the militias decided something happened to their ‘Go’ code, they took it upon themselves to start taking back their country.

@@@@@

Ira Goldberg, one of the leaders of the JDL (Jewish Defense League), calls the advisory board together so they can discuss what they can do to stop President Mohmand from destroying America and possibly all of the Jews who live in the once great country. Ira looked around the room, saying, “I think we should open today’s special meeting with a prayer. If there was ever a time we need divine guidance it’s now.” The other members of the council agreed with Ira, they bent their heads as he covered his eyes with his right hand while leading them in the Shema, “Blessed be the name of the glory of His kingdom forever and ever.

“You shall love the Lord your G-d with all your heart, with all your soul, and with all your might. And these words which I command you today shall be upon your heart. You shall teach them thoroughly to your children, and you shall speak of them when you sit in your house and when you walk along the road, when you lie down and when you rise. You shall bind them as a sign upon your hand, and they shall be for a reminder between your eyes. And you shall write them upon the doorposts of your house and upon your gates.

“And it will be, if you will diligently obey My commandments which I enjoin upon you this day, to love the Lord your G-d and to serve Him with all your heart and with all your soul, I will give rain for your land at the proper time, the early rain and the late rain, and you will gather in your grain, your wine, and your oil. And I will give grass in your fields for your cattle, and you will eat and be sated. Take care lest your heart be lured away, and you turn astray and worship alien gods and bow down to them. For then the Lord's wrath will flare up against you, and He will close the heavens so that there will be no rain and the earth will not yield its produce, and you will swiftly perish from the good land which the Lord gives you. Therefore, place these words of Mine upon your heart and upon your soul, and bind them for a sign on your hand, and they shall be for a reminder between your eyes. You shall teach them to your children, to speak of them when you sit in your house and when you walk along the road, when you lie down and when you rise. And you shall inscribe them on the doorposts of your house and on your gates - so that your days and the days of your children may be prolonged on the land which the Lord swore to your fathers to give to them for as long as the heavens are above the earth.

“The Lord spoke to Moses, saying: Speak to the children of Israel and tell them to make for themselves fringes on the corners of their garments throughout their generations, and to attach a thread of blue on the fringe of each corner. They shall be to you as tzitzit, and you shall look upon them and remember all the commandments of the Lord and fulfill them, and you will not follow after your heart and after your eyes by which you go astray - so that you may remember and fulfill all My commandments and be holy to your God. I am the Lord your God who brought you out of the land of Egypt to be your God; I, the Lord, am your God. True. Ahem.”

Ira looks around the room saying, “My friends, the time has come for us to decide. Either we leave this great country and go to the only place in the world that loves us for who we are, Israel or we can stay here. If we remain here, we have two choices, either we do nothing and end up persecuted again, maybe as badly as in Germany, or we take up arms and fight for the country we were born into. We can no longer sit on the sidelines. We can’t do nothing. If we do nothing, are we any different from our ancestors who did nothing in Germany in the 1930s? Should we assume this hater of Jews who is the American President won’t follow up on Hitler’s plans? Can we trust him with the lives of our children? I for one say, NO!”

The room is full of low voices and whispers. Ira continues, “I say we learned our lesson 120 years ago. Our ancestor’s inaction led to six million of us murdered. Six million dreams were snuffed out, six million of us who had they multiplied in the normal manner would have increased our numbers by 100 million or more. Due to the mistake our ancestors made, Jews are an asterisk in the history books. Today we account for less than 0.1% of the world’s population. I for one do not want to become another asterisk saying we were an ancient religion, just a footnote in a history book no one will ever read. No one will read it because the Muslim’s won’t let anyone learn the world’s real history. We have only two choices, one, our brothers and sisters go to Israel, or two, we stay and arm ourselves, we fight the Muslim in the White House. Had we kept our arms in Germany, we could have taken many of the Nazis down with us. We might have stopped them from murdering us. I for one will fight, what are your thoughts?”

Allan, one of the oldest members stands, “Ira, some of our people won’t move to Israel, they still cling to the thought that Israel shouldn’t exist until the Messiah comes, other sects will refuse to fight, there will be some who will say, things are different now, the Holocaust can’t happen again, this is America. I happen to agree with you. I think the time is right for us to take up arms.”

“Allan, I know some of us won’t agree, all we can do is make the suggestion and help those who want help. Those who want to leave, we can help with transport, those who want to stay and fight, we can arm and teach.”

Heads around the table nod in agreement. Ira looks into each member’s eyes, “Does anyone object?”

Everyone shakes their head in the negative. They all agree. Ira says, “Let the message go forth. Tell the Rabbis to add the message to their sermons. It’s time for us to choose a side. I’m going to send a message to former President Jackson. There are rumors that he is starting to organize a rebellion. I propose we try to align ourselves with him.”

Again, the members of the committee nod in their agreement. Allan responds, “President Jackson was always a friend of Israel. He helped arm her when Mohmand won the election. He tried to enable all of us to arm ourselves. Unfortunately, too many of our people thought guns were evil, they refused to purchase one or learn how to use one. Their decision may cost them their lives. In the basement are hundreds of cases of weapons we’ve been importing from Israel since 2010, forty-three years of storing weapons and supplies. The US government used to give the IDF thousands of M16s and M4s. Israel developed their own battle rifles, but the Americans still sent brand new rifles to Israel. The IDF sent them to us. These weapons have gone full circle. We have rifles, ammo and everything else needed to equip an army. I think it’s time we start distributing the equipment to those who want to fight.”

The room smiles thinking of the irony, the American Jews are going to fight the American government with weapons given to them by the American government.

Ira smiles nodding his head, “Thank you for coming. Let’s break bread together to seal our agreement.”

@@@@@

The Hampton Inn in Decatur, Alabama is overflowing full, people have to double in rooms and eat in shifts. Jason sends an urgent message to the organizations that are funding President Jackson’s rebellion. They respond by purchasing a Holiday Inn less than a mile from the Hampton Inn so the staff has room to operate. Like the Hampton Inn, the Holiday Inn looks like a normal motel, only it never has any rooms available. One of the new staff asks, “Why buy motels and not an office building, or just rent us office space?”

“Where are we going to sleep? Or eat? This way most of us never leave the motel, it makes it harder for anyone to know we’re here. The lower our profile, the safer it is for all of us. Our beloved President Mohmand would love to locate President Jackson.”

“Is that why we had to move?”

“Yeah, most of the Hampton is filled with security and protection people, plus the IT group. I understand we broke the government’s code.”

“Hell, I understand some of those guys wrote the damn code for the NSA.”

“The NS what? Never heard of the agency that doesn’t exist.”

Both men laugh.

Ron, the older of the two says, “We’ve been here for six months, I got here in month two, then there were a handful of us, now the senior group and advisors numbers over 400. I heard a rumor that we also own three motels outside of St. Louis.”

“I wonder how many people are now working for President Jackson.”

Randy says, “I don’t know and I decided I don’t want to know. If I knew, I might cry from frustration, fear or joy.”

“When’s our next meeting?”

Randy looks at his watch, “ten minutes, we’ll have plenty of time to get there.”

The two enter the conference room to find every seat taken, they are forced to stand along the back wall, and even then they had to squeeze in-between others already squeezed into the conference room. Randy whispers, “Best reason I ever saw not to be on time, but early to a meeting again.”

President Jackson is sitting at the center of the long conference room table, there are four tablets in front of him. He looks around the table and the room saying, “I think we need a bigger room. I’m sure everyone would like a seat and room to breath.”

Everyone nods and smiles.

“Let’s get conformable, take off your jackets and ties, I’ll try to make this go as quickly as possible. I promise we’ll have better facilities next week.” He stands, “sorry, I think better when I’m standing, I’d walk around the room, but there’s no room and I refuse to dance on the table.”

The joke broke the ice which everyone needed.

“We’ve been contacted by some very interesting people. People who we’ve vetted and I’m now sure we can count on. Admiral Wright will bring us up to date.”

The Admiral smiles saying, “I won’t get up, I’m a big man, I’d crush some of you if I pushed the chair back and stood up. As President Jackson just said, we’ve been contacted by 32 Militia groups which we’ve been able to vet. We have 14 groups we’re still working on checking their backgrounds. We’ve also been contacted by the JDL, that’s the Jewish Defense League, who has started arming any Jewish person or family that asks them for help.”

BB asks, “What type of weapons are they handing out?”

“M16s and M4s.”

“Where the hell did they get those?”

Laughing, the Admiral replies, “From us. For forty years, the US has been shipping Israel weapons. For thirty years, Israel has been building the Tavor bullpup series of assault rifles. They ended up with fifty thousand brand new US assault rifles which they sent to the JDL here in America in case they were ever needed.”

President Jackson asks, “Admiral, are you saying the JDL has fifty thousand rifles? Do they also have ammo?”

Admiral Wright laughs, “Sir, they have over two million rounds of ammo and yes they have fifty thousand rifles and grenades, shoulder-fired missiles and cases of uniforms, everything from boots to helmets, all supplied by the US Taxpayer. Most of it still in the US Military shipping crates.”

President Jackson smiled saying, “Our tax dollars at work. I never thought I’d be so happy Israel was our ally as now. I knew there was a reason why I kept signing those foreign transfer agreements. How many trained people do they have?”

“Mr. President, they have five thousand trained people, plus they have some deep cover Mossad agents and an unknown number SOF training officers here from the IDF.”

“I’m happy I’m not still President, I would have blown a gasket to know the IDF and Mossad had active personal here.”

“Sir, I understand the Israeli troops arrived after President Mohmand was elected.”

“Okay, I feel better now. Please continue. Admiral, we need to help them transfer flags on their uniforms. It wouldn’t look good on the six o’clock news for soldiers wearing the blue and white Israeli flag be shown fighting soldiers wearing the US Flag. If they get caught wearing the Israeli flag, the media may twist it around to say they invaded America.”

“The military seems like it’s going to split 75/25. With the 75% supporting us.” Smiling, Admiral Wright says, “Mr. President, everyone, I have one other piece of interesting news to report. I’ve received a secure call today from General Broad, the Commanding General of Fort Hood. He’s extended an invitation to us to move to his base. He’s prepared to provide us everything we require for our security, including tanks. He still has 2,000 M1A3HA tanks in storage. While old, these tanks have been up-armored with the new armor and are equipped with the new ammunition. He’s started to bring them up to full active status. As a plus, he has recently received 800 of the new M4A2 rail gun equipped tanks.”

President Jackson says, “I think this is a very good idea. Sooner or later the Mutaween are going to get around to checking every hotel, when they do, it’s going to be hard to explain this one and the Holiday Inn. Moving to Fort Hood will give us breathing room and make it much harder for our friend in D.C. to come after us. Please tell the general, we accept his kind invitation. Our advance people will arrive in two days. I think as nothing else is critical today we break, begin packing everything and begin to move out. I’d like the IT staff to remain behind. Everyone, our next meeting will be in Texas. I want to leave some support teams here to help coordinate with the locals and the new marketing department we’ve just engaged. Departments that have steady interactions with civilian companies are going to be better served by staying in the hotels. People entering and leaving Fort Hood all of the time will call attention to themselves. They won’t call attention to themselves coming and going from motels. While splitting our people, I think it will increase our security.”

@@@@@

President Mohmand calls his Chief of Staff, “Abdul, where the hell is Jackson? How can we arrange his little accident if we can’t locate him? We need him to die on schedule so we can use his death to move our agenda forward. No one can just disappear, he has to be someplace. Find him, if you can’t find him, find his wife and son, we can use them to force him into the open. We need him to die on cue.”

“Mr. President, we haven’t been able to locate him. Where ever he is, he’s using one of the scrambling devices because we haven’t been able to find a single electronic clue or signature to where his operating base is located. Sir, nor can we locate his family.”

“Can’t we follow the scrambled IP trails to see if he’s where the scrambling is coming from?”

“Mr. President, that’s the problem with the scrambling devices, they don’t leave any trail for us to follow.”

“Then how do they log on and off websites? How do they do anything online without an IP address?”

“The best the NSA can figure is the websites also have the device, the two devices enable a canceling effect so the calling computer can be recognized by the host.”

“We need to get our hands on one of the devices, increase the reward to $200,000 tax-free dollars that ought to break open somebodies mouth.”

“Yes sir, I’ll post it on the White House site at once.”

“Abdul, the people who have these devices aren’t likely to be reading our website. Find sites and forums they use, post the reward there. Get some of our agents to pose as Tea Party members. We’re only going to get one chance to get our hands on a device. We have to find a way to convince a couple of them to trust our agents.”

“Yes sir, I’ll contact the SOCOM (Special Operating Command) commanding general, I’m sure he will have some ideas how to lure a couple of the users of the devices into the light so we can grab them.”

“Abdul, what’s the situation with the military?”

“Sir, the unions are increasing their demands, which have reached the ridiculous. They’ve asked for regular working hours, overtime and weekend pay.  Also, they’ve demanded advance notice of going into battle and the right to protest going to war. They also want better food and hot food served on the front lines of any battle area.”

“Are they crazy? The unions may have at one time been a good idea. We’re going to need the military to help crush any internal opposition, call the military union leaders to a meeting here in the White House. I’ll set them straight, this has to stop so we can start phase 2. The unions served their purpose, but as we get closer to phase 2, they're losing their attraction.”

“I’ll contact the five military union reps.”

“Christ, most of what Obama did helped us, this one, is going to hurt. Damn that man. And did anyone find out what really happened in the auto accident that claimed his and Michelle’s lives? I asked the FBI to send me the files, I was surprised to learn they lost the files. How the hell could the FBI have lost the files about the car accident that took the Obama’s lives?”

“Sir, I’ve been told a report is due shortly on that subject.”

“Make sure I get a draft copy before it’s released.”

“Yes, sir.”

Chapter Twelve

On the Sunday after President Mohmand’s remarks, American Muslims started marching showing their support for the President and for Allah. As soon as the pro Mohmand marches started, anti-President Mohmand groups took to the streets to show their displeasure with the President’s plans. At first, both sides simply carried signs supporting their view. Each group stayed away from the other. Neither wanted to be blamed for starting a larger problem. The local police were able to keep the groups on their own side of the streets, they placed barricades between the two groups, making it harder for them to clash with each other. Peace lasted for 5 Sundays before clashes between the groups started. The number of people in each march increased every week. Things changed on the 6th Sunday, in Carlsbad, California, a small town south of Marine Corps Base, Camp Pendleton. The two groups met in the grassy center divider where intersection 5 and California Route 78 merged. Many witnesses thought the thirty young men and women who crossed the traffic lanes to engage the pro-President Mohmand marchers were Marines. Thirty very fit young people changed the dynamics of the marches, they turned a peaceful march into a running fight, which as the numbers of people grew turned into a large riot. The anti-Mohmand marchers beat the shit out of the pro marchers. Hundreds of people blocked traffic on both major roads. All traffic North/South and East/West was stopped at the intersection. Over 200 people were rushed to local hospitals. Traffic on both roads was closed for the entire day as police and EMTs separated and treated the protesters. The closure of the intersection caused traffic to back up all over the San Diego area and north into Orange County. The traffic blockage delayed many ambulances from arriving at the scene, causing at least four people to die from their wounds. Police cars couldn’t reach the area to arrest the people who started the fight or who beat the four to death with their fists. None of the eyewitness’ descriptions matched, some said the leader was tall, others said he was short, some said he was a she, some said he/she was white, others said Hispanic. Since none of the descriptions matched, the police gave up trying to figure out who started the fight or who caused the death of the marchers. The San Diego Mutaween went car to car and later house to house looking for reliable witnesses. They threatened, they offered rewards, and they threatened pain if no information was forthcoming. After five days without any witnesses coming forward, the police and Sheriffs gave up their search. President Mohmand became enraged with the lack of progress tracking down the perpetrators.

President Mohmand’s Chief of Staff called the Carlsbad police chief demanding to know what happened and why there hadn't been an arrest made in the murder of the marchers.

“Chief, what do you mean, you have no idea who caused the deaths of the four faithful?”

“Sir, I’m sorry, but none of the descriptions matched, we have no physical evidence, we have nothing to go on. We have a small force, we can’t spend all of our time trying to figure out who started a fight. Frankly, sir, I expected someone to cross the line before now. We’re posting flyers asking both sides not to march this coming Sunday, we need to let the situation cool down.”

“Chief, that’s unacceptable to us. We want the marches to continue, the media loves them. They are a great show of support for the President and his plans.“

“Sir, after this previous Sunday, it’s not going to be safe for either side to march. Everyone’s tempers are on a short fuse. I’m afraid another march will result in additional lives lost.”

“Let us handle that. I’m going to make sure this weeks marchers have additional support from armed Mutaween.”

“Sir, I wouldn’t do that. The Mutaween isn't appreciated here. Too many on both sides of the discussion don’t like them. “

“Chief, what do you mean by the phrase, ‘the discussion’? Nothing is open to discussion. We’re moving ahead to remake America into an Islamic country that follows Sharia law.”

“Sir, the people in Carlsbad don’t want Sharia law. Just last week, a teenager was raped, a judge told her it was her fault because the clothing she wore made the men desire her. Can you believe that? It was the victims fault because of what she wore?”

“Was she wearing a Habib?”

“Of course not, she wore a miniskirt and T-shirt. She was wearing a bra, unlike many young women. This is Southern California, almost no one here wears hijab. It’s too warm for an all black head to toe dress.”

“Chief, the judge was right in his ruling unless the victim had four male witnesses how do we know she wasn’t lying? Women lie so easily. Chief, it’s much warmer in Saudi, the women wear hijabs there every day.”

“Abdul, let me give you another example, yesterday on the beach, one of your Mutaween whipped a teenage girl for wearing a two-piece bathing suit on the beach.”

“Chief, again, it was her fault. She should have known better. I’m sure signs were posted at the beach about appropriate beach attire.”

“Of course the signs were posted per the new rules from your office. But we’re talking about teenagers. Since the beginning of time, teens have bent the rules, it’s what they do. Neither girl was hurting anyone.”

“Yes they were, one got raped, or so she says, due to her outfit, how do we know she didn’t spread some kind of sexually transmitted disease to the poor boys who had sexual relations with her. How do we know she didn’t lure one of the men to commit adultery? Chief this is the role of the Mutaween, they are here to enforce Allah’s laws. The laws are the same for everyone. Unlike the old America, our rules aren’t different for one financial class of person or another. Everyone lives the same way, everyone lives together in peace when they live under Allah’s laws.”

“That’s what I’m trying to tell you, the people of my town don’t want to live under Allah’s laws, they want to live under the Constitution. They want to live they way they’re used to. They want to enjoy their lives in the Southern California sun.”

“Chief, this has been discussed before. The Constitution is a man-made document that can’t be compared to the laws set down by Allah. The constitution is gone, it will never return. We’re going to be a righteous country, one that follows Allah’s laws. A country that Allah smiles on for following his word.”

“I’m trying to tell you, there’s going to be trouble if more Mutaween arrive in this and other San Diego communities. This isn’t like liberal Los Angeles. We’re more conservative here, our people like their freedoms.”

“That will end soon enough. Chief, I’m giving you two weeks to find those responsible for the deaths of the four faithful. The President and I want to see them brought to justice.”

“That’s impossible in four weeks. They’ll have to be found, booked, a lawyer assigned to them. Their lawyer will need time to gather the evidence, a trial date set, I expect the trial will last more than four weeks.”

“Chief, you find them, they will be found guilty by Allah. There won’t be a lawyer or a long trial required. If you believe and your heart is pure, Allah will provide what you need.”

“That’s not the way we do things here.”

Abdul smiles to himself saying, “It is now.”

@@@@@

Ira Goldstein posts coded messages on Jewish forums, he offers arms and training to those who want to be trained. He ends the post with the quote, “Never Again.” Over a thousand Jewish families respond they want weapons and training. Ira arranges for basic weapons training to be given in the basements of temples, temples their congregations know well because it’s now illegal to show the Star of David or any Hebrew names in public. The training uses lasers attached to the rifles so there isn’t any sound of gunfire which will attract police to the sound like dogs are attracted to meat. After Sabbath services, people are led to the basement where they are given an American M4 assault rifle, magazines, and ammo. They are taught basic rifle operation and safety. They’re taught how to aim and fire using the laser training system. They’re taught how to disassemble and clean their rifles. Three hours later the rifles are broken down and packed in musical instrument cases and backpacks. The worshipers go home with their new rifles which will be used sooner than any expected. In some Temples, Jewish members of the US Military hold the rifle classes. M16 and M4 may be old designs. However, these rifles are brand new and will do fine for their intended purpose. None of the instructors expects the attackers to be wearing battle rated full body armor. The nanotech armor is too expensive to equip the first responders or the Mutaween. The people are taught how to determine the type of body armor their attackers are wearing. They’re taught that if the people advancing on them seem to blur or lose focus, they should run and scatter because their attackers are wearing nanotech armor which even a penetrating 5.56mm round won’t breach. They’re told if their attackers are wearing nanotech body armor, the only thing they can do is aim for their feet which are the only part of the body not protected by the new armor. They are taught how to make IEDs, simple pipe and truck bombs. Tanks in the 2050’s no longer fired explosive shells or solid anti-armor darts, they’re now armed with rail guns that fire 5cm solid iron slugs, propelled by magnetic force, and accelerated to Mach 7. They could tear right through an M1 Abrams tank. The new generation of tanks cost almost $500 million apiece, severely limiting their production. In mid-2053, China had less than 50 of the new generation tanks, Russia 400 and America, who developed the new tank has 1,200 of them. Israel, who helped develop the core technologies, including the small nuclear reactor that powered the rail gun, received 150 of them as payment for their contributions. Ira hopes his people won’t have to face US Battle Force troops which will cut his people down like a hot knife cutting through butter. He’s hoping his people will only have to fight the Mutaween and first responders who are equipped with similar weapons and equipment. In a worse case scenario, Ira told them to rig their homes, everything they own and areas near their homes with explosives. If they were possibly going to be arrested, they could take many of the Islamics with them. Ira told them to arm the explosives at their homes when they go on every mission, this way if the Mutaween or police enter without the disarming code, they will be blown up with the house.

Many of the American Jews believed the Holocaust couldn’t, wouldn’t happen again and more importantly, this was America, it could never happen here. Yet, President Mohmand was deep into the planning for his ‘final solution.’ He planned with the heads of the DHS and the Mutaween how to transport and dispose of America’s Jewish population. Abdul offered a unique suggestion, “Mr. President, why not ship our Jews to Israel? It will place them all in one place, a place where, when we’re ready we can destroy with our long-range nuclear weapons. Why should we get our hands dirty? Launching another holocaust might turn some of those on the fence about us against us. Why not say we’re exporting the Jews to their home country to protect them? They fought the world in order to have their own home country, I suggest we honor their request. We honor it until we know we have all of them within the borders of Israel then boom, all are gone once and for all. We don’t spill any blood or place any of Allah’s followers in harm's way.”

“Abdul, I like it. I’ll contact the Mullahs in Saudi Arabia and the Prime Minister of Israel. I’m sure she will give us permission to send her own people back to her. Yes, Abdul, I like it, we’re going to be saving the Jews. We’re going to give them free transport to Israel. Let’s contact our friends in the media to help us spread the good news.” Everyone in the Oval office laughed at the joke of sending the Jews home to their death.

Abdul says, “The Jews are spread out all over the country, I think we should first move them to secure areas, this way we can account for them. We’ll check them against the IRS records. Once we have enough to fill a ship we load them on freighters and ship them to Israel. A ship of the damned in reverse.”

Mohmand smiles seeing the image in his mind. “Abdul, I like it, we’ll say we’re doing it to protect the Jews. We’re removing them from the potential of violence because they don’t believe and refuse to convert to the word of Allah.”

“Mr. President, what if some want to or say they will convert to Islam?”

“Never trust the Jew. Remember what the Quran teaches.”

“Mr. President, I assume we will increase the Jizya on the Jews.” (Tax on infidels. The Jizya is a symbol of the subordination of the infidels).

“Of course, we’ll increase it once we’ve matched the IRS records to each Jew, we’ll send them to Israel penniless. We should be able to finance the entire relocation and still bank money for our use in transforming the country by taking everything they have.”

@@@@@

President Jackson’s people traveled in small groups; some first traveled west to turn southeast, some traveled east to turn southwest. It took the group between two and five days to travel 800 miles between their hotels in Alabama and Fort Hood, Texas. Using their private cars and vans, they weren’t stopped by the police or the roaming TSA, who were looking for “official vehicles.” The President’s headquarters’ equipment traveled in a normal tractor trailer whose manifest said it was a truckload of electronics being shipped to a Best Buy store in North Austin, Texas. When the truck arrived in Killeen, Texas, they pulled into Fort Hood and disappeared. The truck parked in a huge underground armored parking garage. General Broad set aside three large office buildings each with its own IT server room. The office buildings have cubicles, desks, chairs, bookcases, and laptops. internet blue cables hung from the ceiling every six feet. The conference rooms have 50-inch monitors mounted on the walls. Each conference room had twenty-four internet blue cables so people attending the meetings could have access to the intranet. A week after agreeing to move, President Jackson looks around his new surroundings very pleased. He says to the man in front of him, “General, you did very well. Thank you for all of your hard work.”

“Mr. President, it’s an honor to have you and your staff here.”

“General, how are you handling security?”

“Mr. President, we have four fully armed quick reaction teams performing roaming patrols. We have eight armed people at each gate and within a couple of minutes each gate can have two M1A4 main battle tanks on scene. They might not be the newest track, but they sure are intimidating, each has one 120mm cannon, four machine guns wrapped in a 69-ton desert tan turbine-powered monster. Each will be fully armed and fueled. I wouldn’t want to have to go against one of them.”

“What about people coming on and off the base?”

“Mr. President, everyone coming on the base will need at least two picture IDs and their approved vehicle parking decal which we’re changing every week. They also have to be on a list submitted by your staff or mine. No one will leave the base alone, every vehicle entering or leaving will be searched. Our two security teams will be working together to solve issues as they come up. My people entering the base will need to pass enhanced security. Sir, I’d like to show you where your shelter is.”

“General, you have shelters on base?”

“Mr. President we have a vast underground city under the core of the base. We have barracks, mess halls, conference rooms, vehicle maintenance rooms and armories. There are different entrances to the shelter complex. Here is a map showing where the entrances for you and your team are located. Sir, with your permission, I’d like to show them to you.”

“General, before we leave, I assume the base has a server room.”

“Yes, of course, each of your buildings has their own, plus the one that controls the ranges.”

Reaching into his locked briefcase President Jackson hands the General cardboard boxes. General, install these on your main T1 or fiber lines running into each server room and there’s an extra for the bases main server farm. I would like these devices guarded 24 hours a day with orders to shoot anyone who tries to remove or inspect one of them.”

General Border looks at the boxes, “Is this the scrambler I heard about?”

“Inside each box is a rare and extremely valuable device. Each is a security risk, President Mohmand would give anything to get his hands on one of these devices, let alone four of them.”

General Broad, nods his understanding, “Colonel.”

“Sir.” Responds a bird colonel who was standing behind the General.

“Colonel, did you hear what President Jackson said about these boxes?”

“Sir, yes sir.”

“Colonel, carry out the President’s orders. Assign security staff to each server room, I want a four-man rule in place with each team. Everyone is to be armed with live ammo all of the time. They have permission to fire on anyone who doesn’t follow their orders. Colonel, am I clear?”

“Sir, crystal clear, sir. I’ll take care of it right now. Sir, I’ll have the green beanie’s looking for holes in our security plan.”

“Colonel, excellent. Tell the LTC to see me with his report.”

“Yes, sir.”

President Jackson looks at General Broad, “General, I’m ready for my fifty cent tour.”

“Sir, you’re going to be getting the five dollar tour for your four bits.”

“Let’s go.”

When the General and President walk towards the rear of the building eight men wearing the  new battle armor and assault rifles, take up position around the two. The guards constantly whisper into their headsets so all are aware of what each person sees. The security team is networked together, each sees what the others see. Their new helmets exchange information on anything any of the guards looks at. The President and General take an armored elevator down to the third sub-basement. When the elevator doors open, six armed guards are waiting for them. The security officer says. “Gentlemen, I need your IDs before you can leave the lobby.”

Both men hand the security officer their ID cards which are marked with three red stripes. After checking the ID cards, the security officer says, “Mr. President, General, welcome to the shelter, entrance B2.”

@@@@@

President Mohmand signs an Executive order which outlaws all American Jews from owning property valued in excess of $50,000, including houses, cars and jewelry. All excess property had to be disposed of within six months. Ira gets calls from thousands of Jewish families who are worried, confused and upset. Twenty of them are lawyers who say they are going to file suit against the President. Ira tells them, “The legal case will take years, years we don’t have. The courts are going to give the President a pass while your case works its way through the courts. By the time the courts hear your case, you will have nothing. I have another idea. It’s a bit out of the box, but I think it will work.”

The leader of the families says, “Ira, we’re all listening. Tell us what you’re thinking.”

Ira pauses, he sips his coffee. “I think this is only the first step up a ladder with the goal of killing all of us before reaching the top rung. We have to assume that Mohmand is going to follow Hitler’s atrocities in trying to rid the world of us. The Muslim’s have sworn to rid the world of us for centuries. This time they have the numbers to accomplish their goal. We are fooling ourselves if we think the American people are going to be any different than the German people were. Unless we do something drastic, we are facing the end of our religion. In every age, people have wanted to rid the world of us. We’ve been spread on the winds like pollen. This American President has the power to finish us. Even Hitler would have been envious of the control of the media and information that Mohmand has. We need to look into a unique solution.”

There’s silence on the other end of the phone. Finally, one of the leaders of the group on the call, Barry asks, “Ira, what are you proposing?”

“Everyone, I propose you sell your property to the Nation of Israel. The parliament had agreed to pay you the fair market price of your property as it was the day before President Mohmand assumed office. Hence, the market drops which followed his assuming office won’t impact what’s paid to you.”

Barry says, “Ira, I know you well enough to know you have something up your sleeve, what aren’t you telling us?”

Ira pauses to allow the tension to increase, he says, “The condition is 35% of the monies paid to you must be invested in Israel. You can pick where and how to invest in Israel. You will be given equity in the companies you invest in. You can also move to Israel, where you will be given temporary housing for up to 180 days.”

“Ira, do you have any idea how many people you’re talking about?”

“If our records are correct, there are 8,700,000 Jewish people living in America as of last December 31. We’re sure the number is a little off one way or the other. In case you’re wondering, there are 10.7 million people in Israel.”

“Ira, how the hell is a small country going to absorb an 87% increase in its population?”

“The Prime Minister is working on a plan to rapidly build new cities. One of the reasons for your investment is to help fund this construction. Once you agree to the program, you will be considered Israeli citizens and be given Israeli passports. Let me be very clear, you will have to pay Israeli income tax the moment you have been made a citizen of Israel. That rate for you will be leveled at 30% of your net holdings.”

The representatives of the millions of families start yelling into the phone. “That’s impossible, no one can afford to pay 30% on top of the required investment and American income tax. It’s impossible. There has to be another way.”

Ira continues, it’s not on top of the American tax system. You should all renounce your citizenship in America and become citizens of Israel. There isn’t another way unless you can talk your way into China or Russia. Europe is already a member of the Caliphate, they can’t and won’t accept you. South Africa won’t accept you, neither will Japan or Korea. Canada and Mexico won’t take you because they’re worried about offending President Mohmand, who’s threatened to invade them. What other option do you have?”

“Ira, won’t they settle for a lesser amount?”

“How are they going to build new cities almost overnight and provide protection for everyone? Where is that money going to come from?”

“Do you know where they are going to build these new cities?”

“They haven’t shared that with me. All I was told is everyone will be safe and protected.”

“Some of our families can be very fussy.”

“Tell them to be fussy with President Mohmand. How many of you and your families voted for him? How many of you donated money to him? Those who did help bring this problem upon us, you have no one to blame except yourselves. They’ll build our new cities wherever they can find room. I imagine Israel will be using the land they absorbed from their neighbors.”

There is a long silence on the other end of the phone. The silence is broken by a very rich banker saying, “Ira, you have us over a barrow and you know it. You’re taking advantage of us.”

“Sir, no we aren't, if I may? Did you contribute to President Mohmand’s election?”

“Of course we did, we thought if we donated, we’d get some favors in return.”

“You made your own bed, now the time is coming when you’re going to have to lay in it. Had you voted with your heart you wouldn’t be in this situation. You thought you were so smart, you thought you could bargain with a Muslim, who swore to kill all of us. I’m not going to ask why. I’m not going to tell you want to do, I’ve done all I can.”

“Ira, what are you going to do?”

“I’m going to fight. I’m going to kill as many of them as I can before they kill me. Never Again is burned into my heart and soul. I won’t go quietly into the night. If we kill many of them, they may stop. If they don’t stop, at least we’ll take many of them with us. Maybe we can kill enough of them that hell becomes overcrowded and the devil has to ask us to stop sending him Muslims.”

“Ira, some of us want to do the same, tell us how we can fight them.”

Chapter Thirteen

In the ninth month of President Mohmand’s presidency, he signed an Executive order mandating the end of all interest collected on loans and ordering no interest be paid on deposits. The banks and financial organizations agreed to follow the Executive order in exchange for being allowed to increase fees for loans. The financial industry contacted every customer informing them that their interest would terminate in 90 days, in place of interest, fees would be collected. The fees were higher than if the interest had been paid. Since the fees weren't interest, in accordance with the Holy Quran, no usury laws were broken. The financial organizations all stood to increase their profits in the coming years while consumers saw their costs increase. The decrease in the people’s discretionary income increased the depth of the recession gripping the country. At first people are happy to hear they wouldn’t be paying interest anymore. Most didn’t connect the additional fees to the removal of interest charges and figure out the change was costing them more.

The media cheers the President’s move, they drum into the people’s minds President Mohmand is saving them the cost of interest on their loans. They never mentioned the real cost of the new fees. The EIBLAZE network posts the simple math lesson showing the fees add up to the equivalent of not 7% interest, but 19.9% interest. They try to explain how the banks have pulled the old trick of deception on the public. They pulled a slight of hand and scammed their customers. On one hand, they are charging huge fees and on the other hand they are paying the equivalent of less than 2% on people’s deposits. The banks were too big to fail, they were now given the ability to more than double their profits. The EIBLAZE network tells their listeners to take to the streets on Saturday to protest the change. When Saturday comes, over two million people take to the streets to protest the change in the country’s financial system. They feel they’ve been screwed by the banks. They protest how President Mohmand and the banks screwed them. Supporters of the President threw rocks and bottles of human waste at the protesters. The two groups meet in the middle of the streets, fists fly, knives slash, and guns fire. At the end of the day, over five thousand people lay dead or seriously wounded across America.

President Mohmand looks at the news reports telling his staff, “This violence has to stop. If we can’t do much about the hundreds of millions of weapons in the people’s hands, we can do something to slow down and stop them from purchasing new ones. I want the FDIC to crack down on banks and credit card companies. Force the credit card companies to no longer accept charges for knives, ammo, and guns. Order the banks to close business and private accounts of those who deal in weapons. If we can’t find a way to remove the weapons from their hands, we can surely choke their purchases. Whatever bullets they use, won’t be replaced. When their weapons break, they won’t be able to get parts. It may take some time, but we’ll make the weapons in their hands useless, in a few years they’ll fear using their weapons due to the lack of parts and the steadily increased cost and decreased supply of ammo.”

@@@@@

Two US mail people fly small airplanes over the Capitol and White House where they drop thousands of flyers asking their government representatives to stop President Mohmand in his tracks. NORAD learned their lessons from other people flying small, stealthy airplanes over the restricted airspace of Washington, D.C. They fire two small anti-aircraft missiles at the two unknown craft flying away from the capital. Both aircraft are struck as they finish dropping their leaflets, both are blown out of the sky. General Sala addresses the nation asking the people not to fly over the city. He says, “My fellow Americans, we don’t know from a distance who is flying over the capital. We don’t know if it’s a peaceful American protester, or a member of the Tea Party coming to attack the government who is fulfilling Allah’s wishes over America. Think of the damage and loss of life if even a single Tea Party terrorist craft loaded with weapons of mass destruction or a biological weapon got through to the capital. They could have killed millions of Americans. We had no choice in downing these two foolish people who didn’t announce their intentions or respond to calls from the air traffic control system. The FAA begged the flyers to respond. Without any response, we had no option but to bring them down to save the population of the city and possibly the country. I’m begging the American people, please respect the no-fly zone over the city. Please respond to all calls from air traffic controllers and/or the FAA. We are sorry for the loss of life and the destruction the falling wreckage may have caused on the ground. If your private property has been damaged by falling debris, please send images with GPS encoding to your local police or Mutaween office. Someone will contact you to settle your case. Thank you and may Allah bless his followers here in America.”

@@@@@

A mass demonstration begins building on the main campus of the University of Tennessee. Social media spreads the word about the mass gathering to protest President Mohmand’s policies. The young have always been the front line of social change. Today, fifteen thousand gathers at Circle Park, the crowd is so large Circle Park Drive is closed. As the numbers of protesters grow, campus police ask for assistance from the City of Knoxville Police. The students planned to march to the World’s Fair Park where different speakers will address them. The front row of students are wearing large gold crosses, two are wearing the Star of David around their necks. All in the front row held Bibles over their heads as they chanted the twenty-third psalm. Fifteen thousand students marched arm in arm while chanting their faith and love of their God. In the middle of the pack of students, three are holding a hanging of Mohmand in effigy. The students leave Circle Park walking down Volunteer Blvd. The local and campus police closed Volunteer Blvd. so the students would be safe. Volunteer Blvd. is lined with thousands of spectators cheering and waving Christian flags. Six members of the TKE fraternity chapter cheered the marchers, the fraternity is dressed like Christian knights from the Crusades. They wore white tunics with large red crosses on them, holding homemade silver shields with the Red Cross on it. They join the march when it passes their house. One of the young men is holding a large gold cross on a pole over his head. When he holds the cross into the sky, the crowd cheers. The Mutaween watching the march is sickened by the sight of the large golden cross and the bibles being held by the crowd. He calls for additional support. When they see the students dressed like Christian nights, the Mutaween scream in protest. They kneel in prayer to Allah. Eight additional Mutaween arrive on the scene just as the students and other marchers start singing, “All you need is Love”, followed by “Give Peace a chance.” The people of Knoxville watching the march join in singing with the students. In the middle of the marchers is a student dressed as Christ, he’s wearing a crown of thorns and dragging a large wooden cross through the streets. He’s surrounded by others dressed as Arab sheiks in long white desert robes who bow to Christ. The Mutaween seeing the sheiks surrounding and bowing to the Christ student are shocked at the sight. Four of the Mutaween rush into the crowd. They push aside the students so they can grab the students who are disrespecting Arabs and thus Islam. They grab the student dressed as Christ, the Mutaween leader says, “You want to be crucified like your false god, we can help you accomplish your goal.” Two of the Mutaween test the wooden cross, they decide it’ll work to crucify the student. He tells the police, “Clear this area, call someone to dig a hole and bring us some spikes and a large hammer. We’re going to give this young man what he wants. He wants to follow his Jesus, we’re going to crucify him right here on Volunteer Boulevard. He will stay on the cross until his body rots. It’ll be a reminder to everyone what happens if they mock the one true religion.”

Captain Ellis of the Knoxville Police Department says, “You can’t be serious. We can’t allow you to crucify a student. He hasn’t been accused of a crime, we haven’t arrested him, nor has there been a trial. In Tennessee, anyone sentenced to death has an automatic appeal. The only approved method to put a convicted criminal to death is lethal injection. Crucifying isn’t legal.”

The Mutaween officer slaps Captain Ellis across the face, he lifts his cane striking Ellis across his right cheek, opening a bleeding wound. Captain Ellis pulls his sidearm, shooting the Mutaween in the chest, killing him instantly. The other Mutaween grabs Captain Ellis. They pronounce him guilty of murder. Their second in command orders another cross to be built, he says, “Captain Ellis, you will join the student on a cross.”

Jack Brown, a veteran who enrolled at University of Tennessee after serving two tours in the recent war in Colombia saw Captain Ellis shoot the Mutaween, he watched as they jumped him, tying his hands behind his back, he withdrew his concealed carry semiautomatic six round KTel 9mm. His sidearm is loaded with expanding jacketed hollow point bullets, he took careful aim and fired a single round. Before Captain Ellis can say a word, a shot rings out from the crowd, the second in command Mutaween, who’s giving the orders, falls over dead with a single bullet entry hole between his eyes that blew the rear half of his head and brains over those standing close to him. The Mutaween are surprised when they are splattered with their partner’s brains. Jack put his sidearm into his pocket and slid deeper into the crowd, hoping he’d be able to slip away uncaught. Three of the brain splattered Mutaween recovered quickly enough to rush into the crowd looking for the shooter. Jack sees them coming towards him. Realizing he’s not able to get away, he pulls out his gun, shooting two of the three Mutaween before his gun jams and the last one jumps on him. He is disarmed while two additional Mutaween grab him. They wrestle him to the ground as onlookers attempt to rescue him. The Mutaween says, “Order a third cross. We’ll give these criminals a speedy trial and crucify them right here. This will teach the people not to attack us.”

Other Mutaween smile nodding their agreement and enjoying the thought of crucifying the three infidels. They order the police to block off the area, giving instructions to keep the peace and not allow anyone to get within fifty feet of the land in front of the Knoxville World Fair Park. The crowd turns ugly when rumors spread through the crowd what the Mutaween plan. People start to push forward trying to rescue the three who are to be crucified. The Mutaween order the Knoxville Police to shoot into the crowd to break them up. The police refuse the order, in fact, they turn to aim their weapons at the Mutaween when two armored MRAPs arrive with heavily armed Saudi troops who have recently joined President Mohmand’s domestic security force. The police are armed with 9mm side arms, the Saudis are armed with assault rifles. Captain Ellis orders his officers to stand down, he doesn’t want a running gun battle with civilians and students mixed in. Local broadcasters are invited to broadcast the crucifixion. A Knoxville city truck, designed to dig holes for street signs & city trees arrives. The machine dug three holes while the Mutaween bolts wood together to form a cross. Each of the three people is stripped naked and laid upon a cross. The Mutaween holds them as a large spike is held against their right forearm. When the sledge hammer strikes the spike, driving it through the victim’s forearm, their screams can be heard across the park. The next hammer strike sends the spike into the wood. Each hammer strike yields screams from the victim. The Mutaween complete driving the right side nail, holding the victim on one side of the cross. They move to their left arm where the process is repeated. The screams echo off of the park’s walls. The last nail goes through the victim’s ankles, the Mutaween has to break the victim’s ankles in order to drive the spike through. They scream, cry and beg for mercy.

When the three spikes are driven through the victims, holding them on their cross, the city truck lifts the cross, dropping it into the freshly dug hole. The cross hitting the ground sends vibrations through the wood cross bringing horrible screams from the three crucified. The holes are filled in with the dirt removed from digging them. The three men are left hanging on their crosses facing Volunteer Boulevard at the opening of the World Fair Park. People watching are crying, a number have passed out, a few have bend over throwing up everything that was in their stomachs. The crowd watching is silent, the new Mutaween leader picks up a microphone he addresses the crowd, “Citizens of Knoxville. These three men disrespected Allah and his prophet. They paid for their crimes, in the same way, their false god Jesus died. I can guarantee you, none of these three will rise on the third day. They will stay on these crosses until their bodies decompose. Their stink will remind you of the punishment for not following the word of Allah. Learn from this example, learn from their pain and suffering. If you refuse to convert and accept Allah, I promise you a short pain filled life. When you accept Allah, you will be in peace.”

Jose, the student who was carrying the cross whispers, “Father, they know not what they do.” Captain Ellis and Jack try to look at Jose. Jack asks Jose, “Are you OK?”

“I’m dying, we all are. I’m not afraid to die, soon I’ll be sitting with Jesus. We’ll have shared something in common. We will have both died in the same manner. It hurts worse than anything I could imagine, soon, I will be in heaven. Soon I will meet God. I go with my conscious clean and my heart filled with the joy of being with God very soon.”

The three are trying to talk through their pain and lack of air, crucifixion causes the victim’s chest to expand, making it difficult to inhale. Most crucified died from asphyxiation, a horrible, painful way to die. The three were naked, fully exposed hanging along one of Knoxville’s main streets. Captain Ellis died first from a heart attack during his first night on the cross. Jack went next, the Mutaween stabbed him in revenge for his shooting three of their own. Jose was the last, he endured the pain for two days. Witnesses said that when Jose died, lightning from a huge thunderstorm flashed across the sky. The thunder sounded like it was ripping the sky apart. It rained one inch in forty minutes washing Jose’s blood into the soil around his cross. The rumor spread that God was angry the Mutaween killed the three innocents. The thunder and lightning were God saying he was displeased. The story of the three crucified in Knoxville spread across the country. Songs and poems were written about the Knoxville three. Churches spoke about the sacrifice of the Knoxville three, three who died fighting for Jesus because they refused to accept Allah. The churches spoke of the thunder and lightning that ripped the sky when Jose died. They spoke about the rain that was God’s tears. The churches spoke about God being upset with the death of the three. The sacrifice of the three was a spark that lit a fire that spread across the country. It was the fire that burned in people’s hearts, it’s what caused others to fight back.

@@@@@

President Jackson sat in his conference room watching the crucifixions, he spoke out loud, “This is very bad. The Mutaween has Mohmand’s foreign troops backing them up. They’re not afraid of anything or anyone. They’re going to get much bolder, and more aggressive. We have to speed up our plans so more of our people don't suffer by their destructive hands. I want to have a progress review meeting this evening, our people may have just been woken into action. These three poor men may have been the spark that lights the fire inside our people. We have to strike while the iron is hot.”

His staff nods, agreeing with the President.

@@@@@

The fourth day after the crucifixion dawns with a pink sky over Boston. Hundreds of college students are silently walking through downtown Boston, carrying candles and crosses.

Hundreds of students hold blood stained crosses mounted on high gold painted poles as they silently march through the gradually brightening city. Boston slowly wakes watching the hundreds of marchers silently shutting down traffic entering the city. Traffic is blocked and backed up more than ten miles during the students silently carrying their candles and crosses through downtown. They’re also watched by the Mutaween, who don’t like what they see. Boston’s police chief calls the Mutaween leader, “Amir, may I suggest we leave the young alone, they’re most likely going to wind their way to Harvard where they’ll either hold a peaceful rally or they’ll go home. Since they’re not bothering anyone, why don’t you leave them be?”

“Samuel, if they can get away with disrespecting Allah this time, they will increase the level of disrespect they do to Allah and his messenger.”

“Amir, please take my advice on this one, just let them be. They’re delaying traffic which is something we can deal with. There’s no reason to turn this into a bloody mess we’re all going to regret. If we use a heavy hand, we could turn many others against the government.”

“Samuel, if they didn’t hold the crosses up, I would leave them alone. The crosses make this an affront to Allah.”

“Amir, I’m asking you as a special favor, please leave them be. If we stir them up, we could be causing problems that spread across the country. This is but one of hundreds of demonstrations. I’ve learned the hard way, it’s usually best to just let the kids walk and talk, they don’t mean anyone any harm. They’re silent, they’re not opening denouncing your God. They’re just kids. American kids have been demonstrating over something or other since the mid-1960s.”

“Samuel, Allah isn’t our God, he is the God of all. He is the only true God and Mohmand is his messenger. None can live if they cross Allah’s will.”

“Amir, why don’t we meet face to face?”

“Samuel, I know your tricks. You’re trying to use up time so the young are able to reach Harvard. I won’t allow them to escape the punishment of Allah. I sent a platoon of specially trained Mutaween before I called you. My brother, I know you very well. I knew you would oppose my taking action, I knew I couldn’t count on you to put the fear of Allah into them. You can talk as long as you’d like to. Allah is wise, he plans better than anyone could. He ordained these young be punished for their sins.”

“Amir, what are you planning?”

“Something so no one who sees what I've planned will ever disrespect Allah or his messenger again. The young are like untrained animals, they need a strong hand to train them, they don’t respond to anything except for a heavy hand.”

“Amir, please don’t do anything that the city will be ashamed of. We have a large tourist industry. Boston is one of the homes of our revolution against the British. We’re home to MIT and Harvard. Amir, I’m begging you, please leave the students alone. If you use too heavy a hand, you could ignite the same fever that led to the American Revolution in 1776. I’m telling you the Mayor and the Governor won’t be happy if you do something that embarrasses them.”

Raising his voice, Amir stands behind his desk, Samuel sees the anger on his face over the 3D video link. “Samuel, you have no authority over me. I report to the religious council. You, the Mayor and the forked tongue Governor mean nothing to me. I’m here to enforce the laws that come from Allah, not the simple words that originated from flawed men.”

The line of silent marching students reaches the front entrance of Harvard, where they meet a line of black-suited Mutaween troops who’ve been waiting for the students. They are armed with assault rifles, whips, and long thin canes. The Mutaween advance into the line of students, grabbing the front twelve who are holding large blood-stained gold crosses. The crosses are pulled from the student’s hands while they are manhandled to their knees. The Mutaween line up the twelve students, while other Mutaween forms a barricade to keep everyone away from the twelve kneeling students. The Mutaween leader stands over the twelve saying, “Everyone listen to me. These twelve men have disrespected Allah and Mohmand, his messenger. They carry gold blood stained crosses which are an affront to Allah. You have all been warned not to disrespect Allah. We have shown you the true path to paradise. We’ve shown you how you can live in peace with all mankind under the laws of Allah. You twelve will be punished on live broadcast holovision, this is a lesson everyone should take to heart. We bring Allah’s wrath on you because of your disrespect. Allah has set down the laws all men must follow if you disrespect the Lord you will be punished per his laws as set down in the Holy Quran.”

Twelve Mutaween took up a position behind each of the twelve students, they pulled out a twelve-inch knife which they used to saw through the student’s throats. The shock of what was happening to the students hit them, they tried to escape, they screamed in pain and shock. Their heads were being held by the Mutaween as they are brutally beheaded on a live broadcast. The 3D images of twelve throats being cut, blood spurting out of their necks, the screams explode in 3D gore in people’s living rooms. Millions are sickened by the beheadings which look like they’re taking place in the center of their living room. The twelve student’s heads are placed on top of their lifeless bodies. The Mutaween leader looks into the camera, his hands are covered in blood, he holds them up to the camera saying, “People of America, this is what happens when you disrespect Allah. You lose your head, you lose your life. You suffer unimaginable pain when you go against the laws of Allah.”

The bloody images of the beheadings sear themselves into the minds and souls of the average American. Militia members made the first moves, they attacked and destroyed twelve Mutaween offices, one for each beheaded student. They set the offices on fire, burning everyone inside alive, any who tried to escape was shot, not to kill, but to wound them so they stayed inside the burning buildings. They record the screaming to be broadcast in 3D as payback for the beheadings. Dawn the next morning in Norcross, Georgia suburb of Atlanta, a billboard across the street from the burnt out Mutaween office has a new message painted in bright red dripping paint. “I am the punishment of God...If you had not committed great sins, God would not have sent a punishment like me upon you.” The lettering runs like dripping blood.

Zack Smith, a CNN reporter, headquartered in Atlanta, asks his partner, “What does that mean?”

His partner, Sally Rogers responds, “It’s a quote from Genghis Khan. He told the villagers he razed and burned down the same.”

“How the hell do you know that?”

“I paid attention in college.”

“What do you think it means?”

Sally responds, “I think we’re in for a hell of a lot more attacks. Whoever did this thinks they’re doing God’s work. They think they’re God’s avenger.”

“Oh, crap. This could be a problem. When the Mutaween retaliates, the militia will retaliate, the people will be in the middle of a religious civil war.”

“Sally silently stares at the billboard and back to the smoking ruins of the Mutaween’s office, “I think the civil war has already started. I never thought I’d be reporting on a religious war here in America.”

Zack’s eyes see a flash of light, he grabs Sally pushing her to the street, he tries to cover her when a massive explosion erupts from the basement of the burnt out office. Zack and Sally are covered in debris, their exposed skin is cut and burned, he looks up saying, “I think they had weapons or explosives in their basement.”

“Zack, get off of me. I don’t want you on me for this or any other reason.”

“Sally, I was trying to save your life.”

“Bullshit, you were more scared than I was. You’re a pansy. Now get off of me.”

Both reporters get up and turn to where their camera and sound man were standing, they see him on the ground with bloody shrapnel wounds covering his face and body. Sally runs over to him, feeling his neck for a pulse she says, “He’s gone. The explosion blew out shrapnel like a hand grenade, tore his face and upper chest apart.”

Zack, feeling sick asks, “Do you think he suffered?”

Sally whispers, “Most likely. I wonder how many more are going to die tonight.”

Zack shakes his head, “It’s not tonight I’m worried about. I’m worried about tomorrow and the day after. When this story spreads across the country, others are going to take matters into their own hands. We’re soon going to be knee deep in blood.”

@@@@@

President Jackson looked at the images of the destruction, he looked at the images of the rows of bodies. Tears rolled down his cheeks seeing at the 3D images of the three men hanging on crosses in Knoxville. He turned to his staff saying, “I’ve had enough. The country has had enough, the pressure has built so high that the lid is already blowing off. If we don’t take control of the situation, we’re going to have rows of dead in every city and town. I won’t allow senseless death. I won’t allow more suffering like those brave three. I won’t accept any more beheadings because someone worships a different holy book. America was founded on religious freedom. We’re going to have religious freedom here again if it’s the last thing we do.”

George looks at the former President, “Mr. President, may I speak very frankly?”

“George, you’re a full member of the team, speak, say whatever’s on your mind.”

“Sir, the people of America make up the militias which are trying to fight the Muslims. We’ve been fighting them for four months. We’ve been winning some and losing some. Unless you’re ready to go public and ask the military to join with the people they pledged to protect, this civil war is going to be very bloody. Mohmand’s Islamic troops are swelling in number every day. He told his foreign forces that coming to America is a holy Jihad for them. He has millions of Muslim supporters here. There are millions of people who rather not be bothered. They’ll happily sit on the sidelines as we kill each other as long as we don’t rock their normal daily plans. Millions are addicted their entertainment. They get their news from phony news sources which make fun of the real events. Americans are out of shape, most schools dropped gym class because it was seen as discrimination against overweight kids. Most kids live in the virtual reality generated by the 3D bio-feedback virtual reality world. Unless the battle against President Mohmand is one of their video games, they won’t pay it any attention. Even the thought of them giving up their virtual reality caused demonstrations in the tens of millions. Look at the impact Mohmand had on the kids, he killed a couple of hundred, they stopped playing for a few days only to have withdrawal sickness, they accepted the risks and went back to playing. We can’t count on them to come out of their rooms into the real world. Our schools teach that Islam is good, then they hide behind the constitution saying they can’t allow Jesus or any other forms of prayer into the classrooms. They say they're teaching Islam as part of history. The schools and the media are brainwashing our children, they are going to look at us as the ones in the wrong. We’re the ones attacking a peaceful people for selfish reasons.”

“George, what about the beheadings and crucifixions? Didn’t they break through the kid’s firewalled heads?”

Admiral Wright asks, “Mr. President, I’m sorry to say, no. Most never saw them. The media tried to cover up both events as best they could. They said their systems were hacked, what was presented, were images from a new video game. Mr. President, are you prepared to accept the high levels of dead a civil war is going to cause?”

“Admiral, I don’t want to see American lives lost. However, if we don’t quickly take action, the damage to our core foundation may be unreversible. We may not be able to undo the damage or dislodge the foreigners who are swarming here.”

Ira, who’s on the secure communications line asks, “President Jackson, what does your future America hold for the Jews? My people want a commitment before they lend you their support. Many are scared, they don’t know who to trust. They don’t want to get caught in a trap supporting your war and have you turn on them afterward.”

“Ira, the Jewish community has been a strong cornerstone of America. There were Jewish members of the founding fathers. When we win, I promise that every religion will be free without discrimination to practice their faith in peace, without fear that others will kill them because they believe differently than their neighbor.”

George asks, “Mr. President, what about the Muslims? Will you allow them to continue their self-governing? Will you allow them to continue to have their own courts and legal system?”

The room is silent waiting for President Jackson’s response, “George, everyone, everyone will live under the same rules, everyone will operate in the same courts. We are a single country that will operate under a single legal system.”

Every head in the room and on the communication system nods in agreement. President Jackson says, “I’d like a secure teleconference with the leaders of the militias. We need the people to be on our side. Some of the militias have started fighting, some have remained in hiding while some are waiting for official orders. Those the Mohmand administration has identified have been classified as domestic terrorists.”

Jason interrupts saying, “Sir, we’ve heard rumors that President Mohmand is going to place domestic terrorists into domestic labor camps. He’s opening American concentration camps. The camps are being established by the types of different people he’s sending them. Some camps will be pure labor camps, some will be re-education camps and some, the worst are nothing more than death camps.”

President Jackson shakes his head saying, “Hitler’s ghost roams our country. This is another reason why we have to take action. We have a list of targets, let’s review them and start issuing orders.”

Chapter Fourteen

The word went out to America that the people have had enough. U.S. Citizens refused to accept a state religion being forced upon them. The people of America refuse to accept their current faiths being illegal. The American founding fathers wrote the Second Amendment so the people of the new American nation would have the ability to protect themselves from a government who went against the wishes of the people.

In 2053, the people of America understood the need for the Second Amendment. In 2053 American citizens owned over 500 million firearms. Some had sufficient weapons to arm a small country’s military. A law on veterans owning firearms had gone back and forth for years. President Jackson’s Executive order allowing all veterans to own firearms entitled them to legally own firearms, some had taken their weapons with them when they left the service. Some vets had hidden collections acquired over their lifetime. Many of the current military members who resigned due to their disagreement with President Mohmand took their assault rifles and ammo home with them, which they used when they joined or formed their own militias. Most recent veterans had served in the Central and South American campaigns which pitted the US military against the heavily armed cartels. In 2022, the cartels took over the countries of Mexico, Colombia, and Panama. The cartels started the campaign when they crossed the Rio Grande attacking Texas families. The cartels attacked because President Elizabeth Warren legalized most drugs, declaring that drug laws were racist since most of those arrested for drug use were minorities. By legalizing drugs, she deeply cut into the cartel’s income. They retaliated by invading Southern Texas. The fighting along the border was very heavy, it went back and forth for months. President Warren refused to authorize the military to enter the battle saying it was simply a case of misplaced confused people who were expressing their frustrations by not being able to find a high paying job. Texas was defended by the Texas Rangers, militias, and armed citizens. Most were led by retired veterans from the Middle East campaigns which lasted into the 2020s. The cartel threatened to use a WMD against America if Senator Daniel Jackson was elected President. The cartels didn’t want Senator Jackson elected because he promised to send the US military to destroy the cartels, even if it meant following them to their home countries. The cartel exploded a small dirty bomb at the Alamo in San Antonio, Texas on the evening of Senator Jackson’s election. President Warren told the country she wasn’t going to respond in kind because she didn’t want to harm innocents. In the two months between Senator Jackson’s election and inauguration the cartel was able to advance all the way to Austin where they were stopped by eight Texan militias, numbering over ten thousand people. There was a heavy loss of life on both sides.

President Jackson’s first act was to authorize the US Military to enter the fight against the cartels. The US crossed the border into Mexico and went all the way south into Columbia. The battles lasted six years before the military and President Jackson and the cartels reached a cease-fire. President Jackson authorized the Air Force to drop a very small nuclear weapon on a cartel rallying location to pay them back for the attack on the Alamo. Remember the Alamo again was used by the military to fight Hispanics who’d crossed the Rio Grande River. Today those veterans form the leadership of most of the militias that have been fighting against the Mutaween and President Mohmand’s DHS black-shirted shock troops. The militias promised themselves they were going to stop innocents from being beheaded or crucified again.

The first outbreak between President Mohmand’s religious troops and the people, after President Jackson released his forces to battle the Islamic regime, took place at the Miami, Florida Holocaust memorial park. Students, workers, churchgoers, and just average people gathered at the outdoor park to hear Spanish and English speakers talk about how to live together. Priests, Roman Catholic Bishops, Jewish Rabbis and Southern Baptist ministers sat together on the stage. They took turns at the podium talking about God’s love for all men and women.

Suddenly, people sitting in the rear of the plaza noticed hundreds of Mutaween dressed head to toe in black advance towards the crowds. The large crowd began to panic when they saw the Mutaween waving their instruments of punishment, canes, and whips, above their heads as they marched toward the plaza. The men of God on the stage asked for calm and requested the crowd to not panic. They reiterated that love and forgiveness would conquer all of their differences. The banner over the stage said, “Love and forgiveness are the answer.”

Unseen by the people in the plaza or the Mutaween were sixty Miami militia members waiting along Dade Blvd. just in case the Mutaween or other members of President Mohmand’s armed forces arrived. The militia leader told his people to take up position. They are well armed and well practiced with their AR 15s. When the Mutaween is two hundred yards away, the militia leader lifts a megaphone, “Attention, attention Mutaween. Stop where you are. Today’s program is peaceful. We have a permit for the gathering. Please back off and allow us to hold our meeting. If you leave now, no harm will come to you, if you continue, you will all die.”

The Mutaween start to run towards the park screaming “Allah Akbar.”

The militia leader says, “Crap, they’re not slowing down, they’re speeding up. I guess anyone that practices any other religion is a crime to them. Aim, and make ready to fire. Is everyone ready for this? I won’t stand here and allow these assholes to behead any of us again.”

The militia nods they’re ready. All are in the prone position, with rifles loaded and cocked.

The militia leader yells, “Mutaween, stop or we’re going to open fire!”

“Allah Akbar.”

“Fire!”

The militia opens fire on the advancing Mutaween. The front row is cut down in midstride. The militia is surprised when they draw return fire from a squad of French soldiers who were following the Mutaween.

“Left half of you keep firing at the Mutaween, right half take down the French troops. Fire, fire at will.”

Four minutes after the first round was fired, the battle is over. The street is covered with wounded or dead black-clad and tan uniformed bodies. Three of the militia have been wounded. The crowd that was listening to the message of love and forgiveness is shocked by the short, violent battle. Two of the clergy leave the stage walking to the militia’s position. The Roman Catholic Bishop looks around, “My son, what happened here?”

“Bishop, the Mutaween would have beheaded some of you, they would have punished everyone who was in attendance. There was a squad of French troops behind the Mutaween.”

“My son, the Lord God doesn’t want us killing each other in his name.”

“Bishop, he might not be happy about it, however, they would have killed most of you. It’s our duty to protect as many of you as possible.”

“My son, our Lord God, will protect us.”

“Bishop, he may protect you when you’re in his kingdom, right now, we’re closer to Satan’s kingdom than God’s. You saw the images of the beheadings and the crucifixions. Is that how you want to end your life?”

“I place my trust in the lord’s hands.”

“I’ll help myself until the Lord returns to help all of us out of this crazy situation.”

“My son, you have to learn to place your trust in our Lord.”

“Bishop, I place my trust in my people having my back, in our Lord Jesus and my rifle.”

“Do you think the Mutaween would have really harmed or killed us?”

“Yes, their eyes were filled with hate, they undoubtedly hate us. I think even if we converted, they would still hate us. I suggest you pack up your event and leave before their reinforcements arrive. Once they realize we killed all of their initial troops, they’ll come after us with fire in their eyes. If they weren’t going to kill us before, they will now.”

“My son, surely they wouldn’t have harmed us. They had no reason to do us any harm.”

“Bishop, the only reason they needed was you’re not Muslim. Anyone who is an infidel is at constant risk. They think they can do anything they want to an infidel. I suggest the next time you want to hold a joint prayer meeting, don’t request a permit and don’t hold your prayer meetings in public.”

“Based on that, thank you for being here and helping the Lord protect us.”

“Bishop, I’d suggest you tell your Jewish partner that he and his flock need to go into hiding. We’ve seen many examples of the Mutaween beating, killing and selling as slaves members of the Jewish religion. They need to be very careful.”

“Rabbi Goldberg informed me the JDL is supplying Jewish families with weapons. I can’t imagine what good that’s going to do.”

“They’re going to greet anyone who comes for them with a rifle. I think once a few of the Mutaween are taken out by a Jewish family they may pause. Giving them a hot lead welcome will slow them down.” Said the smiling militia leader. If they had met the Germans with hot lead, many more might have survived the Second World War.”

@@@@@

Abdul is growing more concerned as he reviews the incoming reports. 83 Mutaween have been murdered in the previous twenty-four hours. He types a note to the Secretary of Home Land Security ordering him to increase their protection of the Mutaween. When he finishes the email, he sends another to Saudi Arabia requesting that as soon as possible additional Mutaween be sent to America. He sends his apologies for the wasted Mutaween, he explains that America is a land filled with unruly heavily armed children that need the strict hand of the religious police to help them accept Allah’s ways.

Saudi agrees, they load a 787 with 200 Mutaween bound for America when the plane is over the Med it mysteriously disappears from radar. The Saudi leadership doesn’t know what happened to their plane. They send another to replace the one they assume failed due to a mechanical problem. The second plane also disappears from radar in almost the same position as the first. Saudi Arabia sends two fighters to investigate what happened, both fighters also mysteriously drop off of radar without a trace causing concern in the Saudi Ministry of Defense. Unknown to the Saudi military, their planes were shot down by a stealth anti-air missile fired from a US Navy destroyer.

@@@@@

President Mohmand is reviewing similar reports, he calls his Chief of Staff, “Abdul, what’s the story with the military? Is the strike over?”

“Mr. President, the military is still on lock down on their bases. The strike looks like it’s going to end soon. Sir, we are experiencing another problem with the military.”

“What other problem?”

“Sir, many are submitting their resignations.”

“How many is many?”

“Mr. President, as of this morning, just under 65% of the military has submitted their resignation.”

“Abdul, what do you mean that 65% of the military is resigning? How is this possible?”

“Sir, we have an all-volunteer military, they can enlist and as long as they put in at least two years, they can resign at any time.”

“Draft an Executive order stopping them from resigning. If the crazy militias continue their attacks, we’re going to need the military to crush the militias.”

“Sir, the military can’t legally operate within the country’s borders.”

“Get the stupid Senate to change the law. Have you seen the number of Mutaween we’ve lost in the past few days?”

“Yes sir, I’ve already sent a request for additional Mutaween be sent to us ASAP. I’ve received a report back that the first two flights, each holding 200 experienced Mutaween disappeared from Saudi Radar over the Mediterranean.”

Before the men can continue their eyes are drawn to their left, they see a flash of light that lights up the entire horizon and skyline. It’s followed by an explosion which shakes the White House. President Mohmand says, “What the hell was that?”

Before President Mohmand gets an answer, the Oval Office doors are pushed open. Four secret service agents rush to grab him, they drag him yelling to the armored elevator which takes him to the underground White House bomb shelter and situation room. “What’s happening?”

“Mr. President, there was a simultaneous explosion on every bridge across the Potomac, D.C. is cut off from Virginia and Maryland. Each bridge went down at the same moment. They were truck bombs. Somehow someone got trucks into position on every crossing at just the right time.”

“How did someone pull that off? How did someone manage to take down every bridge? What does this mean to us?”

The lead secret service agent looks at the President, “Sir unless we find a way to bring food into the city, it’s going to starve to death. Everything the city consumes is brought into it. We grow nothing. Every bite of food has to be imported. Whoever did this may be planning on starving us out. Mr. President, Marine One will be here in seven minutes, it will take you to Mount Weather where you will be more secure.”

“What about my staff?”

“They will follow in other helicopters, our first responsibility is your safety.”

The agent’s earbud comes to life, he raises his right hand to let everyone know he’s listening to a message. His face drains of all color. He spins around saying, “Condition RED, lock the shelter. No one in or out. Lock down the White House.”

President Mohmand looks at the agent, “What’s going on?”

“Sir, Marine One was brought down when it reached the river.”

“Agent, accident or intentionally brought down?”

“Mr. President, it was intentional, surface to air missiles. None of our defenses worked against them. Sir, the tower at National Airport was just attacked. The airport is closed.”

“Send another Marine helicopter make sure it’s escorted by fighters. Find out who’s attacking us. What’s their end game?”

“Mr. President, we don’t know.”

@@@@@

The Mutaween, supported by foreign troops launch surprise predawn attacks on the homes of eleven militias. Six hundred people are killed or arrested when their front doors are broken down without warning in the middle of the night. More than thirty homes are set on fire and burned to their foundations when the militia member inside was prepared for the break in. Three militia training camps are destroyed by an attack carried out by F35s. The pilots were told they were attacking a domestic terrorist training camp that was planning strikes on America. The NSA broke the radio codes used by the militias, there weren’t enough scrambling devices available to supply everyone who wanted one. Anyone without the device quickly finds they’re locked out of the internet and Mohmand’s troops are on their way to attack or arrest them. Warnings and alarms spread to other militias telling them to escape as best they can.

Admiral Wright informs President Jackson, “Sir, the militias are getting pounded. Any without the scrambler is already in the shitter. Sir, we need support, support only the military can supply.”

“Admiral, will the military respond or will they sit this one out? Are they going to remain on strike?”

“Mr. President, if you give the order, they will respond.”

“Admiral, the order is given, may God have mercy on my soul for starting a civil war that’s going to cost so many lives. My legacy is going to be starting the second civil war.”

“Mr. President, you didn’t start the war, you’re going to end it in the only way it can be ended. If we lose, the world loses. We’re the world’s last hope for freedom. If we go down, the world will enter a new dark age.”

Chapter Fifteen

President Jackson says, “I’m prepared to lay down my life to fight the injustice President Mohmand has brought to this great country. It’s time we “Cry havoc and release the dogs of war.” General, Admiral, you are both ordered to take our great country back from the invaders who have landed upon our shores to enslave our people. You are released to enact total war against the invaders.”

Admiral Wright looks at President Jackson, “Sir, total war?”

“Admiral, no WMD unless they are used against the people or our forces first. Otherwise, your handcuffs are removed. Remove their boots from our people’s necks. Push the invaders into the sea and free our people. We are fighting for America on our own soil. General, you can say, we’re fighting for the soul of America.’

“Sir, with pleasure.”

President Jackson looks at General Broad, “General, the word is given. We need to get CAP (Combat Air Patrol) up as soon as possible. The sooner we control the skies, the better our chances.”

“Sir, Naval Air Station Fort Worth reports they are ready to launch CAP fighters. They have rebuilt 150 F14 Tomcats from the boneyard plus 200 F16 Vipers and 50 B1 bombers.”

“They’ve been very busy, General, No Raptors or Eagles? By the way, how are we paying them for this?”

Admiral Wright smiles saying, “Mr. President, Raptors, and Eagles, are about two weeks out. The Lockheed factory at Criswell is rebuilding the planes as quickly as possible. They are working 24/7. The Lockheed board approved the funding, they assume once the war is won, the government will figure a way to pay them.”

“Admiral, General, excellent job. Please arrange a call with their Chairman and myself. I want to personally assure him he made the right decision. Now, I think it’s time we determine who’s on our side and who’s against us in the military. And we get rid of the stupid military union.”

Both senior officers smile, Admiral Wright, says, “Mr. President, more than 85% of the military is with us. Close to 65% have submitted their resignation and left their bases with their weapons. President Mohmand issued an Executive order rescinding their ability to resign. Those who didn’t yet resign are in a turmoil what to do. This base, Pendleton, Camp Lejeune, Quantico plus the Army Forts, Irwin, Bragg, Benning, Gordon, Stewart, Campbell, and Lewis are all behind us. They are going to be the core bases from which we fight the invaders.”

“General, what about the Air Force? Lockheed is rebuilding planes, I’m sure pilots won’t be a problem, but we’re going to need runways and support people, plus the weapons those planes carry. We’re going to need the Air Force’s support or we’ll lose the war. There’s no way we can win if we don’t have full control of the air.”

General Broad says, “Sir, Air Force General Henry should arrive within an hour, he’s told us he is bringing us good news.”

“Gentlemen, what forces is Mohmand able to field against us?”

Admiral Wright sighs saying, “Mr. President, Mohmand has over two million federal agents between the DHS, Mutaween, DEA, ATF, and then they're his foreign troops that are landing every hour. Washington is awash in different colored uniforms, they all share a common shoulder tab, the black and green flag of Islam. Intel says, two hundred thousand are either in the country or in transit. Mohmand can also count on the large Muslim population here to fight for him. While our troops fight each other, our people are going to be fighting for their own towns and cities.”

“General, you’re saying we’re going to have a civil war that makes the previous one pale in comparison aren’t you?”

“Mr. President, I’m sorry to say we are. We’re going to be fighting over who’s God is God. Logic isn’t going enter this war. It going to be a war based on emotion and beliefs. It’s going to be bloody. Our streets and rivers are going to run red with blood from both sides.”

“General, I’ve heard too many soldiers and officers on opposite sides’ say God is on their side. I pray he’s on our side in this war.”

General Broad lowers his head in respect, his voice lowers to a whisper, “Mr. President, many are saying when the Knoxville three died on the cross, God was unhappy, he sent lightning to rip the skies of Knoxville open. People are saying the rain was his tears, it rained in Knoxville for three days. Christians and Jews have come together as people of the Book. They view the storm as a message from God. The underground media is saying that some of the people are painting red crosses on their chests and foreheads. They are calling themselves the last crusaders.”

“General, all we need right now is for the Muslim’s to think we’re starting another crusade. They haven’t forgotten the last one which took place over a thousand years ago. Mohmand will call our civil war a holy Jihad, he’ll tell every Muslim that it’s their sacred duty to fight the infidels, infidels who are our people; Christians and Jews, and other smaller religions who are free to worship their God in our USA. This little war of ours could develop into a third world war. A world religious war that sets the entire world on fire.”

“Mr. President, we agree. We’re very concerned that Mohmand will set the entire world on fire. Sir, he has already told the world that serving on Allah’s side in America is a holy Jihad. It’s the duty of every Muslim to fight for Allah. We think he’ll welcome the coming war so he and his handlers in Mecca will rule the world. They want the world to operate under Sharia law. They’ll do anything they have to in order to accomplish their goals. Sir, they are invading us, we’re not invading our own country.”

“General, I agree. We have to be quick and careful, we have to accept that the war will quickly expand. I have a call at 1500 hours with the Prime Minister of Israel. They may be our only ally in the upcoming war.”

“Mr. President, what about Canada or the UK?”

“Mr. President, her Majesties government is trying to hold their own county together. There are riots every night between their Muslim and non-Muslim people. Entire sections of London have been burning for six days. I think the only thing we can count on the UK for is moral support. Canada wishes to stay neutral so their Muslim population doesn’t burn the country down. Mexico in an almost funny reversal is expanding and finishing the wall between us to keep American refugees out of Mexico. After our last invasions of Mexico and Central America, they want to be left alone. They worry that no matter which side they back, when our war ends they’ll get hurt again. This time they want nothing more than to be left alone.”

President Jackson laughs so hard over Mexico building a wall to keep Americans out he has tears running down his cheeks. “General, that was really a good one. Who would have thought Mexico would be finishing the wall we’ve left in pieces for forty years. That’s the best story I’ve heard in over ten years. I thank you for that. I needed to find a way to release my pent-up tension.”

“Mr. President, we might get help from the Chinese, who have a vested interest in stopping the Muslims. Russia won’t lift a finger to help us, they want to see us weakened. We have to guard against them potentially invading us while we’re in the middle of a civil war.”

“General, where and when do you think Khrushchev will make his move?”

“Sir, the where is Alaska, they’ll take over our oil and all of the mineral mines. Alaska will also give Khrushchev a foothold in North America. The Canadians aren’t going to stop him, they don’t even have a serious enough military to be a speed bump to the Russians. Sir, the when is when he sees both sides locked in battle. If I were planning the invasion, I’d keep my forces ready so when we and Mohmand are at our weakest, I’d make my move. He knows Mohmand and you will never join forces for any reason. Hence, he won’t have to worry about facing our combined might. He can sit back and wait for us to bludgeon each other before he makes his move.”

“Shit. He could pull it off too. We have to keep a reserve force ready to block any moves Khrushchev makes. General, what’s the status of the country's strategic forces?”

“Mr. President, per President Obama’s executive orders, they weren’t allowed to unionize. They are still on alert, the biggest issue we face is who will they follow? Mohmand has the nuclear football, you have their moral support. If they follow their orders, they will ignore anything you say to them. Sir, remember, our strategic forces were trained to almost blindly follow orders. They had to, we wanted them to launch weapons of mass destruction without thinking about the ramifications of doing so.”

“General, you don’t think they would launch weapons against their own people do you?”

“Mr. President, remember, they don’t know their targets. They could launch thinking they are launching against a country that has already launched against us. The weapon’s systems target list is automatically downloaded into their guidance systems. The crew doesn’t do anything with regard to targeting except for the missile submarines which have very limited bandwidth. We supply the boats data chips which they upload into their Tridents based on the code word they receive. We removed them from the loop so they wouldn’t know who they were launching against. We feared if they knew their targets they wouldn’t launch.”

“Do you have any other good news for me?”

“Sir, I’m sorry, but I’m out of good news.”

Jason knocks saying, “Mr. President, we have the Pope on line one, sir, our side is secure, his isn’t.”

“Hello, this is Daniel.”

“Hello Daniel, do you know my voice?”

“Yes. Sir, I’d like to suggest something, I’d like to send one of my staff to visit you with a small gift. It’s a gift with great sentimental value to me. I’d like you to have it.”

“Daniel, thank you, I’m sure I will treasure it.”

“Jason, send Bradley to Rome with one of the devices so the Pope and I can have a secure discussion.”

An F15 D, two-seat fighter takes Bradley to Rome where the small box chained to his left wrist is opened by the Pope’s chief of Staff. He withdraws a small black plastic device. Smiling, “I thought it would have been larger.”

Smiling, Bradley says, “Everyone says the same thing.”

A select group watches as the device is plugged in and tested, the LEDs light green as the Vatican drops off the grid and is now secure. Bradley pings President Jackson, “Sir, the device is installed and working.”

“Thank you, how was the ride?”

“May I please return commercial? Even coach in a middle seat is better than riding in the back of a fighter flying supersonic and needing to refuel twice.”

Laughing, President Jackson says, “I’ll have Jason book you back. You’re going to have to take a grand tour so you don’t lead anyone here. It could take you a couple of weeks to return.”

“Sir, anything is better than sitting in that small seat being scared shitless.”

“Bradley, please arrange for the Pope and me to hold a video call in two hours.”

“Will do.”

Two hours later, the video link comes alive, “Mr. President how do you see and hear me?”

“Sir, very well, and you?”

“Excellent. I assume you wanted to have our discussion this way because a face to face meeting would have attracted too much attention from our friends in the Caliphate.”

“Correct. I want to bring you up to date on our plans to defeat the Caliphate. Sir, it’s going to cause a lot of problems with the Muslims around the world. I plan to threaten their very foundation.”

“Mr. President, as much as I don’t like violence, or threats, in this case, I think something drastic has to be done. Please try to limit any collateral damage. I’ll pray that no innocents are harmed. If there is anything my people can do to assist you, please let me know.”

“Your holiness, it would be a great assistance if your Cardinals, Bishops, and Priests told their congregations that they are going to have to help carry God’s banner in the fight against Islam. You’ve done it before.”

“Mr. President, I’m not going to call for another Crusade.”

“Your holiness, I wasn’t asking for another Holy Roman Army.”

“You didn’t directly ask, but you hoped. I will ask my people to speak about getting involved. However, I won’t go so far as asking my people to form an invading army.”

“I understand. I hope we won’t need to go that far.”

“I hope you are successful and we get to meet face to face again soon.”

“Thank you, your holiness. I look forward to seeing you again.”

@@@@@

Khrushchev smiled reading the intelligence reports from America. He thinks to himself, the fools are going to kill themselves for me. They’ll weaken their forces to the extent they won’t be able to stop me. Their military will soon enter the field of battle fighting themselves. My first step will be to annex Alaska, we can almost walk there. Their great oil reserves, gold, iron, and uranium, will soon be all ours. Even if I stop at Alaska, they will have to bargain with me for the minerals they need to keep their economy functioning. The fools should have paid attention to history. When I’m done, the black asses will be finished, as will America. The idiots are going to destroy themselves. This calls for a celebration. Our best vodka and the two blonds this evening.

@@@@@

There are heated discussions in America’s military barracks. Most of the soldiers, sailors and airmen are voting with their feet, they’ve refused their orders to deploy against Americans, most are against President Mohmand’s plans to convert America into an Islamic nation. Even most of the Muslim members of the military aren’t in favor of America’s conversion. Catholics, Jews, and Baptists are packing their personal belongings, they are also cleaning and packing their personal weapons. Within 24 hours of the order to stop their union strike and prepare to move into America’s cities, more than 65% of the military has submitted their resignation. They raised their right hand to swear allegiance to the United States Constitution and to the officers appointed over them. They signed up to place their lives at risk to protect the country they love. Not fight their fellow citizens. Many who want to resign, but weren’t quick enough find they’re caught by the President’s Executive order stopping them from resigning. Those who can’t resign start to do everything in their power to slow down the military’s progress.

Those supporting President Mohmand, the legally elected President, and their Commander in Chief, fight those who support the Constitution. Sergeants have to constantly break up fights between the enlisted, officers break up fights between NCOs. At least five hundred members of the military are shot or knifed in their own barracks. President Mohmand issues a rare direct order to the military to stop fighting and to prepare for deployment into America’s cities. He orders them to deploy to keep the peace and support the Mutaween. The personal order to prepare for action is too much for most, anyone who was on the edge is pushed over by President’s order. The most visible impact of President Mohmand’s order is the flood of resignation requests that drown the bases administrative offices, all are returned marked unapproved per the President’s executive order. The troops who wanted to resign are pissed off at being stranded in the military they no longer support, they get their revenge by ‘fragging’ over fifty officers.

Overnight the mighty US military is being reduced to a fourth world power. The US Navy finds itself with ships, but not crews, they only have the resources to man two battle groups out of the normal eleven. Navy ships are brought into port where they remain until new manning can be sorted out. Loyal sailors and their officers manage to steal ten fully armed destroyers. The captain just walked onto the ship followed by the crew, they filed forged orders and sailed away into the ocean.

President Jackson smiles reviewing the report from Admiral Wright. “Admiral, we’re rebuilding a new American military. We need more warships to block the shiploads of Muslim troops on their way to invade us.”

“Sir, you’re thinking of stealing the Navy’s ships?”

“Admiral, why not? If the ex-sailors want to join the real Navy, why can’t we smuggle them onto the ships and sail them out to sea? Didn’t a captain just do that with a destroyer? What can’t we arrange to help a lot of sailors to go back to sea?”

“Sir, there’s the issue of supplies and fuel.”

“Admiral, those are easily taken care of with the correct forms. If anyone knows how to end run paperwork, it’s you.”

“Sir, I’m proud I resemble that remark. I’ll see what I can arrange.”

“Admiral, do we have any reports of the initial contact between the two forces?”

“Mr. President, the initial contacts haven’t gone well. While we have the numbers, the militias lack the organization and many are untrained. The vets in leadership positions can’t do everything, there are too many armed citizens who picked up their rifles to attack the Muslims thinking they were going to give up like the Iraqis did in the first Gulf War. They soon learned the troops Mohmand imported are battle hardened. Armed citizens without training are falling everywhere. The only time they’re winning is when they are able to pull off a surprise attack. The Mutaween is easier targets, many of the militias are focusing only on them. A few are targeting any Muslim they locate.”

“How many people have we lost?”

@@@@@

A convoy of Mutaween and foreign troops is driving along Interstate 80 West towards Des Monies, Iowa. The men inside the buses are happy, they’re looking forward to arriving at their new base in West Des Monies. Most have heard jokes about farmer’s daughters, they’re looking forward to seeing for themselves if the stories are true. Just to the east of Newton, Iowa, which is a small farming community, the convoy pulls into a rest stop so the troops can stretch their legs and use the restrooms. Unknown to the convoy, the Iowan Militia is dug in at the rest stop, they’d planned on attacking the convoy as it passed them on Interstate 80. They’re surprised to see the convoy pulling into the rest stop. Their leader thinks, shit, they’re going to be pulling in behind our positions, we planned on hitting them as they passed, we can’t reposition without them seeing us. We’ll have to hit them as they enter.

When the first bus exits the interstate to the rest stop the militia opens fire, they should have waited until all of the buses were in the restricted parking lot before they gave away their positions. The rear buses saw the gun flashes and pulled onto the interstate shoulder, their troops quickly unloaded, some advanced to encircle the militia. The militia is surprised by the attack, they missed the fact that another group of Mutaween stopped further down the Interstate, they engaged the militia from their rear while they are engaged in the initial attack. The militia is unable to withdraw, they are outnumbered and outgunned, the militia is quickly overrun and wiped out. The Muslims don’t leave a single militia member alive.

Similar attacks take place in North Carolina, Georgia, four attacks in Pennsylvania, three in Vermont and six in Upper New York State. In each case, the militias are wiped out. They had dug in, planning on fighting a fixed battle, the Muslims fought a battle of movement, they swarmed the militia’s fixed positions. The Muslims attacked from all points of the compass. They hit the militias with overwhelming numbers. In three cases, the Muslims stood back just out of rifle range while they lobbed mortar rounds at the militia’s positions. The militias thought God was on their side, they thought they couldn’t lose, they thought they were going to easily trap the Muslims, who would run away from a fight with real Americans. They were surprised when they became the trapped. It became clear that war is an art form that requires training and practice.

The media covered the militia attacks by saying small groups of infidels tried to attack peace-loving, faithful Muslims, who were on their way to pray. No mention of any battles was made, no mention of the word militia was found anywhere except for the forums hosted by friendly countries that had access to the scrambling devices. The EIBLAZE network tried to warn people that the Muslim fighters shouldn’t be taken for granted, they should be treated as an invading army under very competent leadership. A post is made on every forum, “Forget the images of Iraqi’s surrendering to news reporters and drones, forget the images of Muslims, who ran at the sound of gunfire. We’re being invaded by a battle-tested, battle proven enemy who enjoys killing us. Many of the invading troops are from ex-NATO countries. The only way we can save America is to drive the invaders off our land. Remember what General George Patton said, “The object of war is not to die for your country but to make the other bastard die for his.”

Militias, you’re making a mistake, you’re trying to fight from fixed fortifications. Patton told us, "Fixed fortifications are monuments to man's stupidity." Militias, you’re not learning from history. You’re dying for nothing. You’re throwing your lives away. Learn from the great generals of history. Learn from those who have fought before. Learn how the enemy fights. Learn all you can about your enemy, once you learn all there is to know about them, you will learn how to defeat them. Stop throwing your lives away.”

Militias across the country are depressed at the number of their lost members. They’ve begged for help, they’ve gone to the military to beg for assistance. Many members who joined thinking this was going to be and quick and easy battle left. Any militia member caught by the Mutaween is crucified. Towns across America have roads lined with bodies rotting on their crosses, their decaying bodies a message to all who try to oppose the invaders. The media ignores the battles, they blame the militias for the attacks, they accuse the militias of making it impossible for peace between infidels and Muslims.

While the battles between the two forces go on every day, tens of thousands are chased out of their homes, tens of thousands are sold into slavery. Many young girls are sold into prostitution. Since prostitution is technically illegal, the girls are married in quickie services to different ‘husbands’ every night. A prostitute gets paid, the young sex slaves get nothing as a wife. They can’t claim rape since they’ve been legally married.

Most of the cities and towns across America didn’t want to become an ‘Islamic Zone’, the people in these areas just wanted to be left alone, they wanted to live their lives without outside interference. Except for the very liberal coasts and large cities, most people did care about religion, they wanted to keep the one they were raised in. Most tried to turn a deaf ear and a blind eye to Mohmand’s growing push for America to be an Islamic country. They tried to ignore what was happening around their homes and jobs. They tried to think this really wasn’t happening here, it couldn’t be happening in America. When the Mutaween took their neighbors, they justified it as they must have done something to cause it. When the Jews were taken, they thought the Jews deserved whatever they got for being different. When the Mutaween and foreign troops started arriving in every American city. The average person started to rethink their positions. They watched their co-workers and friends arrested. Those arrested were either beheaded, crucified, stoned to death or sold as slaves to serve their new masters. Muslims became America’s new ruling class. Almost two hundred years after Abraham Lincoln issued his presidential order, the Emancipation Proclamation in 1863 slavery returned to America. The new slaves were sold based on their religion versus skin color.

Outside of the Islamic zones, gangs of teenage boys roam the streets looking for girls and women who in their opinion are dressed improperly. Improperly being defined as showing bare arms, any length skirt that is above their knees, any top that allowed the tops of their breasts to show. The women and girls they locate are chased, when caught they are raped and brutalized by the gangs. Many are held down while one of the teens cuts her face. The cutting is to scar them so they want to cover their faces. The young men decide if the American whores don't cover themselves, they’ll scar them and beat them so they cover themselves out of embarrassment. Some of the young women have acid thrown at them, horribly disfiguring them.

Any woman who attempts to file a police report is sent to the Mutaween, who informs them if they don’t have four adult male witnesses they are to blame for inciting the young men and will be punished. The young women who demand their rape be reported to the police are taken into custody by the Mutaween. Twice a month women are punished, most are stoned for admitting to having sex out of wedlock or for committing adultery since some of the men who raped them are married. No woman who is arrested by the Mutaween escapes unharmed. Anyone who breaks one of the numerous Islamic laws is publicly punished. A criminal who harms a Muslim is punished in the same manner they did cause harm to their victim. A man who stabs someone is stabbed in return. Someone who causes a fire that kills Muslims is chained in a metal cage where they are covered with gasoline and set on fire. The Muslim justice system is literal in taking an “eye for an eye.”

Gangs post signs in neighborhoods stating: “Attention, you are entering a Muslim neighborhood. Alcohol, swine foods, and dogs, are not permitted. Girls and women must dress in a conservative manner, with no bare skin showing. Images of Allah, or Mohmand his messenger, are not permitted. Anyone caught breaking our rules will be punished.” The gangs roam the streets looking for anyone who breaches their rules. They firebomb bars that serve alcohol, and restaurants who serve forbidden ham and pork. The firebombing always happens when they are full of customers. Thousands are burned alive when the gangs lock the screaming, begging customers inside the burning buildings. The gangs are rewarded by the Mutaween for doing Allah’s work, usually with gold coins which excite others to form religious policing gangs.

@@@@@

The militias win battles when they’re able to surprise or trap the Mutaween in their offices. Hundreds of offices are burnt to the ground. They strike six slave markets when they arrive as buyers looking over the property, they free the victims who were going to be sold into slavery while also killing the buyers. The militias use IEDs and pipe bombs against the Mutaween, the Mutaween quickly forgot about how deadly IEDs can be. Hundreds of Mutaween are injured by the simple to make IEDs. Militias wire their homes with homemade explosives, if anyone breaks into the Militia’s homes without the owner’s permission, the home, and the invaders are turned into thousands of small pieces.

@@@@@

President Jackson looks at the images of the burning restaurants; the lines of burned bodies the Mutaween display as a warning to the population that punishment awaits those who don’t follow Allah’s laws. President Jackson looks at Jason saying, “This has reached the point where doing nothing is doing something. Where ignoring this evil is the same as doing evil. I can’t believe the media is ignoring these incidents. When this is over, we’re going to make them pay for crimes against the people. They will be tried for crimes against humanity, similar to the Nuremburg Trials at the end of the Second World War.”

“Sir, the media isn’t ignoring the burnings, they are reporting that the fires were caused by the improper preparation of the food. They’re saying the heavy grease and fat of the unhealthy pork and ham caught fire. They’re reporting that some restaurants kept hidden supplies of banned ham. The media is saying the customers didn’t want to leave because they craved their unhealthy ham and pork.”

“You’ve got to be to kidding me! The grease caught fire, and the diners wouldn’t leave because they couldn’t resist their desire for ham? Who the hell believes this crap?”

“Mr. President, many of the people are buying it. Mohmand’s approval ratings are on the rise.”

President Jackson shakes his head in disbelief, he sadly looks at his Chief of Staff. “Maybe the people deserve what they’re getting and what they’ll get in the future. Maybe we should pack up and leave. We’ll find a new home, resettle another country. We can start over where the people appreciate their hard-won freedoms.”

“Mr. President, where are we going to find another country that has enough open space to take all of the people who want to leave? How do we know Mohmand will allow us to leave? Look what he’s doing to those who refuse to convert. He’s either killing them or turning them into slaves. Even girls as young as seven are sold as sex slaves. Sir, seven. How can we accept this? Isn’t it our duty to protect our people? Did your oath end when your term of office ended?”

Sighing, President Jackson turns to face his CoS, “Jason, as I look at these reports, I keep coming up with the same conclusion, no matter how much I don’t like it, not all of the people can be saved. Many wasted their education, they only hear sound bites and don’t do any research on the facts. Hell, too many of our people get their news from comedy programs. Comedy programs, for Christ’s sake. Nothing more than performers making fun of the day’s news stories. We did something wrong. As their elected leader, I let the people down, I failed in my duties as President.” President Jackson leaned back in his chair, he closed his eyes shaking his head. Jason saw tears in the corners of the President’s eyes. Jason stood silently realizing he couldn’t, no one could lift the burden from the President’s shoulders. His thoughts are interrupted by the secure phone ringing, Jason lifts the handset, “President Jackson’s office, this is the Chief of Staff speaking.”

“Jason, this is secret service senior agent John Fleming, we’ve succeeded in moving the President’s wife and son into the mountain. They will be safe there from even a direct nuclear strike.”

“John, thank you for calling, I’m sure that will lift a huge burden off the President.”

President Jackson opened his eyes and leaned forward asking, “Was that the secret service? Do they have news about Janice and Robert?”

“Yes sir, senior agent John Fleming just reported that your wife and son are safe inside the mountain.”

Smiling for the first time in days, President Jackson says, that’s the best news I’ve had since this whole mess started. I know they’re safe inside the mountain. Even Mohmand won’t be able to reach them there. Jason, please thank Agent Fleming for me.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Now, let’s plan our coordinated attacks. We have to get the militia’s to work with us or we’ll lose. According to the reports, they’ve lost almost every battle they’ve had with Mohmand’s troops. Jason, reach out to the forum groups and the websites with the scrambling devices, it’s time for them to start getting the truth out there. Let’s see if the Admiral has any new tricks up his sleeve which will enable us to hack the networks. Let’s see if we can get the militias to follow battle orders.”

“Sir, I suggest we hold discussions with Anonymous.”

“I agree if we knew how to contact them.”

“That’s the easy part since they monitor everything that hits the net, let’s post a request on different forums for a meeting.”

“We have nothing to lose, go ahead.”

Thirty minutes later the hologram in President Jackson’s office turns on by itself, a face wearing a Guy Fawkes mask appears. It hovers in the middle of the President’s office. The image’s eyes stare directly into President Jackson’s eyes. “Mr. President, you wanted to speak with us?”

A surprised President Jackson’s mouth opens, he looks at the face hovering in mid-air in the middle of his office, “I should have expected you to use this method to communicate with us.”

“We’re not communicating with any ‘us,' we’re communicating directly with you or no one. One of your staff is a spy. Before you tell us we’re wrong, think about the recent battles with the militias, isn’t it amazing how the government troops knew where the militias were located and the number of their forces? They had knowledge of the militia’s members, positions, and strength. The discussion about the spy can wait for another day. We received your message, we’re here per your request to talk. Other than you wanting our help in hacking the networks what else do you want to talk about? What are you willing to offer us in exchange for our assistance in overthrowing President Mohmand and his administration?”

“I guess you wouldn’t be a group of hackers if you didn’t already know what I’d like to speak about.”

“Mr. President, you want to show the people what’s really happening on Main Street. You want us to handle the hack for you. You want to shock the American people out of their melancholy, you want us to break through their virtual reality forcing them to have to face the reality of what Mohmand is doing. Have you considered the consequences when the people realize what’s happening to their neighbors and they could be next?”

President Jackson smiles, “I’m hoping they wake up and side with us against Mohmand and his plans.”

“Some might, some might decide it’s better to surrender than risk injury to themselves and their families, some might retreat further inside their make-believe worlds.”

“Which is why I want to shock them with what’s happening to their daughters.”

Guy Fawkes smiles, he nods his head responding, “We can do that. Are you sure you want to bring this into their living rooms? It’s going to make many sick. Not many are going to believe what they see, they will think it’s made up and computer generated like their favorite movies.”

“I think it’s the only way to wake them up. When can you hack the evening broadcasts and show them the truth?”

“Early Sunday night when the family is usually watching together. It’s going to be bad, be prepared for the repercussions. Some may try to get revenge as soon as our programming is complete. Many might die from acting in a stupid manner. Some might become suicide bombers thinking they have nothing left to lose. Make sure you are ready because the after effects won’t be pretty.”

“We’ll be ready.”

Guy Fawkes pauses in front of President Jackson, the President and the 3D image is face to face, Anonymous stares into his eyes, “Mr. President, we’re on the same side. We don’t want America to become a Muslim country with all of their controls and censoring. The damn religious police will shut down the internet locking us out. We can’t permit that to happen. We won’t permit it to happen. We will work with you given your agreement to leave the internet free and uncensored. If you turn against us, you will live to regret it. Some of us don’t trust you, some don’t trust any government bureaucrat. Your kind has a history of promising anything when you need something and as soon as you have what you want, you go back on your word. We have a message from our ruling council, President Jackson, we’re not intimidated by titles or people who think they are better than others because they were elected by a stupid number of people who usually sold their vote. You don’t scare us nor are we intimidated by you. Don’t even think about crossing us. We’ll know about it before you implement your plans. You can’t hide from us. We see everything on the web.”

“I have always supported a free and uncensored internet. If you see everything on net, you know I               keep my promises. My word is as binding as any contract.”

“We know, which is one of the reasons we are here talking with you.”

“I look forward to your shock to the nation’s system. I think we can be allies in this war.”

“Maybe in this war, after this war is over, remember who helped you. If you turn against us, we will remember it, we’ll make you pay.”

“You know my record, I always remember my friends.”

“We know or we wouldn’t trust you. If we didn’t trust you, we wouldn’t be here with you. We are Anonymous.”

Chapter Sixteen 

7:00 PM Sunday evening, a majority of American families watched the fourth update of the “Walt Disney Hour.” Five minutes into the Disney program and every other network broadcast including on the internet,  are interrupted by Anonymous. Guy Fawkes appears in everyone's living room. Anonymous says, “America, do you think you are immune to the Islamic takeover of your country. Do you think you can sit home and go along to get along with the Muslim leadership of the country? Do you think if you hide your crosses under your shirts that you’ll be left alone? Do you think this will pass when President Mohmand’s term ends and everything will return to normal? If you’re sitting in your living rooms nodding in agreement, you’re WRONG. The pressure on your family is going to increase. It’s going to impact each and every one of you and all the members of your family. The Muslim criminals are going to attack your families, they are going to turn your children against you. They are going to overturn hundreds of years of progress women have made, they are going to turn the clock back fifteen hundred years. Woman will be second class citizens, they will have no rights, they will not even be allowed to drive. A woman wearing pants in public can be arrested and stoned. They have already started with your young daughters. Do you think we’re making this up? Then look what’s happening in small towns in rural Iowa.” Guy’s image reduces in size until it’s a small face floating in the upper right hand of people’s vision. The main image blurs, when it clears, people see a female exam table, a young girl, no more than six is strapped to the table, she’s crying while trying to get off the table. Her legs are spread open and tied to the stirrups. A woman enters the exam room wearing a nurse uniform, she looks at a Mutaween,  who enters behind her saying, “You know what to do, now get started.” 

“Shouldn't we give her something for the pain?” 

“No, she is nothing, don’t waste the pain medication on her or any of the others waiting outside. Do it or I’ll have you take her place on the table.” 

The 3D image in America’s living rooms shows the nurse use a scalpel to remove the clitoral hood and her clitoral glans. The young girl’s screams shatter the peaceful Sunday evening. Millions watching lose their dinner, tears flow from millions of eyes for the screaming young girl who is hysterically crying while the nurse sews the wound to stop the bleeding. The image shifts to the line of young girls waiting in line outside the exam room, they’re shaking and crying while being guarded by armed female Mutaween, many have wet themselves from their fear. They hear the screams of their friend wondering what’s happening to her. The exam room fades out with the young girls’ crying echoing through viewer’s homes. Anonymous says, “This procedure is called genital mutilation, it’s done to young girls so later in life they won't have pleasure in sexual relations. Islam is the original terrorist religion against women. They see women as property. Women are to serve men, nothing more. America, this is happening in your elementary schools! The Mutaween bring the young girls to the exam table and nurses perform the operation. As you saw and heard, the poor girls aren’t given anything for the pain, they aren’t told what will happen to them, their parents aren’t consulted nor can they decide to approve the procedure or not.  The girls are removed from class and taken to the makeshift operating room where they are mutilated. America,  is this what you want to happen to your daughters? America,  when they finish with the young, they will come for your teens and wives. America,  Islam has declared war on our women. We’ve seen secret reports that within three years women won’t be allowed to hold jobs or drive without a male family member escorting them. Women won’t be able to leave their homes without a male relative escort. America, you have a very limited time to take action. If you want your old lifestyle back, if you want your freedoms restored then listen closely. Very soon, a major announcement will be made. An announcement that will tell you how to help change the road the country is traveling on. Is this the road of our future?” The 3D image of another young girl being strapped onto the exam table fills everyone’s living room. “Remember, this could be your daughter,  your sister or your wife. The time to act is coming, be ready to answer the call. Good night America.” 

The normal entertainment programming resumes at the moment where Anonymous hacked in. Homes all over America are filled with fear and anger. Many young children are shaking and crying over the vivid images they just witnessed. Millions of young daughters run into their parents’ arms pleading with them to save them from the bad people.  Parents are sitting in shock, many have turned pale, millions are in their bathrooms throwing up everything in their stomachs. America received a shock to their system that scared them to their core. 

President Jackson and his staff exchange looks around the conference room, “Ladies and gentlemen, I didn’t know what they planned on showing. If I’d known,  I would have tried to change their mind.” 

Jenny, whose face is very pale says, “Mr. President, as a woman with two daughters, I think I can speak for all parents, Mr. President, do everything in your power to stop these maniacs. Stop them before they do this to every one of our daughters. Stop them now. Kick their asses out of our country. Mr. President, what I say next is very unusual for me, sir, kill them, kill them all. They are evil. And, Mr. President,  the people needed to see this, I'm glad you weren't in the know, Americans need this uncensored wake-up call!” 

Everyone’s head nods in agreement. President Jackson nods in his understanding while looking at all of his advisors. He says, “Jenny, please prepare my statement, I’ll give it to America tomorrow night. Anonymous will break into all of the broadcast programs at 8:00 PM EST.” 

Bradley asks, “Mr. President, are we sure they can’t track our communications and target us here?” 

Admiral Wright smiles, saying, “Bradley, I’m sure everyone has the same concerns, I promise you, no one can trace our signals, not only is our IP address scrambled, we’re bouncing the signals all around the world and off of at least five birds in orbit. If by chance they did find us, we’re surrounded by surface to air missiles, thousands of tanks and 80,000 soldiers. The base will go on full alert two hours before the President’s speech.” 

General Border smiles saying, “Mr. President, everyone, no one gets on or off this base without my permission. We’re on Threatcon Delta, every soldier is armed and ready for whatever happens. We’re going to have fighters flying CAP before the President’s speech, in fact,  the Air Force is going to be flying CAP over most of the loyal military bases.” 

President Jackson says, “Admiral, General, thank you. Has anyone heard from our strategic forces?” 

Admiral Wright shakes his head, “Mr. President, we’ve heard from all but three of our new Shark class SSBN boats. There were eight at sea, five have checked in.” 

“Admiral, is there a chance the three boats were attacked by someone?” 

“Mr. President, the Shark class, is a major improvement over the Ohio class, even our own block XV Virginia-class boats can’t locate a Shark when she’s running in stealth mode. I don’t think they were attacked. My fear is the boats either are in the middle of a mutiny or they’ve sided with President Mohmand.” 

President Jackson looked at his military advisors, “If they’ve sided with Mohmand than we’re looking at 48 Trident III missiles targeted at our bases. If I remember correctly, each missile is loaded with four warheads, which is a total of 192 nuclear warheads.” 

Admiral Wright looks into President Jackson’s eyes, “Yes sir, I’m afraid you’re correct.” 

“Do we have anything that can intercept the warheads?” 

Admiral Wright says, “Mr. President, we have ships with anti-ballistic missiles off our coasts which were designed take down incoming birds, our own SAMs might be able to target the actual warhead from their penaids. We might have a chance, we also have twelve of the laser air denial systems, they should be able to take out a warhead. However, the warhead will be close to its target. The warheads nuclear material could land on the base.” 

“Admiral, how can we locate the three missing Sharks? Do we know where their patrol areas are? Can our submerged sound system locate the missing boats?” 

“Mr. President, the sharks were designed so they could run right over our submerged sound system, even we couldn’t hear them. The planners decided that of we couldn’t hear them then no one could. We ran many tests on the Sharks, we never located one when it activated its stealth mode.”

“Damn it, we’re screwed. I think we should spread some of our staff to other bases in case this one or another one is hit.” 

Admiral Wright nods, “Mr. President, I’ll make the arrangements.”  

@@@@@ 

Five hundred feet under the Atlantic Ocean the USS Tiger Shark (USS 824), the second boat in the new SSBN, Shark Class is cruising at a silent ten knots, she is for all intents and purposes invisible. Her Captain, US Navy Captain Helms reviewed his top secret message from the White House. He placed the orders on his small fold out desk and thought to himself, do I believe we’ve been invaded? I’ve never seen orders like this. I’m to prepare to fire my missiles against domestic targets. According to the backup information, domestic terrorists have taken over key military bases. They’re planning on turning our own weapons against our citizens. The message says the terrorists killed and replaced the senior base officers who are giving orders to attack our own people. The Army tried to attack the base, they were repulsed with heavy causalities. Supposedly the local troops were able to escape. I’m to launch a single missile to explode over the base. All of the missiles’ warheads are to explode at 5,000 feet spread over the base. The airburst will ensure the large base will be destroyed stopping their invasion from spreading. According to my orders, the invaders slipped across the Southern Border wearing US Army uniforms. They were able to drive right onto Fort Hood and take out the senior officers. My orders say I’m to launch at midnight ensuring everyone is on the base. I don’t trust the action order, I’m going to have them reconfirmed. Captain Helms picks up the handset hanging on the bulkhead over his desk, “Radio, captain please ask for reconfirmation of our action order.” 

“Captain, radio, sir?” 

“Radio, captain, yes, please get confirmation of our orders.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

Two minutes later, “Captain, Radio, we have received confirmation from HQ. Our action message is confirmed.” 

“Weps, Captain, please come to my cabin with the XO.”   

“Captain, Weps, aye sir, XO and I are to report to your cabin.” 

When the two officers arrive they knock on the bulkhead, Captain Helms says, “Come.” 

Both men enter the small cabin, Captain Helms hands them a copy of the boat’s orders and a copy of the confirmation. “What do you think?” 

The XO reads the orders twice, he looks at the confirmation and back to the orders, “Sir, I don’t know. I never heard of any plan where we would be tasked to release one of our birds against a US target, let alone a major base. I know this base, there must be 80,000 people there. One missile and its four warheads will kill all of them. How do we know they’re all terrorists? Sir, I know the orders have been confirmed, but sir, they're not logical. You’d think we’d have heard something on the comms channel about an invasion of Texas. Sir, I smell something rotten in these orders. It just doesn’t make sense. Have we picked up anything on the entrainment channels?” 

“XO, we’ve been ordered not to download the entrainment channels.” 

“Sir, isn’t that also strange? What bout the crew’s family grams?” 

“Also on the list we’re supposed to block.” 

The weapons officer looks up at this comment, “Sir, the navy’s never blocked family grams, even when the entire fleet was on DEFCON 2 alert, family grams continued to flow, maybe a little more censored, but they continued. The Navy knows the impact of the family messages to the crew. Sir, I have to agree with the XO, something about these orders doesn’t smell right.” 

Captain Helms looked at his two officers, “XO, are any of our boats or surface ships around?” 

“No sir, our usual attack boat escort went missing when we received our last order to change course. I don’t think our escort got the same message we did. Something very strange is going on.” 

“XO, I’d like to check what’s going on back home, launch a comms buoy to collect commercial broadcasts and see where the nearest undersea cables are, let's tap a few phone calls. I agree, something doesn’t seem right with these orders. We have only until 24 hundred hours to figure this out. They’ll expect us to go silent until we fire.” 

XO asks, “Sir, what do we tell the crew?” 

“I’ll tell them we’ve received a new training op. If we tell them our concerns, it will run through the crew worse than that liberty port call we had last year in Mexico.” 

XO and Weps smile remembering how most of the crew came down with severe diarrhea for three days. The boat just hovered in the ocean’s current until the crew got their ‘shit together.’ 

The Tiger Shark silently moves towards the known location of undersea cables while the radio room releases a communications buoy to collect signals that are transmitted to the boat. 

@@@@@ 

President Mohmand looks at his CoS, “Abdul, do you see any problems with our submarines firing at the bases?” 

“No sir, the messages were all sent from the nuclear release computer. Only one boat the Tiger Shark requested confirmation which the release computer automatically sent.” 

“Abdul, is it normal for the submarines to request a confirmation of their orders?” 

“No, however, it’s not every day they get an order to launch against their own country.” 

“Will they fire?” 

“Yes, they are the best trained in the world. They are drilled to follow launch orders without question.” 

“Then why did the Tiger Shark request confirmation?” 

“Mr. President, even the best-trained soldiers sometimes question orders.” 

“I don’t like it. See if we can locate the Tiger Shark and have an attack boat standing by to take her out of she doesn’t fire. I also thought our crews don’t know their targets, why does this captain know where his missiles are targeted?” 

“Mr. President, our submarine communications aren’t fast enough to carry the data to automatically load into the missile’s guidance systems. We have to send it in separate data packs. The submarine captain, XO, and weapons officer, have to know the GPS coordinates so they can be loaded into the missiles.” 

“Can the crews load different coordinates? Can they target us without permission?"  

“Sir, I’ll check, I don’t think so. I think the coordinates have to carry a code that is sent from the nuclear release computer.” 

“Abdul, please check, I’d hate for one of the launched missiles to land on our laps.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

@@@@@ 

General Broad’s red phone rings, “CIC Fort Hood.” 

“Listen closely to me, you are a target of a Trident launch, the boat was told you have been taken over by domestic terrorists. You’re planning on coordinating an invasion of the country. They are ordered to launch at midnight.” 

The caller hangs up before the General can say anything. The General presses the red alert button which sounds the alert klaxon that’s heard on the entire base. Everyone off the base receives an alert page/text to return ASAP for a RED ALERT. At the same time, the red lights in the ceilings of President Jackson’s buildings start flashing with their alarm klaxon screams. The flashing lights and alarm stop the President’s staff in mid-word or mid-step. General Border’s face lights up on President Jackson’s hologram generator, “Sir, we’re on red alert, we’ve received information that at midnight we’re going to be hit by a Trident missile.” 

“General, one of our own birds, is going to be fired against us?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“General, we have six hours, call the senior war staff to a quick conference, we have to decide what to do.” 

“Yes, sir.”  

President Jackson thinks, God, I hope the shelter can hold up to a nuke attack. If they planned on a single missile taking out the entire base, they'd explode the warheads as an air burst to cover the largest possible area with the lowest amount of fallout. The shelters will most likely protect everyone who makes it. Thank God we got some advance notice. One day I have to find out who our guardian angel is and properly thank him or her.

@@@@@ 

Captain Helms reviews the videos and audio the communications buoy picked up, he spins his laptop around so his senior staff can see the same images he’s seen. “XO, Weps, Nav, we seem to have a little confusion here. According to our comms grabs, there are no terrorist attacks going on back home. We’ve picked up some videos that are, to say the least, disgusting. Anonymous hacked Sunday’s broadcasts, showing videos of young girls being mutilated. Anonymous called on the average Americans to rebel against President Mohmand’s administration.” 

The XO says, “Captain, President Mohmand is our Commander in Chief, don’t we have to follow his orders?” 

“XO, not if the order isn’t legal. I won’t follow an order to kill innocent Americans. I have decided I won’t launch our missiles in a surprise first strike if our target isn’t threatening us.” 

Weps laughs saying, “Captain, I think you just failed your personality profile test. You publically stated you’d refuse to carry out a valid launch order issued by the CIC.” 

“Weps, I know I failed, I expect to be fired at the end of this cruise.” 

The XO sips his coffee, he looks around the table at his brother officers, “Captain, am I to understand that you are not going to launch per our verified emergency action message? Sir, may I remind you the launch order was verified.” 

“XO, I know it was, I also think someone is trying to get us to do their dirty work. I wouldn't be surprised if President Mohmand used our launch as a Black Flag event. Didn’t you agree in my cabin the orders to launch against a US target was strange?” 

“Captain, I did think it was an unusual order. However, if we receive a valid launch order, I think we should follow our orders.” 

The wardroom is silent, every man is lost in his own thoughts. The silence is broken by the weapons officer. “Captain, in this case, based on the information we received from the communications buoy, I agree with you. I too am refusing to follow the launch order. I agree that this is an illegal order. It would be murder if we launched. I saw the report that former President Jackson is going to address the country tonight. I suggest we come shallow and listen to his message in real time.” 

The XO slams his fist on the table, “Captain, Weps, you are both violating a valid launch order, per our standing orders, Captain, I’m supposed to relieve you. I’m supposed to place both of you under arrest, take command of the boat and follow the launch order.” 

“XO, I know the orders, I was an XO before I went to command school. Let me ask you this, do you think you should ever question an order?” 

The table is silent for a very long three minutes when the XO says, “Captain, there may be times when the given order is clearly illegal.” 

“Can you give us an example of one?” 

“Sir, if you told me to kill someone in cold blood that would be illegal.” 

“XO that is what the current launch order is.” 

“Sir we don’t know that for sure.” 

“XO, here’s what’s going to happen, Weps and I are not going to verify the launch order, we’re going to hold onto our launch keys, the launch trigger is going to remain locked in my safe. When we return to port, you can tell the Admiral I refused to launch even though you wanted to. I’ll be replaced, maybe you’ll be the next captain of the Tiger Shark. If you disagree, you can spend the rest of the cruise in your cabin.” 

“Captain, I don’t think I agree with your plan.” The captain looks at the XO, who yells, “Sergeant of Arms. Bring your sidearm to the ward room.” The captain is surprised by the XO’s action. A minute later the boats sergeant at arms arrives at the wardroom holding a 1911 45 caliber semi-automatic pistol. “Sir?” 

“Sergeant at arms, I’m taking control of the Tiger Shark. The Captain has refused to carry out a verified valid launch order. I want you to escort him to his cabin and keep him there.” 

The sergeant at arms looks at the XO and then at the captain, “Captain?” 

“Sergeant at arms. The XO is correct, I have refused to carry out a valid launch order, the target was one of our bases in the state of Texas.” The captain added Texas, knowing the sergeant at arms came from Texas. “I refused to kill innocent Americans, I consider the order to be illegal and as such, not an order that has to be followed. History shows that just following orders isn’t a valid excuse. If I authorized a launch, I’d be no better than a murderer.” 

The sergeant at arms looks at the weapons officers, “Weps?” 

“I agree with the captain. I too refused to carry out the launch order.” 

The sergeant at arms holsters his sidearm, “XO, I respectively must decline your order. Sir, I do NOT recognize your authority as captain of the Tiger Shark.” 

The ward room falls silent, the only sounds are the quiet hum of the submarine’s machinery. Captain Helms says, “XO, I understand what you’re trying to do. I won’t hold this against you, in fact as far as I’m concerned, if you drop it right now, I’ll consider it never happened.” 

“Captain, I can’t drop it. We have a valid launch order.” 

“Sergeant at Arms, please escort the XO to his cabin, ensure he’s not lonely and he stays in his cabin.” 

“Yes, sir. XO, please come along without making a fuss. I’d hate to use my sidearm, but I will if I have to.” 

The XO looks shocked, “Captain, you haven’t heard the last of this. When we return to port, I’m going to make an official report.” 

“XO, I’ll help you write it. However, I think the SP will be waiting for us when we return.” Captain Helms looks at the navigation officer, “Nav, I think we ought to find a nice safe place to hide until we figure out what’s going on.” 

“Yes sir, can do.” 

The Tiger Shark slowly and silently drifts deeper into the dark depths of the ocean, she slowly descends to six hundred feet, under the thermal layer where she makes turns for ten knots where she’s a black hole in the ocean.  

Captain Helms is thinking, I wonder if other boats got a launch order too. I wonder if any are close enough for us to contact. I think I’ll check the closest patrol area and see if we can find the Shark that’s supposed to be in that AO (area of operations). 

Chapter Seventeen 

Courtesy of Anonymous, President Jackson’s face bursts into America’s living rooms, he looks into the people’s eyes saying. “I will make a very important announcement tonight at 8:00PM EDT. It’s important that every American spend a few minutes with me this evening. I promise not to waste your time. Many smiled when they saw President Jackson’s image appear again in their living rooms, there were many rumors of his disappearance and possible death. Most American Muslims jeered President Jackson, they disliked him for blocking Muslim efforts to turn America into an Islamic country. President Jackson through Executive order stopped any state or city from honoring Sharia Law. President Mohmand issued an Executive order reversing President Jackson’s, not only allowing, but expanding Sharia law in America. 

Rumors spread and multiplied all day concerning what President Jackson was going to say. President Mohmand sat in the Oval Office furious, he’d already fired four aides and threw two pens and a letter opener at people who were trying to think of what the former President was going to say. “Look, I want him dead, it was always part of our plan to do away with him. We were going to use his death to bring the country together while I slipped new executive orders into place.  I want his speech tonight blocked. Contact the broadcasters, I don’t want any of them to grant him time. They have to block his address.” 

Abdul looks at President Mohmand trying to figure out how to explain to him that the broadcasters can’t do anything to block President Jackson’s address. “Sir, the broadcasters didn’t allow President Jackson to address the nation this morning, nor will they allow him to address the nation this evening. In fact, they can’t stop him or censor him. He has Anonymous hacking the broadcaster’s signals. No one can block his address tonight.” 

“Abdul, can we at least use his address to locate him, and then taking him out?” 

“Sir, he’s using one of the blocking devices, we can’t track him while he’s using it.” 

“Get me the Director of the NSA and the CIA, they’ve had seven months to break the scrambler, I want to know why they haven’t broken its code yet.” 

“Mr. President, we’re in the same situation as before, we need a device to reverse engineer. So far, we’ve been unable to get our hands on a device. We’ve increased the reward to $1 million for a device. No one will step forward because they’re scared to death we’ll arrest their family for having one of the devices. They think we’ll torture the information out of them.” 

“We will too. We have to break the code, do anything you have to, spend what you have to. We can’t allow Jackson to mess with our plans. We don’t want him to make an address to the country. Find a way to block and stop his address. He can stir up issues we can’t afford to have stirred up. If he winds the people up, we could be fighting a civil war. A war is the last thing we want. A civil war here may give other areas in the Caliphate the idea they too can revolt, we could find ourselves fighting infidels around the world. Such a war could go on for years. We can’t give the infidels hope that their lives will return to the way they had been before the great Caliphate was established. Allah himself willed the Caliphate to exist, we’re following Allah’s wishes, he won’t let us down.”

“Yes, sir. I’ll meet with our experts to see what they can do to block his broadcast.” 

“Abdul, don’t underestimate him or the infidels, they can still win. They have the numbers. We have to crush their movement now before it gains traction with those who normally wouldn’t get off their couch.  This has to be handled with finesse. Don’t use a heavy hand, everyone in Middle America we crush will yield another who raises arms against us.” 

“Mr. President, I understand. I’ll make sure the Mutaween understand they have to use a soft hand.” 

“Abdul, order them to go easy for a little while, no more beheadings, no more crucifixions, tell them to stop selling infidels into slavery. We have to allow things to cool down before we move forward. We need to digest what we’ve eaten before we sit to eat again.” 

“Mr. President, I understand and agree.” 

The head Mutaween reads the message from Abdul, he’s furious with the instructions. He turns to his aides saying, “We don’t take orders from a mere man, we’re Allah’s instruments to guide and instruct the people. Nothing is going to stop us from carrying out Allah’s orders. President Mohmand is getting too large of a head. Soon he will think his words are as important as Allah’s. The time is coming when we will have to attend to his sins.”  

@@@@@ 

The country’s intelligence organizations experimented with different software code to block Anonymous from hacking the evening’s entertainment programs.  At 4:00 PM EDT, the NSA, CIA, and the nation’s cyber command all throw their hands up. The Director of the CIA says, “We’re screwed. We can’t figure out how they scramble their IP addresses. I wish Admiral Wright were still around. He might be able to figure it out. When it came to code, no one was a good as the Admiral, a true genius.”

The Director of the NSA pauses in mid-word, “Damn it! Why didn’t I see this? Right under my damn nose and I didn’t see it.” 

The Director of the CIA asks, “What’s wrong?” 

“Admiral Wright ran our cyber division, he was one of the smartest people in the agency. He developed most of the hacking and tracking tools we use today. I think he developed the damned device.” 

“Where is Admiral Wright?” 

“We don’t know. He resigned and disappeared off the face of the planet. We’ve been trying to locate him for months.” 

“Do you think he joined President Jackson’s team?” 

“I hadn’t given it any thought, but now that we’re discussing it, I think it’s very possible he’s with President Jackson. It may be why we can’t break or block their hacking and why we can’t locate him. We can’t locate Jackson either. I bet they’re both together.”

“If Admiral Wright is providing assistance to Anonymous we could be in very hot water. He could provide them with the means to stay hundreds of steps ahead of us.” 

“Is there anything you can think of we can do?” 

“Not if we can’t locate and take him out before this evening's broadcast.  We have less than four hours left in order to find the Admiral and also grab him. Since we can’t track him, and we don’t have any idea where he is, I’d say we’re screwed. We have to locate him and dispatch a team to take him out. I’d say we’re running out of time to stop the broadcast. The President isn’t going to be happy with us.” 

Every head nods in agreement. They know they have nothing left in their quiver to use to block former President Jackson’s broadcast. The Directors of the CIA and NSA agree they have to give the President a heads up that they can’t block President Jackson from addressing the country and possibly inciting a new civil war. 

@@@@@ 

At 8:00 PM EDT, every hologram in America is hacked, the news and entrainment programs are paused as former President Jackson’s smiling image floats in America’s living rooms. His face slowly turns so it looks like he’s looking into every viewer’s eyes. “Good evening, my fellow Americans. It’s been a while since I last addressed you. Thank you for allowing me to visit with you this evening. I think it’s time we put politics aside and talk about the history and future of our great country. 277 years ago our great country was founded. It was founded in a bloody war that pitted neighbor against neighbor. America was founded in part due to the desire for religious freedom, many of our ancestors left their homes to start over in the land that would become America. Many came here because they wanted to worship God in their own way. They didn’t want a government dictating how they should worship. America has been blessed with rich soil that fed our people. By being able to feed ourselves, we were able to focus on expanding and building our country. We built America into the world’s dominant superpower. Let’s spend a minute to review what’s happened in the Middle East, there was once a thriving Catholic population in the Middle East, a Catholic population that thrived for over two thousand years. Then radical Muslims who called themselves ISIS spread out of Syria. They killed thousands, in three years they beheaded over one thousand innocents. Most of them were Catholics, they burned children alive in cages, they crucified men, women and even children.” Images of entire families being nailed to crosses appear in America’s living rooms. Surround sound brings the suffering of the victims to life. Americans sit in shock as they see children beg and cry while being nailed to a cross because they refused to convert to Islam. Rows of crosses with the remains of families appear in living rooms. The scene changes, a row of people, each with a Star of David branded on their naked chests are pushed to their knees, a Muslim soldier stands behind each kneeling Jew, the soldiers reach around the Jews cutting their throats. The soldiers continue cutting until their victims are beheaded. The soldiers place the heads on the dead bodies. American families run to their bathrooms to be sick. President Jackson continues, “My fellow Americans, we’ve been told lies for over a thousand years. We’ve been told that Islam is a religion of peace, as you can see, it’s peaceful only to those who share the faith. We’ve never taken the Quran at its word. The Quran teaches Muslims they should lie and deceive us, the infidels. They are taught to lie, they are told to deceive, to do anything they have to in order to push Islam as the world’s sole religion. If President Mohmand realizes his goal, Islam will be the only religion in America, all others will be outlawed.” President Jackson pauses, knowing many need a moment to calm down from the suffering they just witnessed. 

“America, if you think you can sit in your living rooms, or spend all of your free time in VR, and this will go around and over you, you are wrong. Turning America into an Islamic country is going to impact everyone of you. Do you like your after work cocktail? Like having a beer at the ball game? Like having a glass of wine with dinner? All alcohol is going to be outlawed, think it will be similar to prohibition? Getting caught having or consuming alcohol will result in your death.  America, do you think slavery ended in America with the end of the civil war? Then look at these scenes that are happening every day.” Slave markets come alive in people’s living rooms, lines of naked, whipped men, women and children are chained to posts. They’re being sold by the thousands into slavery. The men and boys were worked to death. Based on data that’s been snuck out of Europe, the average life span of a male slave is measured in months to three years from time of sale.  The girls and women are sold as sexual slaves, girls as young as seven are sold as sexual slaves. Our country fought a bitter war to end slavery which has been restarted by President Mohmand. My fellow Americans, many of you voted for President Mohmand thinking he was a moderate, you thought his green party stood for improving the environment, or maybe you thought the time had come for the country to elect a Muslim to the highest office. Since President Obama never stated while in office he was a Muslim, he didn’t count as the first. I understand your desire to have America seen by the rest of the world as an open and caring country that provides for everyone, regardless of religion, race or sex. I don’t think you voted to turn America into an Islamic country. America has never had a national religion, we always welcomed everyone with open arms. If President Mohmand is allowed to see his plan to fruition, most of us will end up dead or arrested because we’re not Muslims. I ask you to spend a little time thinking if this is the America you want. I’m offering an alternative. I’m offering a return to the way we were. I’m offering a return to the America you and I grew up in. I’m offering an end to all forms of slavery, an end to specially protected classes of people, an end to religious police and an end to public punishments. I’m offering to restore our national pride and confidence.” President Jackson pauses to allow his words to take root in people’s minds. 

“Some will say all I’m trying to do is win a third term on the battlefield which was denied me due to the Constitution. My answer is, I’m not. I have no intention of running or holding the office again. All I want is a free America. An America that honors the differences of our people, an America that allows everyone to practice their religion in the manner they’d like to. I want to return our Bill of Rights to its rightful place. I want to restore our right to freedom of speech. Our founding fathers risked their lives to provide us with the Bill of Rights. I’ve come into your homes tonight to ask you to join me in fighting President Mohmand and his religious police. Help me fight President Mohmand’s foreign fighters who’ve come to America for vengeance. Help me return America to you the people, the way America is supposed to be. Help me end censorship, and end health rules where anyone over the age of 65 and is an infidel is denied all health care.” President Jackson looks into everyone’s eyes.  

“I’m asking you to join with me to fight back. I know many of you aren’t happy. I know many of you would rather not be bothered with getting involved, you don’t like the current administration, but at the same time, you hope they just go away and leave you alone. I can tell you, they’re not going to just go away. They will rule us with an iron fist, they don’t plan on leaving office at the end of their terms. The only way to be left alone is to fight for your rights. If you agree with me, if you want to help, then you’ll soon see how you can help without showing up on the government’s hit lists. Join the new American Minute Men and Women. May God bless America. Good night and thank you.” 

Americans sit in their living rooms bewildered by what they’d just seen and heard. President Jackson’s staff and key advisors pumped their fists in the air, they were happy their leader had in their opinion ‘nailed it.’  The White House was furious with President Jackson’s address. President Mohmand was storming around the Oval Office screaming at President Jackson’s image. He broke all five of them which caused the secret service agents outside the Oval Office to rush inside thinking someone was trying to harm the President. President Mohmand called his cabinet together so he could discuss former President Jackson’s address. 

The Secretaries entered the Situation Room in silence, when the last secretary took his seat President Mohmand looked around the large table, he had a deep frown on his face. “I told you I didn’t want him to make this broadcast. I told you to find a way to block him, none of you were able to block him, we’re going to be facing an uprising of the population because of your incompetence. Why should I allow any of you to leave this room alive?” 

The secretaries sat in shocked silence, the Secretary of Defense said, “Mr. President, we warned you, we couldn’t trace or block their transmissions as long as he used the scrambling device.” 

“I don’t want to hear any more bullshit excuses. I want results. Our plan called for him to die, he was supposed have already been buried, not planning an uprising against us. That speech he gave will move some of the people to join him.” 

The Secretary of Transportation asks, “Mr. President, so what? What can he do?  Between the Mutaween and our foreign army, the people can’t stand against us. Don’t forget the millions of Muslims in America who will support us. There’s nothing the people can do against us, or stop our plans. Our network of spies will tell us in advance if President Jackson tries anything. I think you’re making more of this than you need to. His broadcast tonight simply shows how afraid of us he is. Americans are fat, lazy swine, they won’t get off their asses for anything or for any reason. We have nothing to fear from him. He’s a used up powerless, impotent old man. I say, forget him.” 

President Mohmand looks around the table, his secretaries are nodding in agreement with the Secretary of Transportation. Mohmand says, “We’ll see what happens in the next 48 hours. If he fails to raise his citizen army, I’ll forgive you, if he’s able to pull his army together then I’ll watch each of you nailed to a cross in the Washington Mall.” The cabinet shakes with fear, they know Mohmand is serious about nailing them to crosses. President Mohmand gets up from the table, he’s joined by Abdul and two secret service agents who escort him to the Oval Office. He sits behind his desk, “Abdul do you think Jackson will be able to get the Americans to wake up and join him?” 

“Mr. President, yes I do. He’ll get enough to make our lives miserable. In their war against the British, only 3% of the people sided with the rebels in fighting for a new country. If he gets 3% today, he’s going to have a force of over 3.5 million armed people versus our two hundred thousand imported troops. No matter what types of weapons our people have, their numbers will overwhelm us. Sir, there’s no way we can win if he can raise a force in the millions.” 

“If that’s the case, we should strike them first. We should wipe them out before they can attack us. We should use our nuclear arsenal to take down their bases, we’ll blame the attacks on the religious right. As long as the media supports us, no one will ever question our story. The more outlandish the story, the more the lazy fat Americans will accept it as truth. The media will repeat our story until it’s drilled into their heads. Get the Major with the nuclear case.” 

“Mr. President, I don’t think it’s a good idea to use nuclear weapons. We will be killing many innocents…” 

“So what, they are infidels. We’ll send a message through the mosques telling our people to leave the target areas. It’ll make our task much easier.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

@@@@@ 

600 feet under the Atlantic the USS Tiger Shark is cruising at ten knots under the thermal layer where she is almost invisible to anyone searching or her. “Captain, sonar, we have picked up a submerged vessel twenty thousand yards on course 270 degrees. She’s making turns for twenty knots, single screw. The computer is crunching the numbers to see if she’s in the library.” 

“Sonar, Captain, what does your gut tell you?” 

“Captain, Sonar, sounds like a French SSN, I’d say she’s sniffing for something or for us.” 

“Damn Muslims took over all of Europe’s navies. Can she hear us?” 

“No sir, we should be silent to her sonar. I recommend we slowly come up about two hundred feet so we’re just nudging the layer.” At the same time, the XO escorted by the boat’s Sergeant at Arms says, “Captain may we speak?” 

“Yes, come to my cabin. OOD, take over the conn.” 

“Aye sir, OOD has the conn.” 

The two men sit across the Captain’s small desk, “XO, what’s up?” 

“Captain, I’m sorry. I realize I was wrong about following our orders. I would like to return to my duties.” 

“XO, why?” 

“I listened to President Jackson’s address, I know I want to be on his side. I was wrong. You are correct, these are orders which have to be questioned.” 

Extending his right hand, Captain Helms says, “XO, I accept your apology. Welcome back, join me in the conn.” Captain Helms picks up the IMC saying, “Now hear this, this is the Captain, the XO and I have reached an agreement, he is returning to duty. He’s over his short illness.” 

The two enter the conn.  

“XO, set the course sonar suggests.” 

“Aye, sir.” 

“Conn, Sonar, can you turn 5 degrees to port? It would give our ears a better angle.” 

“Sonar, Capitan, will do. XO, slowly, turn 5 degrees to port.” 

“Aye, sir.” 

The Tiger Shark slowly turns and steadies on her new course, two minutes later, “Captain, sonar, we have confirmation, it’s a French Barracuda class boat, she was launched in 2017, she’s 326 feet long, four 21 inch tubes. Pump jet. Our records don’t show if she was updated or not.” 

“Sonar, Captain, thanks, let’s assume she has been updated. I want to stay away from her. I’d rather hide than have to fight her. If we fire at her, she may get a message off.”

@@@@@ 

The French Suffren SSN is quietly hunting for an American SSBN she was told was operating in the general area where he’s searching. Her Captain, a French Muslim was sprinting ahead at 20 knots then drifted to listen. The sonar tail, a thin tube filled with sound receivers was towed behind the French attack boat to listen for other submarines. Her sonar officer says, “Captain, I’m telling you there’s an American boat out there.” 

“How do you know? The screen is blank, there’s no sound spike in any of the frequencies we’re scanning for.” 

“Captain, that’s why. We were told one of the new American Shark class boats was in our patrol area, if you look at the sonar recordings, there’s nothing. Sir, there’s always some sounds in the ocean. I think the lack of any sounds means there’s an American boat here. They are operating in their stealth mode which generates a sound black hole in the water. No sound escapes her or around her. The only thing that can make all of the ocean sounds disappear is an American boat.” 

“Sonar, you’re saying that the lack of any sounds means we’re tracking an American boat? Our on board Mutaween isn’t going to accept that. He’ll never accept the fact that the infidel Americans are so far ahead of us in submarine technology. He’ll have all of us killed. I suggest you forget you ever made this report. Notify me if you hear something or can prove there’s an American boat out here. I don’t mind dying in a battle, I don’t want to be beheaded by the Mutaween on my own boat.” 

The Suffren glides under the Tiger Shark coming no closer than eighteen thousand yards. She never heard the American boat, while the Tiger Shark was able to track and hold an attack course on the Suffern until the two boats drew more than thirty thousand yards apart. Captain Helms says, “XO, they’re looking for us. I think our own government has turned on us. Someone had to have tipped the French off where our patrol area was. I suggest we confuse the hell out of them. XO, let’s release a message buoy stating we have a nuclear emergency then turn 180 degrees. We’ll run in stealth mode for a couple of days, stay away from our own submerged sonar arrays. Maybe we can convince our CIC that we sank. I’m going to address the crew. They all heard President Jackson’s address, I think it’s time for us to pick a team and fight for that team. When we’re secure let’s hold an all-hands meeting.” 

“Aye, sir.” 

A day later, Captain Helms replays President Jackson’s address to the crew, he asks, “Crew of the Tiger Shark, you just heard the President’s address. I want to know who’s team you want to play on. President Mohmand who’s ordered us to fire on one of our own bases or President Jackson, who wants to restore America to the way our founding fathers envisioned.” 

The crew of the Tiger Shark looks at each other. The boat’s Chief stands he grabs the 1MC, “Captain, Chief of the boat, I think I’m speaking for the entire crew, Captain, the crew of the Tiger Shark supports President Jackson and restoring America to her glory. We refuse to launch on our own people.” 

“Chief, crew, this is the Captain. Thank you. Let’s see what President Jackson’s orders are.” 

The crew of the Tiger Ship cheers. The Captain looks at his XO, “XO, guess you made a good decision, the crew agrees with you. I think we ought to call home and see what our new CIC wants us to do.” 

“Sir, you do realize if President Jackson loses, you’ll be found guilty of mutiny and hung.” 

“XO, In that case, I think I’ll be hanging in good company. Tell the radio room to call President Jackson. Don’t tell them where we are. Use a buoy which will broadcast twelve hours from now so that the Muslim Navy won’t be able to track us.” 

“Aye, sir.” Said a smiling XO. 

Chapter Eighteen 

The American Revolution and Civil War caused families to fight among each other. Family members fought with each other over which side to support. President Jackson’s address caused a similar situation. The young, high school and college-aged Americans, tended to support President Mohmand.  Parents and older Americans supported President Jackson. The young were swayed by their 3D video games and entertainment programs, they weren’t as rooted in religious tradition as their parents and grandparents. In the early 2000’s schools started teaching atheism. Teachers mocked all religion and asked if students believed God created the world in six days and if so, how? They asked students where God came from and failed any student who argued with them. Soon students turned against their upbringing. By the year 2050, the number of teens who associated with formal religions dropped to their lowest numbers.  When Mohmand was elected President more than half of the population declared itself as not following a formal religion, making the country’s conversion to Islam much easier for President Mohmand.  

The new Civil War pitted the young against their parents and grandparents. Church goers are pitted against those who no longer cared about religion. Most of the young no longer gave religion any thought. Muslims have a 4X higher birth rate than America’s infidels. Their higher birth rate allowed them to take control of Europe and parts of Asia. Their higher numbers gave them the controlling numbers at the voting booths. The young are easily swayed, they quickly give up on the religions they were raised in exchange for Islam, which is considered 'cool'.  In addition to the numbers of Americans who sided with President Mohmand, there were also the Mutaween and 200,000 foreign, mostly European and Saudi Arabian soldiers, who were lining up against President Jackson’s forces. The Mutaween organized large rallies to show support for President Mohmand. Tens of thousands gather in cities marching to show their support for President Mohmand, thousands of Muslims march while screaming their support for the transformation of America while also chanting “Allah Akbar.” Counter rallies quickly organize to protest those supporting the conversion of America to Islam.  

In Nashville, thirty thousand march showing their support for religious freedom carrying large crosses and Stars of David. They chant, “We shall overcome” as they walk with their arms locked together showing solidarity to each other and to every other peaceful religion. The Nashville police rode horses creating a barrier between the two groups hoping to keep violence to a minimum. The groups swell to over twenty thousand and continue growing every hour as blogs and texting spread the news about the marches. At 2:00 CDT shots are fired into the pro-Islamic crowd, the shots are immediately returned hitting three in the Pro-Jackson group. Within minutes, the two groups rush the police anxious to incite mayhem and harm the other. Two police officers on horseback are knocked to the ground when the rushing crowd pushes their horses over, the officers are trapped under their own heavy animals. The two groups clash with deadly results, guns, clubs, fists, and feet are flying as each side tries to pound the other to death. As wounded stager out of the main fight, they’re quickly replaced by others eager to enter the fight. The Nashville Police Department call the Fire Department to help shut down the fighting by using their high-pressure water to cool off the angry protesters. Four minutes after the call, three fire engines arrive to spray the fighters down. The Fire Department is attacked by the pro-Islamic group who doesn’t want the fighting to stop. Six high-pressure hoses have the desired effect. The crowds separate when the water strikes them, knocking down by the high-pressure water. Some are pushed blocks down the street by the force of the water. As the two groups start to reorganize themselves a force of two hundred Mutaween push into the crowd, whipping and shooting infidels, they are met by militia snipers firing from room tops. Within a minute, thirty-six of the Mutaween are shot by the snipers. Nashville Police returns fire in the direction they think the snipers are operating from. Unknown to the police, the militia snipers used silencers, other militia members on roofs in a different direction fired shots into the air from a safe position. Hence, the police didn’t hit any of the snipers who shifted to another location where they continued to shoot at the Mutaween. 

The bombardment of Fort Sumter was the first military action in the first Civil War, the Nashville slaughter, as it became known, is the scene where the first shots in the second American Civil War were fired. 

The media descended upon Nashville to interview the survivors of the “slaughter.” Most of the Muslims hid from the cameras, the average Nashville citizens were generally very supportive of the militias leaving the Muslim supporting media in a quandary. The media decided to use computer generated videos to create a series of fictional interviews showing that people were against the militias and in total support of the Mutaween. When the false interviews were broadcast, some of the reporters disappeared. No ransom notes were delivered to the media. Two days after the false interviews were broadcast, Anonymous interrupted the evening broadcast programs to show the missing and bruised media ‘talking heads’ being interviewed. They admitted to creating the interviews on their computers that the interviews were false and the people of Nashville truly support President Jackson. While media talking heads admitted their crimes, the camera shifts to show a series of wooden crosses, a voice over says, “The Mutaween crucify us, they crucify everyone who believes in a religion other than Islam. These reporters falsified interviews intentionally broadcasting lies to support President Mohmand and Islam. It’s time those who support the Mutaween suffer the same fate as those they have crucified and slaughtered.” The reporters are shocked when they hear they’re going to be crucified. They cry and beg for mercy, Anonymous says, “Pray to Allah, maybe he will save you. You have committed crimes against God and America. You will pay for your crimes in the same way you’ve punished others.” The reporters are stripped naked, militia members force the reporters to lay on a cross while two men dressed in black, drive spikes through their forearms. Their screams pierce the viewers’ souls. The reporters beg for mercy. “Please, please don’t do this. Don’t you know who we are? We’re famous. Our networks will pay you whatever you want if you release us. The American people rely on the important messages we bring them each day!” 

Anonymous responds, “You lied to the people you say rely on you. In your entire career, you’ve bent and stepped on any truth that didn't align with your agenda.  You caused the death of many people you didn’t agree with. You will suffer in the same manner as those you condemned. You sacrificed thousands to move your agenda forward, an agenda built on lies. You bullied the American people into following your lies, now be strong enough to face the same fate so many who stood by the truth faced.” 

Large sharp pointed spikes are driven through the reporter’s arms holding them on the wooden cross. The men in black hold the reporters’ legs together while a third spike is driven through their ankles. The reporters’ screams drown out all of the background noise. When the three spikes are driven through each reporter, holding them securely on their cross, a crane lifts the crosses, and unceremoniously dropped them into pre-dug holes. The shock wave causes the condemned reporters to scream as the crosses strike the bottom. They are left hanging crying and begging, none ask God for forgiveness or for mercy. If they had, the crucifiers agreed they would remove them from the crosses. Americans watching held mixed opinions, many thought the reporters got what they deserved, others thought Anonymous went too far. The Guy Fawkes mask returns to America’s living rooms, “These reporters falsified the news, they made up reports and used their lies to sway America’s opinion. Let this be a lesson to others who lie and falsify reports. We are watching. We will find you. You will suffer the same fate as these liars. These liars will stay nailed on their crosses until their bodies rot. The Guy Fawkes head tilts to the side, seemingly even closer to the viewers, we have a message for the executives of the networks, we know who you are and where you live, we are coming for you. You will end up a major character in your own program as you star in your own crucifixion. We can assure you, your wealth and power will not save you. You will have the honor of dying in the same manner as the son of God.” 

Panic sweeps the various broadcasters’ headquarters. Executives who always thought their relationship with the Senior Democratic staff would protect them from any repercussions suddenly found that nothing could protect them from Anonymous’ vengeance. Three days after the reporters’ crucifixions a Senior Vice President with CNN disappeared on his way home. He had stopped at his favorite bar for a drink before he went home, never considering that alcohol is illegal in Islam, he didn’t care. He was the protected class, he never feared anything or anyone, who would touch a Senior Vice President of one of the major broadcast companies? Witnesses told the police he left alone, no one saw anything out of the ordinary.  The next evening Anonymous again hacked into every broadcast program to present the death of CNN’s Senior Vice President. He screamed about his nakedness, he wanted to be covered for the broadcast. Anonymous told him, “You’ll face your end as you came into the world, naked and vulnerable. You thought you were protected, you can explain to God that you’re protected when he sends your soul to Hell.” He cried like a baby when the first nail was driven into his arm. 

Three days later a female Executive Vice President of NBC was abducted.  Anonymous told America she wrote the lies reporters spoke, they held her arms on a block of wood as an ax cut her hands off. She screamed, passing out when a red hot sword was placed on her bleeding stumps to cauterize her wounds. Next her tongue was cut out for speaking lies against the American people. Lastly, she was strapped to a metal table.  Anonymous said, “Her words condemned thousands to death, so we took her tongue, her programming brainwashed millions, we took her hands so she can’t write additional lies. She sold her soul for silver and gold. We’re going to give her what she wants. We’ve melted silver and gold so she will be satiated with all of the silver and gold she can absorb.” A steaming iron bucket containing molten silver and gold is tilted, the bubbling liquid metal is poured over her naked body. “Her body is now encased in the precious metals she spent her life collecting. Using Islamic example of a hand for a hand, an eye for an eye, we’re simply following what they teach, and how these former Americans sold out their country. We will punish those who have led this great country down the path of our own destruction in the manner which most matches their crime. You, who thought you were protected from any repercussions, hear us, fear us, nothing can save you from us, nothing can save you from God’s vengeance. You plotted America’s demise, you spent your careers tearing down America, you slandered any who opposed your agenda. We are coming for you, we are going to give you the reward you deserve.”    

America is shocked by Anonymous’ actions, they are sickened by the sights and sounds of the reporters and executive’s deaths. Anonymous reminds America of the thousands of innocents who have been beheaded, crucified or burned alive in cages by the Islamic invaders, by again showing the rows of dead hanging on crosses, the lines of headless bodies. The level of torture and death sickens many who thought they would ignore President Mohmand. They thought they were safe in their living rooms watching their favorite programs. They felt if they kept their mouths closed they would be left alone. They began waking to the fact they’re not safe anywhere, they realize they’re not going to be able to hide from this war, or sit on the fence and play both sides against each other. Many are scared because they’ve never found themselves in a similar situation before.

The Mutaween and foreign troops responded to Anonymous by raiding five known militia bases, arresting twenty-four senior militia members. The twenty-four are tortured without getting the names of any other of their members. They are crucified as a special live broadcast. The militia responds by setting fire to thirty Mutaween offices with the Mutaween trapped inside. The militias burned them alive in retaliation for their members’ deaths. The war between the Mutaween and the militias expands until President Mohmand orders the Mutaween to stand down. He addresses the country, “My fellow Muslims and Americans. This silly battle between the so-called people’s militias and the holy religious Mutaween has to stop. Too many people are losing their lives in a childish tit for tat. I’m ordering the Mutaween to stand down, I’m hoping the militia will follow my example and stop this silly war before it engulfs our entire nation. If our disagreement continues to spread, it will impact every single American. Everyone will feel the pain and suffering of a war brought to their own front doors. There is no need for fighting among ourselves. Our disagreements can be peacefully resolved if the various militias remember that I was elected by the majority of Americans. The majority of Americans want me to be their President. By voting for me, they voted for my policies and plans. They knew I was a devout Muslim before the election. Everyone should have known that the goal of every Muslim is to bring Allah’s law to the entire world. As such I don’t understand why the minority of Americans have now decided to turn to violence versus accepting they lost at the ballot box. Is this the new America? When one side loses at the ballot box, they take up arms against the legally elected government? This isn’t America. This isn’t the way we act. I beg everyone on all sides to lay down your weapons, what do you hope to achieve? Do you really think your untrained, under-armed people’s militias can stand up to the power and arms of the Islamic world’s militaries? Know this, if you attack this legally elected government, you will face the wrath of the entire Islamic Caliphate’s military. Millions of holy Islamic troops will flood to our shores in holy jihad to put down any insurrection. The troops will march from one of our coasts to the other, they will hunt you down and kill you no matter which hole you’re hiding in. There’s not a hole deep enough for you to hide in. We will find you, we will give you one chance to surrender and convert to Islam or we will kill you. The choice is yours, choose well.” Pleaded President Mohmand. 

He continues, “Allah is a merciful God, he will forgive you. He welcomes you with open arms. All Islam welcomes you with open arms. Allah only asks that you obey him. Once you accept and obey him, you will find internal and external peace. You will learn the inner peace only Allah can bring you.  I’m going to give the American people 96 hours to decide. At the end of the 96 hours, any infidel who doesn’t lay down their weapons and accept Allah will be hunted down and killed. Any who lay down their arms and accepts Allah will be welcomed as a member of the greater family of Islam. The choice is yours, you have 96 hours to decide. I will allow your so called holy people to come out into the open to guide you towards the light. Remember, if you fight Allah, you will spend eternity burning in Hell’s fire. Your 96-hour grace period begins now. America, good night, and Allah Akbar.” 

Chapter Nineteen 

Former President Jackson’s staff is shocked by President Mohmand’s address to the country. Jason says, “Mr. President, he just guaranteed a second civil war between the followers of Allah and everyone else. He’s just opened the flood gates unleashing a tidal wave of blood that’s going to flood the country.” 

Admiral Wright looks at the ceiling, “Sir while we’re engaged in a civil war, our friends the Russians and Chinese will be licking their lips in anticipation. They know once we openly fight each other they will be free to gobble up our allies. If I were in their shoes, I’d also hit our soft spots that are far from support.” 

President Jackson asks, “Admiral, where would you hit us first?” 

“Sir, if I were in Moscow, I’d cross the Bearings Straight and grab Alaska. If I were sitting in Beijing, I’d dispatch my Hawaiian invasion fleet within an hour of violent fighting breaking out here. Both countries are going to wait to see which way our military goes.” 

President Jackson fiddles with his tablet before asking, “Admiral, is there anyone who will support us?” 

“Mr. President, the EU with the exception of the UK is part of the Caliphate, their troops are arriving every hour to do just what Mohmand said, march across the width of America crushing every infidel they come across. The UK can’t help us because they’re worried about the Caliphate crossing the Channel and invading them. India has most of their troops sitting on their border worried about China and Pakistan.  Israel will help us by blocking Caliphate ships from sailing from the Middle East. Their subs will lay in wait for the French, German and Italian navies, they’ll hit them as they leave their harbors. We may be able to get help from the Australians. The Caliphate tried getting a foothold in Australia, their Prime Minster expelled all of the country’s Muslims as soon as they started making trouble for the government. He got the Parliament to pass a law stating that Islam isn’t a real religion, as such, they’ve outlawed the practice of it in Australia. We’ve supported them for over a hundred years, I’m sure they’ll come if you personally call.” 

“Out of all of our allies, there’s only one country that will assist us?” 

“Mr. President, Canada will offer clandestine assistance, they won’t openly support us because they fear Mohmand will attack them. Japan won’t openly support us for fear of upsetting their trade deals with China.” 

“We’ve spent hundreds of trillions of dollars around the world and this is what we get in our time of need?” 

“Yes, sir. I’m sorry, but the world is very worried about upsetting either Russia, China or the Caliphate. No one fears us anymore.” 

“We’ll go with what we have. Let’s set up a secure call with our commanders tonight, things are going to turn ugly very soon. People thought Nashville was bad, it was only the beginning, things are going to get much worse. The butcher’s bill is going to be very high. We’re not fighting with muskets anymore. We will be sitting in the middle of a high-tech civil war which could open the door to a third world war.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

@@@@@ 

President Mohmand issued orders to General Sala to place the nation’s military on DEFCON 2 status. All leaves and passes off of military bases are canceled. Each base is ordered to respond when they’ve accounted for all of their staff and they’re on alert. 

“Abdul, General Sala, has everyone confirmed the alert order?” 

General Sala looks at his tablet, “Sir, we seem to be having a few issues. If you’ll excuse me, I’ll personally check on the status.” 

“General, what issues?” 

“Mr. President, give me one hour to sort out our communications issues.” 

“General, what’s going on?” 

“Sir, many of our bases aren’t responding.” 

“I ordered the military to stop the strike because we’re on the verge of war, what else could be the problem? I’m the military’s Commander and Chief, they have to respond to my orders.” 

“Sir, I’m sure there’s nothing wrong, it must be in the code changes that happen when we move to DEFCON 2.” 

“General, sort it out right now!” 

“Yes, sir.” 

@@@@@ 

Fighting among the troops started at the National Training Center (NTC) at Fort Irwin. The “Opp Force” who played the Caliphate forces, who were really Muslims using Russian and European equipment sided with President Mohmand. They demanded the Fifth Special Forces Group, normally based at Fort Campbell, Kentucky, who was currently training at the NTC swear allegiance to President Mohmand and Islam. The Fifth Special Forces Group (5thSFG) responded by opening fire against the “Opp Force.” While the “Opp Force” had armor, the 5thSFG had mobility and shoulder fired weapons. They waited for the Opp Force to move within range of the 5thSFG hidden positions before they opened up with advanced Javelin Anti-Armor Missiles.  The 5thSFG opened fire without saying a word, they caught the training force by surprise, taking out six tanks within a minute. The tankers didn’t stand a chance against the Special Forces soldiers. Ten minutes after the first missiles were fired the battle was over. The Islamic flag was lowered, the Stars and Stripes raised on the base’s flag pole. The Fifth Special Forces soldiers stood at attention, they saluted the flag as it reached the top of the flag pole.  

Militias won their battles over the Mutaween since the Mutaween were just bullies dressed in black robes with no military training. The tables turned when the Islamic foreign soldiers arrived, most of these troops were trained to fight for NATO in a similar manner as the American military. Most of the militias are made up of armed citizens, only a couple members in some of the militias have military experience. The battles between the militias and the Islamic troops doesn’t end well for the militias. Many are wiped out or captured where they are beheaded in front of the town’s government offices. Beaten militia members are dressed in orange jumpsuits, chained together and marched into the square where they were pushed to their knees. An Islamic soldier stands behind each captive, at noon each soldier pulled a knife, expertly slicing the militia’s throats until they’ve been beheaded. The severed heads were placed on the lifeless bodies as a warning to others not to fight the Islamic warriors.  The militias try laying traps and IEDs to take down the Islamic troops, the troops have years of battle experience, they catch most of the traps and IEDs before they are harmed.

Noting the militias were losing all of their battles against the Islamic troops. President Jackson reviews the reports, he says, “Admiral, General, we’re getting creamed. Our people are fighting, they’ve answered the call to arms. However, they can’t stand up to the Islamic troops. 277 years ago the Red Coats marched down the roads, the Minute Men hid in the woods shooting them. We were the first insurgents. Now we’re facing a real army who were the insurgents, they know what to look for and how to fight insurgents. It’s time to release the troops who are loyal to us. We have to act quickly, release our troops to defend our people. Admiral, stop the flights and ships bringing additional Islamic troops here. We should use the militias for policing and clean up after our troops have crushed the Islamic troops. Tell the militia to pull back and leave the field of battle. We can use them to set ambushes for the Islamic troops.”

“Mr. President, that’s going to be hard to do, they think they’re all alone, they think they’re the only ones shedding blood to save the country. They’re fighting like their ancestors, the Minute Men. They’re angry with us for not providing them more support.” 

“They’ll see they’re not alone when our troops arrive. We need to make the militias understand they can’t go toe to toe with regular troops. They’ll be wiped out if they continue fighting trained troops. It’s one thing to fight the Mutaween and another regular troops. They should enjoy leading the Muslims into ambushes. General, do we have a current list of the militia leaders?” 

“Sir, at last count, there were over 3,000 militias, we only know the leaders for 1,200 of them.” 

“General, push the intel staff to identify the rest of them. We’ve got to try and save them from themselves.” 

“Yes, sir.”  

@@@@@ 

The US military loyal to America and the Constitution prepared to go to battle against the invading and domestic Islamic soldiers. US military bases were on full alert. Smart micro drones flew circles around US military bases looking for any Islamic force approaching the bases. The drones sent an alert message to Marine Base Camp Pendleton that an armored column is approaching the large Marine base. The Islamic forces are traveling south on Interstate 5 from their landing location at Long Beach, California to demand a pledge of allegiance to Islam from the US Marines. The commanding general of the 1st Marine Division, General Davis, reviewed the images. He addressed the four colonels who command the 1st, 5th, 7th and 11th regiments that make up the 1st Marine Division. “Well, it appears President Mohmand has decided to test our resolve. It looks like the crazy SOB only sent a thousand soldiers to attack us. Either he doesn’t know how many Marines are based here or he seriously underestimates us. Let’s give our uninvited visitors a warm welcome. I don’t want one of them to step a single foot on our property. Am I clear?”  

The four Marine Regiment colonels smile, Colonel Sparks, commanding officer of the 11th Marine Regiment asks, “Sir, are there any restrictions?” 

“Colonel, yes, two, don’t kill any citizens, and do not let even one of them set foot on our soil. Colonel, your regiment has the honor of being point and stopping the invaders before they reach us.” 

Grinning an evil smile Colonel Sparks responds, “Yes sir, with pleasure sir. Permission to join my people?” 

“Unless there are any other questions, you are dismissed.” 

The four colonels join their men and women to engage the Islamics.  Colonel Johnson pats Colonel Sparks on his back, “Why does your division get to be point? I know you, you won’t leave anything for the rest of us.” 

“I hope we don’t. My people are going to be pumped they’re on point. Hell, I remember a time when no one wanted to be on point, now we’re fighting over it.” 

“This time we won’t have our masters in DC trying to run the war for us. We’re finally allowed to plan and fight our own battles.”

“Maybe next time, your division will get the honor of being on point. If you’ll excuse me, I want to lead from the front.” 

“Asshole.” 

Colonel Sparks smiles at his friend. He lifts his portable terminal which connects him to his three captains, “Guys, we get to be point, we’re leading the attack, get everyone ready. I want to stop the Islamists before they get close enough to see our base. The General ordered us to not allow them to place one foot on our land.” 

The three captains respond as one, “YES SIR!” Five thousand men and women of the 11th Marine Regiment prepared to leave Camp Pendleton to stop the Islamic invaders. As they pull out of the camp, two men armed with AR15s are standing in the middle of the main road. Colonel Sparks looks at the two men, “Sarge, what the hell do they want?” 

“Sir, my gut says their militia.” 

“Shit, I don’t need to deal with them right now. I better see who they are and what they want.” Exiting his LAV (Light Armored Vehicle), the colonel approached the two men, “I’m Colonel Sparks, commanding officer of the Marine 11th regiment, First Marine Division. What can I do for you gentlemen?” 

“Colonel, I’m Jim Beck and this is my friend Jack Black, we lead the San Diego first and second militias. We’re here to offer you our assistance. Between us, we have 400 armed men and women. This is our home too, most of us live in the Carlsbad, San Marcos area. If the Islamists get here, they’ll come after all of us. We want to defend what’s ours.” 

Colonel Sparks nods to his sergeant to join him. “Jim, Jack, it’s very nice to meet you. I can assure you I have more than enough people to stop this incursion into our area. I have 5,000 heavily armed people behind me. Why don’t you take your people and go home? We’ve got the situation under control.” 

“Colonel, you only think you have it under control. You know about the troops moving south, but do you know about the ones moving West or those in the desert making their way here? They hope to catch you out of position with your pants down.” 

“How do you know about the other two armies moving this way?” 

“Our members saw them. We have eyes and ears spread out all over the San Diego area. We see everything that happens from the Mexican border to Pine Valley in the East and Murrieta in the North. Here're the images we took of the Islamist troops moving towards your base. They’re hoping to surround and surprise you, trapping you on your base.” 

Colonel Sparks laughs, “If Camp Pendleton were a county, it would be one of the largest in the state. It’s larger than LA County. In addition the ocean is to our west, they can’t surround us without ships and no enemy ship can get close to San Diego without the Navy intercepting it. It would take over 100,000 troops to make a dent in our defenses. If they try to storm the base, it’ll be their bodies which will be dumped into the ocean, not ours. We’re ready for any incursion. It’ll be good target practice for the other three regiments who are still on the base, plus I’m sure the tank regiment would love some live fire training.” 

Jim smiles, “Colonel, either you can allow us to join you or we’ll just follow you. Either way, we’re coming along to fight the invaders.” 

“Gentlemen, since you are so insistent, you can travel with us. I want you where I can keep track of you rather than you following us or getting in the way. When we reach our ambush site, I’ll assign you your positions. Will you follow my orders?” 

Both men smile while nodding their agreement. “Yes, sir, we and our people agree to follow your orders.” 

“Remember, that includes not firing until you receive my order, if you fire too early, you’ll tip off our guests to the trap.” 

“Colonel, we understand. We’ll keep our people under control.” 

“Good, because if you don’t, I’ll have you and your people removed or shot.” Colonel Sparks smiled a grin that sent a chill down the militia leader’s backs. He nodded to his sergeant to return to the LAV. “Sarge, tell the regiment we need to make up the lost time. We have a party to set up.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

Colonel Sparks picks up the radio handset, “Able six actual calling Delta six actual.” 

“Able six, this is Delta Six. Over.” 

“Delta six, met with friends who say there are guests coming for dinner from the West and Southwest.” 

“Thanks, I’ll send some Hornets to sting them.” 

Five minutes later eight F/A 18 Hornets and six F35Bs take off looking for the Islamic troops. One of the F35s sights them, “Delta six actual, this is lightening six actual, located guests on Interstate 8, moving west at 45 Mph.” 

“Roger lightening six, you are cleared to fire. Stop their sightseeing.” 

“Delta Six, Roger, cleared to fire. Roger, will send pictures.” 

The Marine fighters bank coming out of the sun, they drop cluster munitions and napalm on the line of Islamic troops, catching the invaders by surprise. The fighters make three bombing passes and two gun passes firing at anything that moves with their 20mm cannons. The fighters stop the invaders in their tracks. Three San Diego Swat squads arrive on the scene forty-five minutes after the air attack, they find less than one hundred left alive, most of the survivors are in shock or they’re seriously wounded from the sudden violent air attack. 

Chapter Twenty 

Mikal Khrushchev, President of the Russian Federation, smiles while he reviews videos of the American situation. He laughs to himself, the idiots are killing themselves. While they’re tied up with killing each other, it’s time for us to make our move. Khrushchev tells the Russian Federation Minister of Defense, “Marshal Gorbachev, “The time has come, send the Guards Division into Alaska. They are to use care with the people they encounter, make them love us. We don’t need to risk their armed citizens fighting us. We have larger plans where speed is essential. Send the Navy to block and capture the Valdez Marine Terminal. As soon as the Navy has control of the marine terminal, we’ll send in our tankers to take the oil and gas home.” 

“Mr. President, the battle plan calls for a three prong attack.” 

“Marshal, you may execute your plan, I don’t want to see lines of civilian bodies or large demonstrations. Your goal is the oil fields and the marine terminal. Once you have them under our control, prepare for counter attacks. I don’t intent to return what we spill blood for.” 

“Excellent. Keep me informed.” 

At midnight, the skies over Alaska are filled with Russian cargo planes, each packed with eighty paratroopers. Within ten minutes, the stars are blotted out by hundreds of parachutes. The Russian invasion comes as a complete surprise. The US Air Force sent the fighters that were to protect Alaska south to provide air cover for the attacks against the Islamic forces. Their movement was noted by the Russian FSB, who informed President Khrushchev that Alaska was undefended.  

The invasion took the Alaskan people by surprise, only a few militias were able to grab their weapons and leave before the Russians drop on their cities. The Russians offered the people hot food and medical treatment. They arrested and turned over to the people for judgment and punishment any Mutaween they located. The locals appreciate the Russians kicking the Muslims out and allowing them to deal their own justice to the Mutaween, who were all hung from street light poles. 

@@@@@ 

Xi Jinping is awaked by his aide, “Sir, the Russians have invaded Alaska. Their initial force exceeds 5,000 with more landing every twenty minutes. They also have two troop ships arriving at the Valdez Marine Terminal.” 

“You did well in waking me. Summon the commanding general of the PLA, it’s time for us to make our move. While the Americans are fighting each other and deciding what to do with the Russians, we’ll sneak under their radar and take what we want. Between the Russians and us, America will never be a superpower again. Even if she survives the coming civil war, she will be a shell of her former strength. I envision her breaking into small regional countries. I may see my dream materialize before my one-hundredth birthday. This is going to be a very good day.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

@@@@@ 

Across America many of the Mutaween were afraid to leave their offices, when they did, armed citizens attacked them. The lucky Mutaween were shot, the unlucky ones received the same punishment they pronounced on the infidels living in their area. Many of the surviving Mutaween were living in their offices until enough Islamic troops arrived to provide them with security. The Muslims considered Detroit a safe haven, the city had a growing Muslim population for fifty years. The militia and US military knew if they could break the Islamics hold over Detroit they would cause President Mohmand a tremendous loss of face by losing the first city to declare itself an Islamic zone. Four large militia groups supported the elite 82nd Airborne in taking Detroit back from the Muslims. At 1:00AM, the sky over Detroit was filled with parachutes as the 82nd jump into the city. The four militias strike the outskirts of Detroit to pull Detroit’s defenders away from downtown where the 82nd

is landing. The militia’s goal is to lead the Muslims on a wild goose chase until the 82nd is ready to close the jaws of the trap.

The militias hit Detroit with everything they had; city police, Mutaween and the few Islamic soldiers in Detroit rush to block the militias. The Islamics were firebombed from militias on rooftops as they traveled to the outskirts of the city. Concrete blocks were dropped on their vehicles as they drove under bridges and overpasses. The militia stole gasoline trucks and turned them into giant flamethrowers by adding a hose with pressured oxygen into the gasoline tanker. Islamic troops that responded to the militia attacks were burned alive. The militias also left IEDs along the main roads leading out of Detroit. By the time the Islamics arrived at the outskirts of the city, 65% of them were killed or wounded. The militias succeeded in pulling all of the forces away from the city center clearing the way for 82nd to land and organize. As the troops landed, they hit the quick release button on their chest, releasing their parachutes. Some opened cases of heavy weapons while others guarded their landing site. Within fifteen minutes of the first trooper landing, the 82nd is positioned to stop the city’s defenders from returning. When the surviving Islamics arrive at the militia’s position, they find there aren't any militia around, they have disappeared into the night.  Feeling secure, the Islamic troops and police turned around and headed back to the city center. 

The 82nd waits for the Islamics to enter their trap. As soon as the last of the Islamic vehicles enter the 82nd’s kill box they open fire, cutting down the remaining Islamics. The 82nd confirms the Islamic forces are wiped out. They set up in the city square, their captain picks up a microphone, “Attention people of Detroit. Attention people of Detroit. You have been saved from the Muslims. You are now free to come and go as you please. You are free to pray to any God you want. Your basic human rights are hereby returned to you.” 

The population of Detroit looked at the troopers of the 82nd, they realized these aren’t Islamic support troops but Infidel troops, the people start attacking the troopers. The population of Detroit is now mostly Muslim, they don’t want to be saved. They start throwing anything at hand at the soldiers who stand in the city center confused. They expected to be welcomed with open arms, not rocks and bottles. 

The people of Detroit aren’t happy, nor are the soldiers of the 82nd. Their captain calls for instructions. “Sir, between us and the militias, the plan went perfectly, we landed, we came, we saw, we crushed the Muslims.” 

“Captain, then what’s the problem?” 

“Colonel, the people here don’t want us, they don’t want to be free of Islam. All of them are Muslim.” 

“Shit, that’s something we didn’t fully consider. Can your people make it to the airport?” 

“Sir, we’ll try, it’s going to be a running battle for us to make it there. Can you provide any air cover?” 

“I’ll call you back in five.” 

The Captain tells his people, “Men of the 82nd, we’re to head to the airport. The Colonel said he’ll send planes to pick us up. Seems a little misunderstanding. No one in HQ considered the fact we might not be wanted here. Sparks, see if you can raise the militias, maybe they can help us get to the airport before this situation turns uglier than it already is.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

Six miles away, the militias are celebrating a battle that went their way when their radio snaps them back to the current situation. “Militia force one here. Over.” 

“This is Captain Ford of the 82nd, we have an issue, do you and your friends have trucks or buses you can get to the city center and take us to the airport?” 

“Yeah, we have vehicles, what’s going on?” 

“No one in our chain of command gave any thought to Detroit not wanting to be freed. Most of them are Muslims and want to be left alone. We need to get out of here before things turn ugly.” 

“Be there in ten.” 

“Roger, out.” 

“Men, load up, the Army needs our help.” 

The 82nd and the people of Detroit stare at each other, the Captain address the people, “We’ve been ordered to leave you alone. We’re going to have some trucks and buses arrive to take us out of your fair city is about ten minutes. Don’t do anything stupid and you’ll live to see the end of this day.” 

The young are angry with the Army, they continue to throw bricks and bottles, some made Molotov Cocktails which they throw at the soldiers. Captain Ford says, “Men, don’t shoot unless you have to, and then aim for their legs. Let’s start making our way west on Interstate 94, the militias will be driving east, if our luck holds the people won’t shoot at us with any heavy weapons.” The three hundred soldiers start walking towards the Detroit Metropolitan Airport when the Captain’s radio pings, “Captain Ford.” 

“Captain, I’m Air Force Captain Merriweather, I have four F35s inbounds, due in five mics, also have C17s due at the airport in thirty mics. Top cover will be provided by Global Hawk armed drones.” 

“Captain Merriweather, we hope everything stays calm, we should be at the airport in thirty if we don’t run into any major problems.” 

“We’ll be watching, if any try to attack or cut you off, we’ll take them out. Good luck. Seems your mission is typical SNAFU.” 

“Got that right.” 

Three hundred pairs of eyes scan their surroundings expecting all hell to break lose any minute. They heard the militias vehicles heading their way while four F35s flashes over their heads. They feel better knowing they have air cover. They're still being pelted with rocks and bottles, so far their luck has held in that no one has shot at them. They forgot that the citizens of Detroit had been disarmed by the Mutaween. Five minutes later, the militia arrived to pick up the 82nd. An hour later the 82nd is flying towards their base in Georgia wondering what the hell went wrong. 

@@@@@ 

Five hundred feet beneath the surface of the Atlantic Ocean, Captain Helms leaned over the sonar officer’s shoulder, “Sir, do you hear it?” 

“Very faint, but I hear the lack of something, there’s no sound at that bearing.” 

“That means there’s another Shark boat along that bearing.” 

“Slowly take us there. I want to communicate with her captain.” 

“Aye aye, sir.” 

@@@@@ 

The American military, militias, and armed citizens were fighting in every American city and town against the Foreign Islamic soldiers and Mutaween. No town was free from the civil war. Muslims and infidels attacked and killed each other on every block. America’s economy came to a stop, people weren't working or shopping. They were consumed with the ongoing fight. America’s GNP falls to new lows every day. The Secretary of the Treasury is trying to explain to President Mohmand that the country is on a cracking ledge about to fall into the abyss. “Mr. President, we’re about to enter the deepest depression in the world’s history. Our unemployment rate is over 30% and getting worse, inflation is on the verge of becoming hyperinflation. We need to get people back to work, we need the people to shop and pay their bills, pay their mortgages and rents. Every sector of our economy is failing.” 

“Can’t we nationalize more companies and industries?” 

“Mr. President, you can nationalize every company in the country and it’s not going to help. We’re on the sinking Titanic, she’s pulling us under as she slips under the waves. Our currency is worthless, and we’ve got Russians sitting in Alaska stealing our oil while the Chinese are eating pineapples in Hawaii. If the Russians move South or the Chinese jump to the West Coast, we could end up losing the country. The people are cold and hungry, and have shockingly welcomed the Russians and Chinese.” 

“How could they? They’re both infidels? The people should be welcoming our troops, not the invaders.” 

“Mr. President, the Americans view us as invaders. Their damn military sided with the militias and the people against us. If President Jackson wins the civil war here, he’ll turn the military loose against us in the rest of the Caliphate. They could invade Europe, there could be another D-day, they could push us out of control. Mr. President, you have to consolidate your power and bring the forces under your control into a single force that stops the Americans before it’s too late.” 

“If America slips into a deep depression, President Jackson won’t have the ability to invade us will he? The people will be hungry, scared and cold, they’ll turn to the government for help and food. We can still win this, all we have to do is delay Jackson’s advances, slow him down enough so that America falls over the cliff into depression.  Once they’re in depression, we’ll be able to win this battle and expand our influence and power. I think you should do everything within your power to help push this country into a depression like none they have ever experienced.”  

“President Mohmand, this is a very dangerous and untested path to travel.” 

“I think it’s the only path open to us.” 

Chapter Twenty-One. 

President Jackson and his key aides were drowning in data. The media continued their lies while Anonymous diligently hacked America’s media twice a week, endeavoring to bring truth to the American public. Confusion reigned, very few people had any idea what was really happening.  

President Jackson rubbed his bloodshot eyes, “I’m exhausted and confused. In today’s reports, we have one instance of a small attack outside Charleston, West Virginia, where both sides claim victory.   I have no idea who really won or the number of injured. Here’s another report about battles in Beaverton, Oregon. Again, I have no idea who won. The amount of data is amazing, it's flowing in, in the gigabyte per second range, no one can keep up with this flow. How the hell can I manage this war if I get conflicting reports every couple of seconds? Which reports can I trust to be accurate?” 

Before President Jackson and his aides can continue their discussion an aide knocks on the conference room, “Mr. President, I’m sorry to interrupt your meeting, you have a very unusual call on your secure line.” 

“Ralph, how unusual?” 

“Mr. President, US Navy Captain, Helms, the commanding officer of the USS Tiger Shark is on the phone asking for you.” 

Every head snaps up at the mention of the captain of the Tiger Shark being on the phone. President Jackson says, “Put him through.” 

“Mr. President, thank you for taking my call. I know this is a very unusual situation, I received orders to launch a missile targeting Fort Hood.” Every head in the conference room turns to look at the President. “I didn’t trust the orders so my crew and I rejected the launch order. I’ve left my patrol area and entered sector B12 where we found the White Shark, they too refused their launch order. We feel these orders to fire upon our own military go against our oath to protect and defend the U.S.A. We’re offering our services to you in the fight for America’s freedom from the unlawful takeover by the Islamic Caliphate led by Mohmand.” 

“Captain, this changes a lot of our strategy, are you and the White Shark in a safe area?” 

“Sir, we hope so, we avoided a French Muslim SSN, who was looking for us. Both of us no longer have our SSN escorts, they were pulled from us a couple of days ago.” 

“I’ll see if I can find you some protection. Captain, can we contact you in twelve hours?” 

“Of course Mr. President. We’re hiding in our stealth modes. There aren’t any hunters who can find us when we’re in stealth mode.” 

“Captain, take care of yourself, we’ll speak again very soon.” 

President Jackson looks at his aides, “How do we best use our new strategic weapons?” 

General Broad whispers, “Threaten to take out Medina and Mecca, either they surrender and leave America or we vaporize their holy sites.” 

Every eye looks at the General, some in shock, others smiling at the thought of vaporizing Islam’s holy sites. 

Jason looks at President Jackson, “Can we do that? Is it even possible?” 

President Jackson replies in a quiet voice, just above a whisper, “If I had the nuclear release computer, it’s as possible as typing in my release code. Without the release computer, I don’t know if the warheads would even explode.” 

General Broad replies, “Mr. President, do they have to explode? Won’t launching a missile at each site without the warhead exploding scare Mohmand enough to know we’re serious?  We tell them the next missile will be armed while we use the non-exploding warheads first, as a show of force. If the warhead didn’t explode, the target would still be covered with radioactive material. It would be unlivable for a long time.”

President Jackson shakes his head, he looks at his staff, “If the warheads don't explode, they will claim that Allah saved them. It will make them stronger and think that Allah has proven he’s on their side. It could actually make them fight harder. They’ll think they have proof they’re fulfilling Allah’s task on Earth. I think if we decide to move forward with this plan, we have to find a way to arm the warheads by going around the PAL code. If we launch, then we do so with the full intent of destroying their two holy sites and killing millions. We have to realize if we destroy their two sites we’ll be fighting Muslims forever. The war will only end when the last one of either us or them is dead.” 

Jason looks into his President’s eyes, he sees the deep sadness in his eyes, “Sir, aren’t we now in a life or death battle with Muslims? Aren’t we currently fighting a battle to the last soul? Islam has been fighting the world for thousands of years, why does anyone think that if we beat them here they will stop? Why would we believe they won’t be fighting us as insurgents for years? If we don’t either kill them all or remove them from our soil, we’ll never have peace with them. If they’re losing, they’re history shows they’ll sign any treaty placed in front of them, they’ll sign with no intent of playing under the treaties rules. They’ll lull us to sleep while they rebuild their forces and they’ll attack us again. I think the only way this war is going to end is for us to either kill all of them, which isn’t logical or we place them all in quarantine.” 

Bradley, asks, “Jason, what do you have in mind when you say quarantine? Where would you place them?” 

“That’s the key question. We’d have to find a large island, someplace we can use a blockading naval force so no one enters or leaves. We allow them to live as they desire, most likely reverting to their eleventh-century ways.  We can watch them with drones. If their population exceeds their area, that’s their problem.  We need to look at Islam as a contagious disease and quarantine them like we would if they were infected with any super contagious disease.” 

President Jackson shakes his head saying, “Do you realize how the media would go after us if we publicly called Islam a contagious disease? We’d never hear the end of it. The media will make it their mission to block all of our future careers. The media will hound us for the rest of our lives. Our family names will be associated with what the media will call the largest sinners in history. Our names will be in the same category as Judas. Think this through, our children’s children will be hounded for history as Judas. If we decide to go forward with this plan, I suggest we look into changing our family names or we set aside enough money that our families can disappear for generations.” 

The group sitting in the conference room looked very sullen. They had a ray of hope in how to end the war, only to realize if they moved forward with the plan they would damage their families for generations. President Jackson looks like he’s aged twenty years in a few minutes, his eyes have dark lines under them, additional lines seemed to have formed on his face in only a few minutes. He turns to face Admiral Wright, “Admiral, can the PAL be circumvented? Is there a way that Captain Helms can access it with only the resources he has on board?” 

“Mr. President, I’ll do some research, I’d also like permission to contact our spy in the White House. Maybe he can get his hands on the release case and swap it out with a false one.” 

“Admiral that would be the end of our spy. He would be caught and torn apart in the worst way possible by Mohmand when he is caught, and they will catch him. You have my permission to do everything in your means to find a way to launch the missiles without the launch codes.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

Jenny says, “Sir, before we leave this topic if I may?” 

“Jenny, I’m sorry, of course, what’s on your mind?” 

“Sir, I don’t agree that we’d be at war with Islam forever. I’m sure there are many moderate Muslims, who don’t like the current situation any more than we do. I think the majority of Muslims are just scared to come forward. I think we’d be making a huge mistake if we broadly assumed that every Muslim fully supports President Mohmand’s plans. I might agree to quarantine radical Muslims if there was some test that would prove the person was radical in their beliefs and not a moderate. I also suggest that destroying Medina and Mecca might even turn moderate Muslims against us. There has to be another way. Remember the Alamo? Remember when Santa Anna attacked and destroyed the Alamo it became a rallying point for generations, if we destroy Medina and Mecca it will be the same, but worse than the Alamo. We’ll destroy the two cities, we’ll kill millions and we’ll set in motion the one thing that Mohmand doesn’t currently have. We’ll be supplying the glue to bind all Muslims together in their hate against us. I propose we not rush into any decision such as this unless we fully understand all of the potential ramifications.” 

President Jackson, looking even sadder responds, “Jenny, thank you. Thank you for being brave enough to speak your mind and remind us there’s always a cost to every decision. I agree, if we destroy their holy sites we’ll be guarantying another hundred or thousand year’s war. Jenny, please work with General Broad and Admiral Wright on potential courses of action.” 

Jenny nods her head, “Thank you, Mr. President.” 

“Jenny, we have to remember we’re not Nazis, we’re not animals, there has to be a way to win the war while ensuring the war isn’t fought by our children and their children again in the future. Unless there are other pressing issues to discuss, I’d like to take an hour’s break.” 

All heads nod in agreement. 

@@@@@ 

President Mohmand is furious that none of the SSBNs launched at the US military bases exploded in nuclear fire, and no one can locate former President Jackson. Mohmand fired two advisors in the past twenty-four hours, he’s about to pound his desk in frustration when Abdul enters the Oval Office, “Mr. President, we found them!” 

“You found who?” 

“President Jackson’s wife and son.” 

President Mohmand spins around to look at his Chief of Staff, “No shit?” 

“We’re 100% certain we know where they are. We caught a video chat between Robert and one of his friends.” 

“Excellent, where are they hiding?” 

“They’re in Cheyenne Mountain.” 

“Idiot! That doesn’t help us. It's probably the only place we can’t access. Once they closed the blast proof doors, no one gets in or out. That damn mountain can't even be accessed after a direct hit by a nuclear bomb. In 2020, the Air Force updated the mountain security by adding new armor inside so they can survive a 10 megaton weapon. I assume the mountain is closed up?” 

“Yes, Mr. President, they are locked down.” 

“Shit, there’s no way we can get to them.” 

“Sir, that also means they can’t exit. They’re stuck inside the mountain. If we cut all communications with the mountain, no one will know if they’re alive or not. We can bluff Jackson to turn himself in, for the lives of his wife and son.” 

“You have a point there.” 

Abdul says, “Sir if we cut off communications with the mountain, we can leak to the media there was a serious accident at the mountain, everyone inside died. We will hold a national day of mourning for the brave service members who died in an “unknown” accident.  That should depress Jackson enough for him to make a mistake. He might even come out into the light where we can directly act against him.” 

Looking at the ceiling President Mohmand smiles, saying, “Create the plan. Anything to unbalance the man is worth trying. I like it. The key to your plan is the total disconnect of all communications in and out of the mountain.” 

@@@@@ 

The Russian troops in Alaska are surprised at how well they’re welcomed by the people they encounter. The Russians are met at many small towns by almost all of the citizens welcoming them with open arms thanking them for removing their Muslim overseers. General Boyenski laughs to himself thinking, what fools, we’re replacing one set of overseers with another. At least we won’t behead or nail anyone to a cross. Based on that and the row of crosses we passed on our way into town, I can understand why the people are happy to have a strong hand show up. We caught four of the black asses, I’ll turn them over to the people. It should be interesting to watch what they do to the crazy Mutaween. I remember the stories of how we dealt with them in the North Caucasus. My good friend told me they force fed them ham, had their manhood cut off then shown how their bodies were going to be buried in pig skins. The fear of their eternal death with no hope of reaching paradise was the only thing that made them obey us. I’ll suggest the same thing to the local mayor.  

General Boyenski arrived at the mayor’s office, “General, please come in, would you like a hot cup of coffee or tea?” 

“Mr. Mayor, thank you, would you happen to have any vodka?” 

“Of course, I’ll join you. We’re prepared a hot meal for your people in the school’s gym. The school locker rooms also have hot water and a steam room if your people would like to wash up.” 

“Mr. Mayor, that’s very kind of you, I’ll inform my officers. I’m sure the men will be happy to use your facilities.” 

“General, what brings you here? I know you’re not sightseeing.” 

Laughing, the general tossed back his shot of vodka, “Mr. Mayor, I’ve been placed in command of the three Russian armies that have landed in Alaska. We’re going to absorb your state into the Motherland.” 

The mayor is silent a moment, “General, you don’t have Mutaween or a Muslim President do you?” 

“Of course not.” 

“Will our people be fairly treated?” 

“I can promise you, you and your people will be treated in the same manner as any other Russian citizen. You will be allowed your freedom of religion and the right to a free press, in fact, your taxes are going to be lower being a citizen of the Motherland than under President Mohmand.” 

“What about our health care?” 

“We have a national healthcare program, unlike Obamacare, ours usually works.” 

“General, you promise to station some people to protect us from the crazy Muslims? I’ve lost a number of my people to them. People who refused to openly convert to Islam or whose only crime was being born Jewish.” 

“Mr. Mayor, I understand. I promise you, and I'm willing to set up communications with our President, who plans on making a public statement in two days about our Alaska mission.” 

“General, may I be one of the first to welcome you to Holy Cross.” 

The two men exchanged toasts with shots of Vodka. “Mr. Mayor, I’d like to excuse myself to check on my people.” 

“Of course, if you need anything, please let me know.” 

“I will. Thank you for your hospitality.”  

“We’d deal with the devil himself to rid us of our Muslim overseers.” 

“I understand. I promise you, they will never bother you again. We captured a few and I'm happy to turn them over to you and your people. We want the town to decide what to do with them.” 

“We can do anything we want to them?” 

“Yes, I’ll tell you how we dealt with them in Mother Russia, once word of our punishment spread, most of their kind left, they were afraid for their souls.” 

“General, I’d very much like to hear that.” 

Chapter Twenty-two 

The national media broke into the evening’s entrainment programs with a news flash, “We’ve received information that there has been some sort of serious accident at the Strategic Command Post at Cheyenne Mountain. There have been no communications in or out of the mountain in 24 hours. All traffic trying to enter the mountain complex is being stopped by first responders wearing full MOPP 4 suits. Anyone living within 2 miles of the mountain is being evacuated. There are rumors of many dead civilians who lived in the shadow of the mountain. Some are saying the Tea Party broke into the mountain spreading some sort of deadly bio-agent or gas which killed everyone in the area. We will keep you informed of any additional news as we receive it.” 

President Jackson is stopped in mid word by the flash news report. He spins around in his chair saying, “George, can we hold this discussion later, something very urgent has just come up.” 

“Of course Mr. President. Even tomorrow is fine. Is there anything I or my people can do to help?” 

“George, if there is, I’ll get right back to you. Thank you for your understanding.” 

President Jackson, presses the red button on his desk, “Admiral, General, Jenny, and Jason can you drop everything and meet me in my office?” 

The four requested aides walked quickly towards the President’s office, all wondering what type of situation required a public address request by the president. The first to arrive is Jason, who slips into a chair across from the President’s desk. “Sir?” 

“Jason, one minute, the others will be here soon.” 

“Of course sir.” 

When all four are seated, President Jackson asks, “Have you heard the news report about Cheyenne Mountain?” 

Admiral Wright responds, “Mr. President, I don’t believe there’s any real problem. I think President Mohmand made the entire thing up.” 

“Why do you say that?” 

“Mr. President, when the mountain is closed, as it’s been since just Janice and Robert arrived, no one can enter or exit. The air and water are checked and filtered, no one could simply walk into the complex and do it any damage. Not only is the mountain sealed, there are over a thousand heavily armed soldiers patrolling the perimeter of the complex. Sir, I can assure you, this is Mohmand playing mind games with you. Somehow he discovered, or thinks that Janice and Robert may be in the mountain. Since he couldn’t get to them, he decided to see if he could make you do something stupid so he could get to you.” 

“Admiral, are you sure?” 

“Yes sir, I am. I was stationed at the Mountain for a year. I can assure you, Janice and Robert are safe inside the Mountain.” 

“Is there any way Mohmand might know how to communicate with them, or intercept any communications emanating from their location? Also, what about the locals the news mentioned?” 

“I’m assuming he poisoned many of the locals to play towards his cover story, he then cut off all of the Mountains comm lines. There is one way he might not know about. In case of a nuclear attack against the country, one that took the leadership out, the Mountain would assume control of our strategic assets. In case one had to confirm their orders there is a secret sat comm link.” 

“He doesn’t know about this link?” 

“Did you?” 

“Not until you told me.” 

“It’s kept very secret so the CIC of the Mountain always has a way to communicate…” Before Admiral Wright can continue President Jackson’s secure phone rings, “Admiral, one moment please, when this phone rings, it’s never good news.” 

“Hello, this is President Jackson.”  

“What, oh my God, I was so worried, yes, I love you too. I promise. I do. I’ll see you very soon.” President Jackson turns away from his aides to wipe a tear from his eye, he turns back to face them saying, “That was Janice, she and Robert are fine. Admiral, you are correct, Mohmand cut all of the ground lines and their fiber lines. The CIC linked to the secret bird to allow Janice to contact me. That’s a huge weight lifted from my shoulders. I think we need to give Mohmand something to worry about.” 

His four aides look at the sneer on the President’s face, “Screw with my family will you, let’s see who breaks first. Admiral, has Captain Helms responded about circumventing the PAL?” 

“Sir, he can launch, he’s not sure the warhead will explode. We’re moving forward with the plan to use our spy to switch the nuclear release computer cases.” 

“Admiral, we need our spy in place, don’t burn him.” 

“Mr. President, I think he’ll be able to make the switch. We’re providing him with a duplicate case that looks and acts like the real one only it can’t send the launch codes to any of our assets. Sir, what are you thinking?” 

“I want to leak the story we’re going to nuke Mecca. Let’s see how Mohmand acts when he thinks something he loves is about to disintegrate in nuclear ashes.” 

Smiling, Jenny says, “It will be leaked tonight, he’ll hear the story before he retires for the evening.” 

“Jenny, you sound very sure of yourself.” 

“Sir, I am. I can assure you he’ll know about the upcoming launch.” 

“Good, maybe if he has any brains he’ll try to reach out to us.” 

“Mr. President, we’ll keep our ears open for any message he tries to send.” 

“Thank you. General, will you please remain behind, I have a crazy idea I’d like to bounce off of you.”

“Of course sir.”

@@@@@ 

“Abdul, come at once. We have a major problem!” 

Abdul drops everything to run down the hall to the Oval Office, he pushes the door open, “Mr. President, what’s wrong? What’s the bad news that can’t wait?” 

“Abdul, the secret service intercepted a message that the Tea Party has found a way to communicate with one of our missile subs. They are going to launch a missile against Mecca! Can they really do this?” 

“Sir, when did they intercept this message? Do we have any information on when they’re going to launch? We have to notify the Saudi Royal Family to quickly increase the protection of Mecca and they should leave the area. Sir, I’ll handle that right now.” 

“Abdul, before you leave, can they really talk to one of our missile submarines?” 

“Mr. President, they can if the boat called them.” 

“How would the submarine manage that?” 

“They could launch a comms buoy which would allow the boat to access the commercial or MilStat birds.” 

“Can the boat launch if we don’t authorize it?” 

“Mr. President, they can launch, the question is, would the warhead explode. Your nuclear release computer releases the PAL enabling the warhead to arm. If the warhead doesn’t arm, it will spread radioactive material all over its target.” 

“Like a dirty bomb?” 

“Yes sir, only worse, because the explosion will happen in the city, spreading the radiation to everything under it.” 

“Abdul, you’re saying they could make Mecca unlivable for a long time?” 

“Mr. President, Mecca could become unlivable and unvisitable for one hundred years or more.” 

“We can’t allow that to happen. We have to figure out which submarine they communicated with and sink it before it can launch its missiles.” 

“Sir, the best of our attack submarines hasn’t been able to find any of the Shark class boats. We’ve had five French and four German boats searching in the Shark’s patrol area, they haven’t been able pick up a sniff of the boat. Unless we get very lucky, we’re not going to be able to find the rogue boat.” 

“How are we going to protect Mecca?” 

“Mr. President, I don’t think the report is true. No one in their right mind would attack Mecca. Surely they know whoever attacked Mecca would be hunted down for all of eternity. We’d never stop hunting those responsible until we found who attacked our holy city.” 

“What good will revenge do if we lose Mecca? If Mecca is hit, and we had an intelligence report of the possibility and didn’t do everything possible to thwart the attack, we’d be as guilty as those who attacked Mecca.” 

“Sir, won’t Allah protect his holy sites? Do we really need to be so concerned, surely Allah will stop any attack from striking his holy city?” 

“Abdul, Allah may be testing our faith. He might allow the infidels to attack as a test of our resolve and faith in him. He may be seeing how far we’ll go in protecting his holy sites. We have to do everything in our power to stop any terror attack against Allah’s holy sites. I’m sure he’s testing our faith. I’m going to declare a national state of emergency giving us the power we need to arrest anyone associated with the Tea Party and former President Jackson’s supporters. I didn’t realize how difficult this task would be. I now understand that Allah placed us here to change the course of history. Issue the order and call together the Directors of the FBI, CIA, NSA, DHS and General Sala.” 

“Yes, sir. I’ll have everyone here within thirty minutes.” 

@@@@@ 

Jason smiled as he carried a data chip to President Jackson’s office. When he arrived, he observed how much President Jackson had aged in the months since President Mohmand started his program to convert the country. Jason knocks on the doorframe. President Jackson looks up, his shirt is wrinkled with the sleeves rolled up to his elbows, “Jason, come on in, what’s up?” 

“Sir, President Mohmand is going crazy over the rumor the Tea Party is going to attack Mecca. He’s called in all of his security and intelligence departments to locate and stop the attack.” 

“Good, I think it’s time we drop the next surprise. Tell the Admiral he has the go ahead to move to stage two.” 

Jason smiles saying, “Yes sir, I’m sure he’s going to be happy to turn the heat up.” 

“Jason, I want communications restored with the Mountain, I want the entrances to the Mountain reinforced with as much armor as we can pack by the door. Don’t allow anyone within five miles of the Mountain.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

Jason pings Admiral Wright when he enters his office, “Admiral, President Jackson says go ahead with stage two.” 

“Happy to, I wish I could see their faces when phase 2 hits them.” 

Eighteen hours later two B1 bombers fly one hundred feet over Mecca. Large flames shoot out the rear of the four engines operating on full afterburner generating as much noise as possible. The two bombers pass over Mecca at 750MPH, breaking windows and setting off alarms all over the city. They drop leaflets over the city warning them the city would be destroyed within 24 hours. The Saudi Royal Air Force sends fighters to intercept the American bombers, they are surprised when they are intercepted by stealth fighter drones who call the fighters on the Guard channel to return to their base before they are blown out of the sky. Since the drones didn’t show up on their sensors, the fighters turned around and landed versus being shot down by planes they couldn't see. 

President Mohmand’s hidden private phone rings. President Mohmand stops in mid-word talking to General Sala, “General, I have to take this, please excuse me.” 

General Sala stands and bows as he leaves the Oval Office, he wonders who would be important enough to force him to leave.

“Hello?” 

“Mohmand this is King Abdullah in Riyadh, why did two of your bombers just buzz Mecca? Are you completely out of your mind? I’m seriously thinking of having you replaced.” 

“Your majesty, it wasn’t American bombers, it couldn’t be. I saw a report just today stating that all of our active bombers are on their bases.” 

“Mohmand, you’re an idiot. Of course, that’s what your report said. I’m telling you two of them just made a very low-level pass over Mecca. They dropped leaflets saying Mecca would be destroyed within 24 hours. I have pandemonium on my hands, tens of thousands are trying to leave Mecca while others kneel praying for Allah to protect us.  What’s wrong with you? Have you grown too big for your britches?” 

“Your majesty, I’ll look into it right now. It could have been the Tea Party, the secret service has intercepted a message saying they were going to destroy Mecca with a nuclear weapon.” 

“And you didn’t think to contact us? We’re the sworn defenders of Mecca and Medina, if you know of a threat to our holy sites it’s your responsibly to inform us.” 

“Your majesty, I’ll make sure nothing happens to our holy sites.” 

“How are you going to do that when you can’t stop your own planes from overflying my country?” 

“Your majesty…” 

President Mohmand looks at the dead handset in his hands. He tries to control his breathing, when he gets it under control he presses the button to summon his Chief of Staff.  

“Abdul, we’re in very hot water, so hot it’s going to boil us alive. I just got a call saying two of our bombers just buzzed Mecca while dropping flyers saying Mecca was going to be destroyed within 24 hours.” 

Before they can continue their discussion, their attention is drawn to the wall of monitors which shows two large black fire blenching bombers over fly over the Dome of the Rock. President Mohmand turns pale, he looks like he’s going to pass out. Abdul starts shaking. Four senior Mutaween arrive from their White House basement office, “Mr. President, you are attacking Islam’s holy sites. We have been ordered to arrest you.” 

President Mohmand yells, “Secret service, I’m under duress, I need help!” 

Before he finishes, four armed secret service agents burst into the Oval Office, with their guns drawn their leaders asks, “Mr. President, are you OK?” 

“Agent, these men are threatening me.” 

The secret service agents look at the Mutaween, “Gentlemen, drop any weapons you have, place your hands behind your back, you are under arrest for threatening the President of the United States.” 

The lead Mutaween tries to push one of the secret service agents out of the way. The agent pulls his sidearm, shooting and killing the Mutaween. He looks at the body saying, “This is our house, go back to the sand pit and play your silly games there.” 

President Mohmand can’t believe one of the most senior Mutaween agents is lying dead on the Oval Office floor. He looks at the secret service agent, “What just happened?” 

“Mr. President, he threatened you, per our standing orders, anyone who threatens you and is close enough to do harm to you is to be taken down, per said policy we took him down to protect you.” 

“He was one of the most senior Mutaween in the world.” 

“Not anymore.” 

“Agent, you’re fired, I could have talked him out of doing any harm to me.” 

“Sir, I was following my standing orders.” 

“Not anymore, leave the White House.” 

The word of the firing spread through the secret service, 30% of the agents tendered their resignation within 48 hours of the firing. President Mohmand replaced the agents with senior Mutaween agents which further upset the existing agents, all of the non-Muslim agents left the service, by the end of the week, the secret service became a 100% Muslim organization. The country didn’t know what happened as the media spiked the story. The Saudi Royal family was very concerned about what President Mohmand was doing. They feared the power had gone to his head. The royal family reviewed their options to replace President Mohmand. They overlooked America’s election process, they looked upon America as if it was now a part of the Kingdom. The king decided to send a personal representative to see if President Mohmand could be controlled or not. 

@@@@@ 

Gangs of Muslim teens patrolled their neighborhoods, replacing many local police who refused to patrol the Muslim sections of the cities.  The local, American police were attacked by gangs who had a total distrust of any non-Muslim first responder. The Muslim teens started to spread their patrols into the neighborhoods where most of the people just wanted to be left alone. When the teens started harassing the citizens, they were shocked when the common people fought back. A few of the gangs were found hanging from street lights, some were found shot, a few were found stabbed and dumped in industrial dumpsters behind large Big-Box stores. The local Mutaween decided to take matters into their own hands by increasing their patrols of the cities where the gangs were killed. The media was shocked by local reports of bodies of senior Mutaween found hanging in cities around the country. America was saying, “no more.” 

Chapter Twenty-three 

Militias’ band together with like minded people and armed citizens to enter heavily Muslim sections of cities, the freedom loving armed Americans start taking the cities back by attacking and burning mosques. Dark smoke covered city skies as hundreds of mosques were torched. Mutaween and loyal first responders entered a running gun battle with the militias. The fighting went from house to house, corner by corner, setting large sections of American cities on fire. Refugees lined the streets and freeways leading out of the cities as the fighting spread. The media were shocked when reports surfaced from some Northeast cities with heavy Jewish populations, they surprised the Mutaween and other Muslims, who tried to dislodge them from the cities. The Jews met their attackers with M16s and M4s. They set up ambushes that came as a deadly surprise to their attackers. The Mutaween were beaten off multiple times before they realized they weren't prepared to continue their assault on the remaining Jewish families. The Mutaween was suffering over a 75% casualty rate. The senior Mutaween didn't understand what was happening. They determined that Satan had armed the Jews, bringing their perceived evil nature to a higher level.  They decided to call in their military support to remove the Jewish families. Lines of tanks and armored personnel carriers arrived in American cities to fight and remove the remaining Jewish families.  

Militias, the JDF, and loyal Army units responded to the Islamic military by assisting the Jewish families fighting for their lives. The Muslims supported by their military units were shocked when their advance was stopped by the American military units opposing them. The two military groups battled for the morality of the country. One group yelled “Allah Akbar” as they raced down the streets supported by tanks and mortars that tear the wealthy sections of cities apart. They’re met by dug-in loyal military units who killed the rushing units like a sickle cutting corn stalks. The dug-in units swing their machine guns and grenade launchers left and right cutting down their attackers. After two hours of on/off fighting, the Muslim troops request a one hour break so the piles of bodies can be removed and the wounded can be tended to. The loyal troops welcome the pause so they can change machine gun barrels, and take a quick nature break. They ensured all of their troops had sufficient rounds, water and protein bars. They placed debris in front of them providing additional protection from their attackers.  At the top of the hour, the Muslim troops amassed a human wave attack. They planned to overwhelm the defenders with a wall of people, outnumbering their opponent. They knew those in the front rows would be killed. They were happy to die for Allah, knowing they would enter paradise where 72 virgins await them…theirs for eternal bliss. The loyal military commander prepared for the attack by using the cease-fire to line the streets with IEDs and Claymore land mines that shoot out hundreds of metal BBs when they explode. The claymores would cut down the advancing mass like a hot knife through butter.  

The loyal troops heard screaming at the opposite end of the street, “Allah Akbar”, the commander knew the attack would start any moment. He told his people, “Wait for my command, let the IEDs and claymores do their job before we open fire. There’s no need for us to waste ammo. As soon as the mines explode, everyone on the front line, throw two hand grenades. When the dust settles, wait for me to give the order to fire, then open fire with everything we have. We can end this today.” 

His troops respond, “Ooh Rah!” 

The Muslim’s started their attack by firing smoke rounds towards the loyal troops, they landed short, only midway down the street where the IEDs and claymores were awaiting the Muslim advance. The smoke covered the mines, surprising the Muslims when they explode. The IEDs exploded, followed by the claymores, hundreds fall, torn apart by the flying shrapnel. The pile of bodies in the middle of the street slowed down the second wave long enough for the grenades to arrive. These exploded at chest level, tearing troops apart. Their screams and cries echoed off of the building’s walls that line the street. The third wave figured there’s no more mines or grenades and began firing their AK74 rifles as they ran screaming towards the loyal troops. When the Muslim’s reach the halfway point, the loyal commander yells, “FIRE.” Every machine gun and automatic rifle opened fire, cutting down the troops running towards them. The full auto fire stopped the assault in the middle of the street. Only a handful of troops reach the end of the street where the loyal troops are waiting for them. The attackers were easily killed by the defenders. The attack resembled the attack of the light brigade.

The EIBLAZE network promoted the victory while the mainstream media ignored the battle completely. This time though, the MSN couldn't cover it up. Anonymous broke into the media’s broadcasts showing video’s of the battle, of people who were beaten and tortured by the Mutaween and ordinary citizens beaten because they were Jewish. Anonymous interviewed two leaders from the JDL, who covered their faces with Israeli flags. “One hundred and fifty years ago six million Jews were killed because of our religion, we swore at that time, NEVER AGAIN! Today you can see the results. The Jewish families in America are armed, we will fight back against anyone who tries to kill us. We will turn the tables on the Muslims, who think they can easily round us up and kill us. We stand before you today to say, we may die, we may lose. However, we will take four or six of you for every one of us that dies. In the end, more of you will die than us. If you think we’re not serious, look at the largest Mosque in this city.” The camera changed to images of the Mosque as it explodes in bright yellow/white flames. Two Muslim food stores disappear in bright flashes of light as explosives are detonated. Across the city key, Muslim locations explode in fireballs. “Let this be a reminder, none of you is safe until we are all safe. We can and will strike at the time of our choosing, we will destroy your infrastructure and bring your economy to a standstill, you may be able to kill most of us.  Our revenge will be the total destruction of your economy, your power plants and your infrastructure. If one more of our enclaves is attacked we will bring down your electrical grid, you will sit in your homes in the dark. If you want to live as your prophet lived, we’ll enable you to. You’ll have no electrical power for light, heat, or refrigeration. You will have no computers, no communications, no internet, no 3D vision. If you think we’re bluffing, we’re going to give you a sample. Tonight at midnight the electrical power to the city of Detroit will be cut. Your first totally Islamic zone will go dark. Let Allah provide you with electricity. 

We proudly say, Never Again.” 

The country sits surprised, most think the JDL is bluffing, the Muslims believe Allah would never allow a Jew to defeat a Muslim. At the stroke of midnight, all electrical power was cut to the city of Detroit.  The Detroit power company couldn't figure out what happened or how to re-engage the generators. None of them start or respond to many attempts to re-engage them.  They knew they were hacked, but didn't understand how the hacking was done or how to reverse it. For the first time since President Mohmand was elected, the people of Detroit were worried. Some pause to consider the question of how powerful Allah is versus how powerful the God of the Jews is. Ira releases a JDL press release reminding the world of the battle between the Egyptian Gods and the God of Abraham. He reminds the Muslims of the ten plagues that fell on Egypt the last time a ‘’God” fought the God of Abraham. 

At 7AM, the media’s morning news broadcasts were hacked by Anonymous, “Last night the JDL promised to cut all power to the city of Detroit. At midnight Detroit lost all power. They will remain powerless as long as President Mohmand is in power. The Jews of America have decided they want to leave and move to Israel. They have a message for the American Muslims. That message is: Try to stop us and none of you will have electrical power again. If you attempt to harm us while we’re leaving, we’ll turn your cities into firestorms. Millions of you will endure a horrible death being burned alive, the same punishment you have done to our children. We will turn your cities into firestorms that will consume everything and everyone. Leave us alone, allow us to leave or suffer the consequences.”    

President Mohmand was overjoyed with the announcement. He was already planning on sending the Jews to Israel where he could attack them with America’s long-range nuclear weapons. He gave orders to allow the Jews to leave. He ordered the Mutaween to back off, but they responded that they were following Allah’s orders and had to kill Jews wherever they were found. President Mohmand was worried that the Mutaween had grown too powerful. He worried they would kill Jews before they left the country leading to a crash of America’s electrical grid. He’d already been told by his Secretary of Home Land Security that it was possible to crash the grid. He decided to contact the royal’s in Saudi Arabia to ask them to order the Mutaween to back off. When he called he got a shock, the royal’s refused to call off the Mutaween, in fact they told Mohmand they’d issued orders for the Mutaween to locate and kill every Jew before they could arrive in Israel. 

“Abdul! We have a serious problem.” 

Abdul, comes running to his President, “Sir, what’s going on?” 

“I spoke with the Royals, they not only refused to call off the Mutaween, they told me they ordered them to kill the Jews. We have to find out how the Jews plan to bring down our electrical grid so we can stop them.” 

“Sir, I’ll assemble a team of experts.” 

“Do it very quickly.” 

The Mutaween attack the largest Jewish area in Atlanta, Georgia, to watch the lights go out across Atlanta.

@@@@@ 

President Jackson watched the broadcast by Anonymous and laughed so hard tears fell from his eyes. His staff looked at him trying to understand what was so funny. Jason says, “Mr. President, is there an inside joke we’re not aware of?” 

“Jason, everyone, President Mohmand will try to order the Mutaween to allow the Jews to leave, Saudi won’t allow them to, the Muslim leadership are fighting among themselves, no matter what they do, their grid is going to fail tonight at midnight. The country is going to go dark, city by city from Portland Maine to the suburbs of San Diego. The administration is going to go crazy trying to figure out why the enclaves of loyal Americans continue to have power while the grouping of Muslims loses electrical power. I plan to stay up to watch it tonight.” 

BB asks, “Watch it?” 

“Oh yes. Anonymous is going to broadcast the view from one of the intel birds in orbit they hacked. The lights across America and then Europe and Saudi are going to go out tonight. Maybe they will question the power of their god, Allah compared to the power of the Jewish God, YHWH. Remember your Bible, the Exodus from Egypt? Others thought they could cross the God of the Jews only to discover how wrong they were. I think our Muslim friends are about to understand they may have bitten off more than they can chew.” 

Jason looks around at the other staffers, “Mr. President, do you believe the Jews have a God? Don’t we all have the same God?” 

“Jason, I believe in God, I don’t know his name, it could very well be YHWH. I do know that the Jews, with a little help from Anonymous, will give the Muslim world a shock tonight, one they won’t soon forget.” 

Jason replies, “Sir, if it’s really Anonymous crashing the grid, then it’s not God’s work.” 

“Jason, isn’t it?” 

No one in the conference room had a response for President Jackson.  

“At midnight, when the lights go out, we should hit their key installations as hard as we can. They’ll be in shock from the loss of electrical power.  We should be able to catch them by surprise with their pants down. If we get very lucky, we might be able to bring them to the negotiating table after tonight. I want us to hit them with everything we have. One mass attack across the country. Press them on every front, don’t let them breath. Don’t let them figure out what’s happening. Hit them hard, hit them everywhere. Don’t let them catch their breath. We have an advantage, let’s use it to win. We have the Russians in Alaska, the Chinese are in transit to Hawaii, if we don’t win this war soon we’re going to lose America. Even if we finally win, what’s left will be a shadow of her former self. We’ll never be the country we used to be. Tell every military unit, every militia leader, everyone who’s armed, TONIGHT is our night. Tonight we bring the war and terror to the Muslims. We kick them in their balls, we kick them out of our country. Are you ready to win?” 

Everyone smiles, every head nods in agreement, they reached for a phone to issue the attack orders. 

“General, when the lights go out in D.C. launch phase 3. Grab the SOB. Let’s end this tonight.”

Smiling from ear to ear, General Board replies, “Yes sir.”

Chapter Twenty-Four 

President Jackson’s military order was confirmed for a country-wide attack to start when the lights went out. The lights begin to go out at midnight. Anonymous’ plan called for rolling blackouts that started in the North East corner of the country, moving south and west. By twelve-thirty, the Muslim-held areas of America were dark. At twelve forty-five, electrical power went out in Europe, continuing to roll across the Muslim-held areas of Central Europe, North Africa, and the Middle East. By 2:00 AM, EDT, all power and lights in the Caliphate was out. To increase the tension and stress of the Muslim population, President Jackson ordered long-range missiles fired. These exploded in bright flashes over the Caliphate, lighting up the sky. President Jackson wanted to make the Muslim’s question their faith. The lights remained on at the Dome of the Rock and Mecca until the missiles explode over the Caliphate, then they went dark, shaking the faith of the Caliphate. 

As the lights went out, American forces struck each Muslim military and large Mutaween base in America. A surprise attack took place in Washington D.C. Air Force jamming planes shut down all communications in the capital. The jammers provided electronic cover for the C17s that carried the 82nd Airborne who parachuted onto the White House grounds. The astonished secret service were overpowered by the troops. They quickly entered the White House shooting the secret service with sleep darts, several troops guarded the elevator that would take the President to the bomb shelter bunker under the White House. Other take up positions at the elevator the President would use to get to the hidden catacombs under the government buildings, cutting the President’s escape path off. Members of the 101st are flooding into the tunnels under D.C. to block anyone from using them to escape. The 82nd airborne troops swarm the White House, they found Mohmand sleeping in his second-floor living quarters. Without secret service protection, Mohmand was easy to capture. He was led outside where a special vest is placed on him, his hands were tied behind his back. A gas balloon is inflated, emitting a coded pulse that is picked up by a specially equipped C17. The C17 flies low and slow over the White House, the plane grabbed the balloon and President Mohmand, pulling him into the rear compartment of the airplane where he’s met by additional 82nd Airborne troopers. A Captain says, “Welcome Mr. President. I hope you enjoyed the trip. Make yourself comfortable. We don’t have far to go.” 

“Where are you taking me?” 

“To your impeachment. Congress is waiting for you.” 

“Fool, Congress will never impeach me.”

“Yes, they will. They’ve already taken a test vote; you lost.” 

“What did you threaten them with to vote for impeachment?” 

“Their death.” 

“Then the vote isn’t binding.” 

“Want to bet? Would you like to step out of the airplane? I’d be happy to help you out, we’re at 35,000 feet, it won’t take you long to reach the ground. Maybe you’ll be lucky and Allah will reach out to save you.” 

“He will. I’m carrying out his wishes.” 

“Want to give flying a try?” 

“On second thought, I’ll take my chances with Congress.” 

Laughing at the bound President, the Captain replies, “Good choice.” 

@@@@@ 

Panic gripped the Caliphate, people didn't understand why their power had been turned off. They prayed for help, rushed to their mosques for guidance, the imams tell them to pray and Allah will provide for them, Allah will lead them to victory in this final battle against the infidels.  The panic and stress levels jump when the missiles explode over their cities, briefly lighting them up with the brilliant flashes. While their people pray for help, the key members of the Caliphate leadership escaped to executive shelters under the cities. President Jackson waited long enough to ensure the Muslim leaders had reached their shelters, then he gave the order for stealth bombers to drop bunker-busting ground penetrating bombs, from 65,000 feet. The bombs gained speed as they fell, guided to their targets by GPS, they penetrated the earth, and up to 100 feet of reinforced concrete. The bombs exploded inside the bunkers killing everyone inside through massive overpressure.  

@@@@@ 

The Muslim air force in America were able to get over one hundred fighters into the air, these were engaged by American fighters and surface to air missiles as soon as they reached the protected cities. Dogfights in the skies over America continued for an hour as planes on both sides are shot out of the sky. The loyalists were able to get some F14 Tomcat’s, with their long range Phoenix missiles, into the air.  The Phoenix outranged any other air to air missile carried by either aircraft. When the F14’s radar identified the bogies, each F14 launched six Phoenix missiles which zooms to over 100,000 feet. Each missile turned on its large radar, finding a target, the missiles dive at their prey at Mach 5. The Muslim fighters were taken by surprise by the large, fast missile. Out of 60 fired, 24 strike their targets, two Muslim fighters rammed each other trying to avoid missiles targeted on them. The fighters were well matched and the battle soon turned into a close range Second World War style dogfight.  

Each side allowed shot down pilots to escape, none of the ejecting pilots was shot at. The loyalists won the air battle over America, shooting down over two hundred Muslim piloted war planes. Some of the shot down planes crash into buildings and homes, killing anyone unlucky enough to be inside when the plane struck.  President Mohmand’s staff was going crazy trying to figure out what happened to him. Neither he nor his chief of staff answered their phones or responded to text or video messages left for them. Panic began to grab at the stomachs of the senior government staff, they worried that the paratroopers who landed at the White House grabbed President Mohmand before he could reach the safety of his shelter. General Sala ordered troops to the White House to fight the paratroopers and to find the President.  

The media didn't report the raid on the White House because they wouldn't admit a force was able to breach Washington’s defenses. The BIBLAZE network ran pictures and videos of the raid and the dogfights over the cities. Average people knew something was up, they saw the contrails in the sky above them, the contrails twisted and turned as the planes dog fought. Some saw parachutes slowly falling from destroyed planes.  

Six F22 fighters form a protective screen around the C17 that’s carrying President Mohmand. He was tied up and under guard by members of the Delta Squad. President Mohmand asked “Where are we going?” 

“To a meeting with President Jackson.” 

“I haven’t seen him since my inauguration day, I wondered where he was hiding like the skunk he is. Can I at least get my cuffs released?” 

“Sorry, our orders are to keep you under watch and make sure you don't decide to go skydiving before your meeting with President Jackson. Afterward, we might give you a skydiving lesson.  If you’re really good, we might even give you a parachute. Of course, you’ll have to put it on yourself before you hit the ground.” 

“I’m the President, your Commander in Chief, I’m giving you a direct order to release me.” 

The Delta Squad members laugh at Mohmand’s joke. “That was funny. Our CIC wouldn’t make war against the very country he’s sworn to protect. I don’t know who you are, but our CIC, you’re not.” 

“I can have you court-martialed for not obeying a direct order.” 

Laughing, “I can make you fly. I think between us, you should listen to me. I can explain to President Jackson that you had an accident fighting us. You wanted to go to paradise and get your virgins or something. You know, if it were me, I wouldn’t want virgins, I’d want 72 Vegas escorts, at least they’re experienced. It’s just like you camel jockeys to get things mixed up.” 

“Can you at least tell me where we’re going?” 

“You’ll see when we get there.” 

“Can you at least tell me how long we’re going to be flying?” 

“Yes, we’ll be flying for more than three hours and less than 24, now sit down and shut up.” 

“Can I use the restroom?” 

“Sure, one of us will go with you and the door will remain open with one of my men standing just outside the door.” 

“Don’t I get any privacy?” 

“More than you gave those people who you crucified naked in 3D. You’re lucky the President wants to speak with you, I voted to dump your ass out of the plane. I wanted you to feel the fear those you had put to death felt in their last few minutes of life. In your case, we would have flown low enough that you wouldn’t have passed out from lack of oxygen, say, 15,000 feet, you would have made a nice hole when you landed. I was voted down, at least until you and the President met.” 

“I’m the President.” 

“You’re not my President. I don’t accept you as anything except a murderer and a liar.” 

“I was legally elected. I didn’t lie, I tried to improve the lives of every American. All you had to do was accept Allah.” 

“If I were you, I’d get some rest, if you keep pissing me off, I’m going to break my orders and dump you off the plane. You know some of these C17s have a problem with their rear cargo doors, sometimes they just open for no reason.” 

President Mohmand realized he’s stuck, he won't to be able to talk his way out of the meeting. He knew that the C17 must be surrounded by fighters and also maybe even a jamming plane which would mask their position from anyone looking for him. He knew his ID chip wasn't powerful enough to reach back to D.C. He knew his chance of living through the next 24 hours were slim and getting slimmer as they drew closer to where ever the meeting is going to be.” 

The Delta squad kept three people awake in shifts to watch Mohmand. In order to fool anyone looking for them, the C17 didn't fly a direct path to Fort Hood. It took them six hours to fly what is normally a 3 and half hour trip. The C17 landed at the Fort Hood airstrip where it was met by four tanks and eight LAVs. President Mohmand was led down the rear cargo ramp blindfolded, and into one of the waiting LAVs. He was thinking to himself, this is a military vehicle, I must be on a military base. It’s warm, must be in the South or Southern California, maybe Arizona. I hope Abdul and General Sala are looking for me. Maybe they’ll get lucky and spot me from one of the intel birds in orbit. President Mohmand doesn’t know that the C17 pulled up close to a large tarp that covered his airplane exit from any nosy satellites. President Jackson sat in a secure conference room watching President Mohmand walk down the ramp and get pushed into the LAV, he’s thinking, soon now, either this war is going to come to a close or the Nation is going to die. So many of us have died, so many are homeless from the battles, their homes destroyed, their jobs gone.  Many have left the country. Our economy is in shambles, we have invaders in Alaska and Hawaii. This has to end today. I’ve promised myself that if we can’t find a way to end the war, I’m going to order the destruction of the Caliphate. Hundreds of millions will die before dawn. 

Chapter Twenty-five.

President Mohmand was led, blindfolded through a maze of tunnels and rooms until he was completely confused and couldn’t remember the twists and turns to find his way to the surface. He was led into a room and placed in an ordinary office chair, his blindfold was removed. The bright lights in the conference room hurt his eyes. It took him a couple of moments to focus, when he did, he realized he could be anywhere. He was sitting in a small room, painted industrial gray. There was a metal conference table between him and former President Jackson who asked, “Would you like a glass of water, tea or coffee?”

“Thank you, a cup of tea would be welcomed.”

Two armed aides entered the conference room, one carried a tray with two cups. A cup of tea was placed in front of President Mohmand, a cup of coffee was placed in front of President Jackson. “Do I get to know where I am?”

Smiling, President Jackson shakes his head, “You’re in a conference room, somewhere underground.”

Sipping his tea while looking at the bland gray walls, Mohmand says, “Since I’m here, what would you like to discuss? Are you turning yourself in for acts of treason?”

“I won’t play your game. I have a few simple terms to discuss with you, I have an offer you can’t, or I hope you won’t refuse.”

“You’re going to place a horse’s head in my bed? I saw the Godfather many times, it’s one of my favorite films.”

“No horse’s head, if you agree to resign, I promise not to nuke Mecca and Medina.”

“YOU WOULDN’T DARE! The entire Muslim world would rise up and attack America. They wouldn’t stop until every one of you is dead.”

“Not if we kill them first, starting with you for treason, first degree murder, should I continue, I believe we have a few pages, single spaced filled with your crimes against America and all mankind.”

“Your laws are meaningless to me. I follow Allah’s laws, not man's.”

“President Mohmand, you are going to be impeached and tried in a court of man for murder as well as a long list of other crimes. You can save yourself the shame of your arrest and trial by resigning. If you agree to resign, I’ll promise not to launch an attack on your holy site. By the way, Israel has agreed, if we launch an attack, they will destroy the Dome of the Rock.”

Sitting in shock and speechless, Mohmand starts shaking. “You can’t, you can’t destroy the holiest sites in the world.”

Looking into his eyes, without blinking, President Jackson replies, I can and will. This war between our people is going to end today. Either it’s going to end by a treaty or by nuclear explosions. The choice is yours. I’ll leave you alone for a while so you can decide which is the best path for you and the world.”

“How much time do I have to decide?”

“I think one hour is enough.”

“May I call anyone?”

“Your masters in Saudi have already been informed that they are sitting at ground zero of a nuke attack. I’m sure they would love to speak with you. However, this is one decision you have to make on your own.”

President Mohmand looks at Jackson, “You can’t launch. You need the nuclear release computer. Mine was left in the White House.”

President Jackson touches a button on his tablet, an image of the release case is shown on a table just like the one they're sitting at. “Do you mean this case? The one sitting a few rooms from where we are? How I got it isn’t open for discussion that I have it and your release codes are what’s important. I have the means and will to use the weapons. If we can’t reach an agreement, I will destroy Mecca, Medina and the Dome of the Rock tonight.”

“You don’t understand, you can’t win. There’s more of us than there are of you. We produce more children. Our numbers continue to grow as yours shrink. We’ll take over the world simply by having more children than you. We’ll breed you out of having a voice in how the world runs. Even if you kill me tonight, Islam will rule the world. It's in the math, it’s just a matter of time. You can’t stop the wave from swelling and covering the entire planet.”

“Mohmand, you have one hour to decide how you want tonight to end.”

Laughing, Mohmand replies, “Jackson, you don’t yet understand, you can’t stop the unenviable.”

“One hour.”

President Jackson leaves the small conference room. Two armed Delta members stand guard at the door to the room President Mohmand is left in. President Jackson looks at the sergeant, “No one enters that room without my express permission. No, one.”

“Yes, sir.”

@@@@@

The fighting between the loyalists and Islam continues across the country. The damage from the war quickly exceeds fifty billion dollars with no end of the violence in sight. First responders fight the Mutaween, who are tormenting average citizens who want nothing more than to be left alone. Armed citizens are shooting any Muslim on sight who are returning fire and employing suicide bombing missions against loyalist homes and businesses. Men, women and even kids strap explosives on themselves, they walk into airports, shopping malls, and schools before blowing themselves and hundreds of others up. The worst suicide bombing takes place when four people walk onto a rush hour filled Interstate 85 just outside Atlanta, Georgia. They explode their vests while standing next to a gasoline tanker truck, a bus loaded with commuters and a school bus loaded with fourth graders. The tanker truck explodes, throwing burning gasoline into the air which covers hundreds of cars and people who’d left their cars trying to see what was holding up traffic. Thousands are killed by the four bombers. Interstate 85 North and South are closed for three days. In Columbia, Maryland a teen explodes his vest standing near Santa Claus in a crowded shopping mall. Over one hundred children waiting in line to see Santa are killed or maimed. Parts of small bodies lay all over the area. Even the first responders cry when they reach the crater the bomb left behind. Five commercial airplanes are shot down by people standing at the end of LAX’s main runway firing small shoulder held surface to air missiles at planes taking off. The missiles lock onto the engine’s hot exhaust, the missile flies into the engine where it explodes, blowing up the jet engine. The sudden lack of thrust tosses the airplane on its side where it strikes the ground. Filled with explosive jet fuel, the planes burst into flames that destroy everything close to their crash sites.

Citizens retaliate for the downing of the airplanes by burning down two Muslim schools full of children. Muslim stores and shops are attacked, the stores are looted to their bare walls before being torched. Armed citizens hold the fire department away long enough for the stores to burn down to their foundations. Muslims attack the Los Angeles museum district, they destroy five museums. They also attack six infidel elementary schools and twenty homes close to the school. On the East Coast, four Muslims attack a crowded commuter train between New Jersey and New York City. They board the train with automatic submachine guns, the four of them start shooting at the rear of the train, they walk down the aisle shooting everyone in the railroad car, they slowly move from car to car shooting everyone in every car. They empty their magazines, reload and continue shooting. When they reach the NYC train station, they explode their suicide vests closing Penn Station for two months disrupting the normal commute between New Jersey and New York City disrupting the plans of millions, further damaging the economy.

@@@@@

One hour later President Jackson enters the conference room, Mohmand looks like he hasn’t moved in the hour. “Have you reached a decision?”

“Yes, I have. I’ve been considering if you have the balls to launch a nuclear strike on Mecca and Medina. I’ve decided that you’re sick enough that you do. I’ve decided that you hate Muslim’s enough that you would destroy our holy sites. I can’t understand why you would kill innocent families all because they’re simply living in the area. Your hate drives you to incinerate innocent families. You are the sick one.”

“You’re correct on one point, I do have the balls to issue the launch order. I don’t like the idea of killing innocents but given what you’ve done to the people of this country in the name of Islam, I have to ask, is any Muslim innocent? You scream when you think someone disrespects you, yet you never give a moment's thought about your treatment of non-Muslims.”

“Why should I? You are all infidels. You are all condemned to hell for all of eternity. If you don’t accept Allah, your souls are all condemned to hell. What different does it make how I or any other Muslim treats you?”

“You’re all cold hearted. I will show you, I can be just as cold-hearted as you. Your time is up.” President Jackson, presses a button on his tablet, Major, please bring the case into the conference room.”

A minute later, an Air Force major knocks on the door. “Come.” The conference room door opens, the major is carrying a brown briefcase. “Sir, here’s the case.”

“Thank you, Major. You can sit it on the table and open it.”

“Sir, do you have a valid control card?”

“Yes, here it is.” Handing the major a gold and red lined plastic ID card.  “Sir, thank you. Here is the release computer.” Turning the computer around to face the President. “Sir, is there any specific code you’d like to enter?”

“Yes, I understand there were new release codes recently updated into the system?”

“Yes, sir. Options numbered 010, 020, and 030.”

“Major, thank you.”

Mohmand overhears the conversation, for the first time he realizes that Jackson is really going to destroy Islam’s holy sites. He reviews his teachings and the stories he learned at his father’s side when he was a young boy. He remembers his first visit to a mosque. The other side of his internal struggle is the knowledge that if Jackson and Israel destroy the three holiest Islamic locations, Muslims all over the world will rise up to fight the world’s infidels. He knows they’ll never stop fighting until the last one on either side is dead. He’s sitting lost in his own internal battle, should help I light the fuse that ignites the last war on Earth? Should I be the one who hastens the end of days? Should I help the infidels bring peace to the world or should I hasten the end when all will be Muslim. My upbringing is pushing me to light the fuse to hasten the end of this world so Allah can burn the world down and use the faithful to start over.

President Jackson looks at Mohmand, he knows the internal battle waging inside of him, “Mohmand, I know what you’re thinking. Do you want to meet Allah after condemning billions to their deaths? Hundreds of millions will be your people.”

“President Jackson, I’m surprised you know what I’m debating. I congratulate you on your understanding. There are two sides of the same debate going on in my soul. You’re correct, I’m leaning towards burning the world down and giving Allah the opportunity to start again. In the end, I’m nothing except Allah’s servant. I exist to do his bidding. Every Muslim knows they may be called upon to join a holy Jihad to bring Allah’s perfect world to every soul on this simple planet. We can only really have peace when everyone lives under Allah’s laws. If my lack of action causes billions of deaths, they were killed in the process of doing Allah’s work. I will surely be granted the seat next to the Messenger of Allah. I will be granted access to sit at the table of the highest.”

President Jackson sat at the table next to Mohmand, “Could you live with yourself knowing that you were the cause of World War3? World War 3 could be the final war, it could destroy the world.”

“I will destroy the world, it will be Allah’s final war, the final war between good and evil, between the faithful and you, the infidels. Of course, we will win and establish Allah’s total reign on Earth forever.”

“Mohmand, how many will die, how many billions will suffer horribly? Nuclear weapons will be released across the planet. We’ll destroy the planet.”

“In order for it to be rebuilt, the planet has to be burned down, only by burning it down can it be rebuilt in Allah’s image. While you sit across from me worried and sad about the destruction of the world, I’m happy, I know I’ll be welcomed into paradise by Allah himself. I’m about to perform the holiest task any Muslim could ever be asked to perform. I’m at peace. All I ask is a small amount of time to wash my feet and hands so when I meet Allah I am clean and deserving of his touch.”

President Jackson smiles an evil grin, he looks towards his aide, “Jason, please bring the special package in.”

Jason and one of the Delta Squad members carry in a large pig’s skin, they lay it on the conference table. Mohmand tries to jump away from the dirty skin, still being chained, there’s only so far he can move. President Jackson says, “I have a little surprise for you. If you decide not to resign and help us put the country back together, you will be nailed to a cross, your genitals will be cut off, turning you into a woman. When you die, your body will be sewn inside the pig’s skin, you will be buried in a trash dump encased in the pig’s skin. You’ll never see paradise. Your Allah won’t allow you entrance to paradise. You’ll spend all of eternity in hell in constant torment and pain. This is what your real future holds for you. Look, we’ve selected a nice pig for you. It will cover you and keep you warm for all eternity.” President Jackson laughs at Mohmand, who’s turned very pale. Mohmand’s starting shaking and sweating.

“You wouldn’t. It’s not the Christian thing to do.”

“You called me the devil, tonight, I’m going to prove to you and every other Muslim, I am Satan. Your death, mutilation and encasement in the pig’s skin will be broadcast all across the world. I know this will upset your people. I’m going to announce that from tonight onward, every Muslim we kill will die the same way. None of you will ever enter paradise. I’m going to leave you with your pigskin to review your options.”

Mohmand tried to stand, his chains hold him in the chair, “You can’t do this! This is a sin against Allah. You will spend eternity in Hell’s fire.”

“Than we will spend it together. We’ll have a long time to discuss the differences and similarities between the world’s different religions. I’ve accepted my fate, have you? Are you ready to acknowledge you will never enter paradise, you will never meet Allah, you will never experience pleasure for the rest of eternity?”

“You won’t ever see your wife and son again. Are you prepared for that?”

“When I decided to run for the office of President, I knew there was always the chance either I or my family could be a target for terrorists. Janice and I discussed it in detail, we decided that the good I might be able to do outweighed the risk. If my death saves the world from a third world war, then I’m dying for a very good cause. The best cause possible. I’m willing to sacrifice my life for the billions of lives that just want to be able to live free.”

“You Americans toss the word free around like it’s something special. No one is free unless they follow the laws of Allah. Freedom yields anarchy. People don’t understand freedom. People need to be taught the laws that were mandated long before we were born. Obedience to Allah is better than freedom. Obedience to Allah yields eternal paradise. Freedom yields eternal suffering. By sacrificing your life to give the world freedom, you’re condemning the billions of souls to eternal damnation.”

“We can agree to disagree. What is your decision?”

“I live to serve Allah, I live to bring Allah’s rule to everyone. I’ll die in the service of Allah. I don’t believe your Christian mercy will allow you to do what you’ve threatened me with.”

“Is this your final answer?

“Here’s my final answer, Allah Akbar.”

President Jackson calls into the hall, Men, take him outside, you know what to do.”

Four Delta Squad members, unchain Mohmand, they cuff his hands behind his back, others grab his arms, dragging him towards the elevator which will take them to the surface. Mohmand is screaming from the pain and yelling curses and threats in Arabic. When they reach the surface, Mohmand sees a large cross, surgical knives and the pig skin. He realizes that Jackson wasn’t kidding. He’s really going to go through with the threat. Mohmand starts shaking and getting sick to his stomach. A couple of the Delta Squad laugh saying, “Look at him, he doesn’t look so brave right now does he? Let’s see how brave he is when he’s hanging on the cross as a woman.”

Chapter Twenty-six 

Mikal Khrushchev’s blood pressure was increasing as he reviewed the message slip in his hands, he’s thinking, Who the hell does he think he is? He’s threatening me with nuclear strikes if I don’t remove the troops in Alaska. Who the fuck does he think he is? He’s not even President anymore. Did he stage a coup? If he did, I’d have a hell of respect for him. I wonder if he’s responsible for the civil war raging in their cities.  He presses a button on his tablet so he can be connected to the Director of the FSB. “Demetri, what’s the latest on the Yankee’s situation? Who the hell is in charge over there?” 

“Mr. President, we really don’t know. Yesterday, a group of paratroopers landed on the White House lawn, they forced their way inside. We don’t know the result because our bird that was overhead when the paratroopers landed was out of range whenever the event ended. We don’t know if President Mohmand reached his bunker or if the troops captured him.” 

“Whose troops were they?” 

“We believe they were members of their elite 82nd Airborne. If they were, the odds are high they captured Mohmand.” 

“Do you have any idea where they would have taken him?” 

“No sir. We don’t think they took him back to Fort Bragg. We don’t know where Mohmand is. We don’t know if he’s alive or dead. We don’t think former President Jackson would have killed him outright. His files didn’t reflect he had a killer instinct.”   

“People can do strange things when they think they have nothing to lose. I’ve received a personal note from former President Jackson telling us to remove our troops from Alaska or suffer a devastating attack. The message said the Chinese received the same message about removing their people from Hawaii.” 

“Mr. President, if President Jackson is being backed by their military in a coup, the odds are very high they will attack. America could see a major shift in their politics to the right. Basically their military will be running the country through Jackson, who if I remember correctly, was always pro-military. Sir, can our troops in Alaska fight off a major attack by the Americans?” 

“I’m not sure. We didn’t expect to run into serious defenses. We equipped the troops with more humanitarian aid than heavy weapons. We were successful in winning most of the people over to our side by providing aid and medical care. Do you think the Americans will attack our forces?” 

“Mr. President, if you received a personal message from President Jackson, I’d take the warning very seriously. We believe he arranged the kidnapping of and is holding President Mohmand. The American military is fighting the Mutaween, who can’t stand up to the fight against them.

The Mutaween are collapsing wherever the US military hits them. I think their civil war is coming to a quick ending now that their military has entered the fighting. When it ends, they will turn their entire force against us.” 

“Jackson wants us out of Alaska. He's threatened us with all out war if we don’t leave their territory.” 

“How would you react if he landed troops in the Motherland?” 

“I agree, I’ll talk with the commander in Alaska.” 

“Mr. President, our analysis is President Jackson will release the full force of his military to hold his country together. You would do the same thing in his shoes. If we don’t recall our troops, Jackson will turn part of the Motherland into ash, you’ll respond, he’ll counter respond, in the end the world will pay the price for our little adventure in Alaska.” 

@@@@@ 

Chinese Communist Party Chairman Li Keqiang reviews the message he’s received from President Jackson, he thinks, He’s got us over a barrow. If China is to live, we have to recall the Navy from Hawaii. I believe he will unleash his total arsenal against us. He has nothing to lose anymore. A man with nothing to lose is a very dangerous man. I’d rather have America as a trading partner than an adversary. Our power has grown in thirty years, but they have more experience than we do, we have three carriers, they can mobilize ten. We have twenty advanced submarines, they have fifty, all of which are better than our best. I will withdraw and attempt to push Jackson for a new trade agreement. This will be better for the Middle Kingdom than total war. 

@@@@@

Jason knocks on President Jackson’s door, “Sir, may Admiral Wright and I see you for a minute?” 

President Jackson looks up from his tablet, “Yes, come in, what’s up?” 

“Sir, we have confirmation the Russians and Chinese have received your personal memo, it looks like the Chinese will accept, the Russians are wondering what to do. We have a suggestion to push them over the edge.” 

“I’m listening, what’s on your mind?” 

“We think it would push them over the edge if you showed them you control our nuclear forces.” 

President Jackson places his tablet on his desk, “You’re asking me to fire a nuclear weapon? I could be starting World War 3!” 

Admiral Wright says, “Mr. President, we think you should issue the order to fire a missile, not a specific target. We suggest you fire a missile straight up over the South Pacific.” 

“Won’t a nuke shot exploded in the high atmosphere cause an EMP pulse?” 

“Yes, but if we fire it at a low altitude, the EMP won’t travel far, it will show you have the release authority to lease nuclear weapons. If you don’t have release authority, the threat we’ve sent them is meaningless.” 

“OK, you’ve convinced me, arrange the test, inform the Russians and Chinese about the test so they can witness it. This will prove I have the authority to launch nuclear weapons.” 

Two hours later, Captain Helms in the Tiger Shark is surprised when the Emergency Action Message alarm sounds. “Captain, radio we have received a valid EAM, sir, the message is marked Captain’s eyes only.” 

“Radio, Captain, I’ll be right there.” “XO, take the conn, sound battle stations, missile, make it no drill.” 

“Aye, sir, sound battle stations, missile, no drill.” 

“Within seconds, the alarm sounds throughout the Tiger Shark. Men jump and run to take their battle stations, the missile operations staff starts the process to warm up each of the 16 Trident missiles. Each missile’s guidance system is loaded with the submarine’s current location, their target coordinates are checked, and each missile has their internal diagnostic program run to ensure they will all launch and strike their target.  

Captain Helms reads his coded instructions and asked the XO and weapon’s officer to join him in his cabin. “It looks like we get to launch the world’s most expensive fireworks show. We’re to launch a single Trident almost straight up, it’s to explode at 1PM EDT, no higher than 1,000 feet. We’re supposed to demonstrate our ability to fire a live nuclear weapon. Do either of you see any issues?” 

Both men nod, there won’t be an issue. “I intend to tell the crew our orders. Let’s rig the boat for ultra quiet operation. I don’t want anyone sniffing us out while we prepare to fire. Keep the sonar and tail manned. Load tubes one, two and three with war shots, load a decoy in tube four.” 

“Aye, sir.” 

At 12:59PM a trident missile breaks the surface of the ocean, its solid booster engine ignites sending the missile into the sky, the launch was observed by Russian and Chinese satellites providing proof that President Jackson had nuclear launch authority. At 1,000 feet one of the missile’s four warheads exploded. It atomized the other three warheads. Within minutes the Chinese sent a message to President Jackson that they will withdraw from Hawaii and would like to reopen trade discussions. The Russian Foreign Ministry sent a proposal for a staged withdrawal of troops from Alaska. President Jackson’s staff smiled when they received the messages.  Admiral Wright smiles saying, “At least we don’t have to worry about fighting A Third World War while we try to put our country back together.” 

Jenny asks, “Mr. President, are you really going to crucify President Mohmand on a live broadcast? Don’t you realize the uproar you’re going to create?” 

“Jenny, I fully understand the ramifications. We have to scare the Muslims. We have to show them, we’re not afraid of them. We understand their religion and we’re willing to use it against them.” 

“Mr. President, many will say, you’re going to commit cruel and inhuman punishment. You’re risking turning the world’s Muslim population against us.” 

“Jenny, what’s the difference between that and what’s going on now? Aren’t they against us now? Aren’t they fighting us now? What else can they do to us? If we scare the shit out of them, we might slow them down. We might make them pause their attacks. Our defiance might help others to join us in fighting the Muslims.” 

Jenny shakes her head, “Sir, you’re proposing a worldwide religious war. One that will go on until the last one of them or us is dead. You’ll be lighting the fuse that ignites another world war.” 

“Jenny, I am. I’m going to lead the last Crusade The last one that will ever be needed to fight the followers of Allah.”

Jason looks at the President, “Sir, some might say you are fulfilling the biblical prophecy of Armageddon. You will be bringing the End of Times to reality. You will be called the Antichrist. Your name will be vilified for all time. Do you want Robert to grow up hearing everyone blame his father for bringing forth the end of days?” 

“Jason, if I brought the end of days to fruition it’s only because of the actions of the Muslims. I swore an oath to protect America and her people from all threats. I have to carry out my oath.” 

“Mr. President, you’re not in office any longer.” 

“Jason, everyone, we all serve the people. We fought President Mohmand for what he did to the people. I intend to do everything I can to protect America till my last breath. Would you ask me to do less?” 

“Sir, that’s not what I meant.” 

“Yes you did. I have to do this. I have to scare the Muslims into backing down. They only fear not being allowed into paradise. We have a way to stop them, I’m going to use it, I’d make a deal with the devil if I thought it would stop them. Jenny, contact Anonymous so they can break into the national broadcast tomorrow. We’ll show the world’s Muslim’s what’s in store for them if they continue. Tonight, in every home in this nation and across the world we are going to send a scare through the Islamic world.  We are going to show them they are not a protected class of people. They are evil, an evil that good must conquer if there is to be freedom in the world.” 

Jason sadly looks at his mentor, his father figure, his friend, “Mr. President, I’m afraid if you do this you will turn the country’s stomachs, you will make them sick, you risk turning the people against us.”  

“Then they will reap what they sow, they will get exactly what they deserve. I have faith in our people. I believe they will cheer our actions tonight. They will be happy the tyrant gets what’s coming to him for trying to take down this great country. Mohmand will suffer all of eternity, he’ll be forced to wander the darkness of hell for his sins. My hands will drive the nails that bind him to his cross of wood. My hands will sew his mutilated body into the skin of a pig and bury him in history’s garbage pit.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Anyone who doesn’t want to be part of tonight’s activities is excused without prejudice. I understand why some might not want to be part of it, or have a strong enough stomach to watch.” 

Jenny’s face turns very pale, “Mr. President, I may get sick, but I want to be there. I want to be part of history. When my kids ask where I was when this happened, I don’t want to tell them, I was hiding under my bed or in the bathroom throwing up.” 

President Jackson nods, “Jenny, I’m sure you won’t be alone in getting ill. We’re making sure there will be a large supply of barf bags available,” he stated with just a bit of sarcasm. “Please check that everything is ready.” 

“Sir, are you really going to castrate him first?” 

“Not just castrate, I’m going to cut off all of his male organs. We’ll sear the wound to stop the bleeding, I wouldn’t want him to bleed to death before we can nail him to the cross.” 

Many faces turn very pale. A few of the President’s aides seem to turn pale green. 

At 9:00 PM EST, Anonymous hacked into all broadcasting and web services. Guy Fawkes hovered in front of the viewers:  “May I please have your attention? We are interrupting your viewing choices this evening with a very special message and program. Our host this evening is former President Jackson. “America, I thank you for allowing me into your homes. I’ve come before you tonight to discuss the crimes and punishment of our elected President, Mohmand.” 

As soon as President Jackson spoke the name Mohmand, almost every household was silent, waiting for his next words. “We’ve all experienced his treason, his hatred of our beloved country. He brought an invading army onto our land and engaged the vicious Mutaween, who tortured and killed thousands of innocent Americans because their beliefs differ from the Islamists. We’ve all seen the beheadings, the crucifixions, the suffering of the Knoxville Three, and the Harvard students. Many, many thousands of good Americans have suffered because of this ‘elected official’. The loss of jobs from the closing of meat packing and hog farms. The cessation of our alcohol and beer businesses. The restrictions on what we can read or watch, the censoring of the websites we visit, the extra tax infidels have to pay. Mohmand has destroyed the greatest, most powerful military in the world. He has single-handedly brought our great country to her knees. I stand before you this evening, saying, NO MORE. It’s time for us to take our country back. It’s time for us to return America to her roots. We need to change the direction our great country is headed, if we don’t, it will be too late to save her and us. The US Marine’s helped Congress find their guts so they could complete a vote to impeach President Mohmand, they also submitted President Mohmand to the Supreme Court, who found him guilty of treason against the American people. His sentence is death.” 

American families are shocked to hear the recent news, the local MSN stations had not mentioned a word of this spectacular news story. American Muslims are angry at the news, they screamed at their hologram generators and took to the streets to protest before President Jackson completed his speech.

“It was decided that President Mohmand will die in the same manner as he condemned so many innocent Americans to die. He going to die in a similar manner as our Lord Jesus Christ, on a wooden cross.” The images shift from President Jackson to Mohmand, who has a large, heavy wooden cross over his shoulder, he’s being whipped as he carried the cross he will die on, to his execution location. President Jackson looked into the eyes of his audience. “Before he is crucified, we will ensure he never enters paradise. First he’s going to be made into a woman, his male organs will be removed. When he dies, he is going to be sewn into the skin of a large pig. He’ll then be buried in a garbage dump filled with dead pigs and hogs, covered in their remains, ensuring he will never step foot in paradise.” 

Parents told their children to leave the room, a few children and teens viewing the internet were told to disconnect by their parents. Mohmand was led to his cross by masked armed security forces. He’s stripped naked and laid on his cross. President Jackson walks towards him. “President Mohmand, you have been found guilty of treason, your punishment is eternal death and damnation. Do you have anything to say before we begin?” 

A bruised Mohmand looked at Jackson, “You will never win, Muslims around the world will rise up in arms to set the world on fire. We will kill all of you infidels. We will laugh over the graves of your children. Allah will lead us to victory. I raise my voice, Allah Akbar. Do your worst. Allah protects the faithful. In the end, Allah will win the final battle. You may think you’ve won, in reality, my death will bring about the world’s end.” 

President Jackson looks at Mohmand, “Than let us start.” Mohmand’s arms are held outstretched. Jackson holds a spike over his forearm, slammed a sledgehammer against spike, driving it through Mohmand’s arm. He screams in agony and shock. “Surprise, it’s very painful isn’t it?” 

“You’ll never win, screams a crying Mohmand.” 

“We shall see.” As the second spike is driven through his left forearm, additional screams emanate from Mohmand.  His legs are bent as the third spike is driven through them. President Jackson leans close to Mohmand’s right ear. “Now I’m going to make you a woman. I’m going to do it on live holovision. You will lose your manhood in front of the world’s largest audience. When you die, you will be sewn into the pigskin hanging on the hook in front of you. The pig is the last thing you’ll see before you die.” 

“No, I’ll die, but let me die as a man, as a Muslim.” 

The cross was lifted and dropped into a pre-dug hole, causing additional screams to burst from Mohmand’s lungs. President Jackson lifts a machete and swings it across Mohmand’s groin, removing his male organs. At first the shock masks the pain, a moment later, Mohmand screams. People watching cover their ears. A red hot poker is lifted from a fire pit and laid on the open wound.  Mohmand passed out, the red-hot poker seared the wound stopping the bleeding. Mohmand was hosed with cold water waking him, he opened his eyes and screamed again. “I’m going to leave you on this cross to slowly die. You know you’ll never see paradise. You are doomed to hell for all of eternity.” 

“Please, kill me.” 

“No, killing you quickly is too good for you.” 

Mohmand died slowly on the cross. He was cut down and sewn inside the pigskin. Muslims around the world cover their tearing eyes, screaming for vengeance, many rushed at police and military patrolling streets. At least fifty committed suicide by strapping bombs to their chests in public locations. When Mohmand’s body inside the pig skin is rolled into a dump filled with pig and hog remains, the 45 million Muslims in America declare war against the infidels. They rushed out of their homes with revenge in their hearts. They screamed Allah Akbar as they attacked every infidel in their path. Police, National Guard, and the Military responded by firing into the attacking Muslims. America erupted in a religious war. America isn’t alone, Muslims around the world attack infidels, they wanted revenge for Mohmand’s death. Saudi Arabia launched an attack against Jerusalem. Israel responded by destroying the Dome of the Rock, followed by a nuclear strike at the Saudi leadership bunkers, igniting a religious world war. 
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