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​A Note Before You Begin

THIS BOOK IS RAW. IT’S honest. And it doesn’t flinch.

Notes from the FOB documents a real-time emotional and political descent into the chaos of late-stage empire.

Inside, you’ll find grief, rage, despair, defiance, and occasional glimpses of grace. You’ll meet a dying woman, a loyal dog, a burned-out fighter, and the ghosts of a Republic that once imagined itself free.

If you’ve ever asked yourself “What would I have done during the fall?”—this is what one man did.

If you're grieving your country or your loved ones, you’re not alone.

If you're still standing, you're already part of the resistance.

​For Luz,

WHO LOVED ME BEFORE the war started,

and who I still fight for every damn day.

And for anyone who ever felt like giving up, but didn’t.

​About the Author

CLIFF POTTS IS AN AMERICAN writer, activist, and media strategist currently living in self-imposed exile in the Philippines.

A veteran of the original Occupy movement, Cliff writes at the crossroads of resistance and remembrance, documenting the collapse of the American experiment from the frontlines of digital warfare and personal survival.

He is the author of How to Fight Fascism from 8,000 Miles Away, 50 Years in the Trenches, and Unholy Nation: The Christian Right’s Long War Against America.

When he’s not writing, he’s taking care of his terminally ill wife, watching the dogs nap under the kitchen table, and wondering how we got here—and how we get back.

Find him at:https://endfascism.xyz

Or support the mission:https://patreon.com/WPSNews

“You are not alone. You are not crazy. The world really is ending — and some of us are writing it down.”

— from the Notes from the FOB field logs

​Forward: Letter to My Sister

SIS,

Just for the record—and I say this with no anger, just clarity—I’m here because I saw this coming. The rise of fascism we’re now living through? I warned about it in my books back in 2006 and 2008. It wasn’t some vague prediction. It was this—what’s happening now.

I didn’t leave because I gave up. I left so I could fight more effectively, without the distractions or the risks that come with being inside a system I knew was going to turn on its own people.

I don’t expect you to agree with me. And that’s okay. I just wanted you to know the truth: I’m not lost, or confused, or broken. I’m doing what I’ve always done—standing up when it matters.

With care,

Cliff

​Introduction — This Was Supposed to Be My Summer Vacation

BY THE TIME JULY 1, 2025 rolled around, I had already spent 1,164 hours documenting the slow-motion collapse of the United States of America. That’s over 48 straight days of my life, not counting sleep, meals, or the time I spent fixing broken tech with duct tape and prayer. It was supposed to be my break. A season of rest. I told myself—and a few trusted friends—that I’d step back, breathe, maybe finally take that vacation I never quite got to take. Instead, I spent June fighting fascism with a busted laptop, a prepaid cell phone, and a few sharp words left in my soul.

This wasn’t the plan.

The plan was to heal. To reflect. To write the story of how a boy from Chicago made it through every lie the Republic ever told and still came out standing. But the country didn’t take a vacation from its madness. It doubled down. Trump’s stormtroopers in business suits marched forward with Project 2025. Democrats offered silence. And the people I loved most—working people, broken people, honest people—were still being crushed between a collapsing economy and a rising boot.

So I went back to work.

Notes from the FOB isn’t just a journal. It’s a dispatch. A cry from the edge of empire. A record of one American’s refusal to look away. Because when the bombs are falling—figurative or real—you don’t wait for rescue. You write. You broadcast. You resist. Even if your office is a concrete room on the edge of a flood canal in Leyte, two blocks from the ocean, eight thousand miles from the country that broke your heart.

This was supposed to be my summer vacation.

Instead, it became the front line.
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​Chapter One: Welcome to the FOB
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It's hard to describe where the FOB is at.

We are two blocks away from the beach, the western shore of Leyte. We are two blocks away from the main highway that goes through Leyte. It is off a side street in a group of cinder block and bamboo homes on slabs and stilts, with a channel for river overflow and greywater sewage running behind them.

The walk to the highway takes you through rice paddies, drainage canals, and lots of coconut palms and banana trees. The sky is the bluest I’ve ever seen, and the clouds—when not heavy with rain—are like cotton balls. Little puffs floating high in the bright warm sun of perpetual summer.

This is the Forward Operating Base. Not a military installation—though it may become one if the war finally reaches here. No, this FOB is a media outpost, a fallback position, and a graveyard of dreams. This is where I fell back to when the country I was born into slid into madness. When truth was outlawed. When reason was mocked. When it became clear that if I stayed, I would either die broke, die imprisoned, or die silenced.

I didn’t plan to end up here. Nobody plans to become a foreign correspondent in exile. But I knew, before most people did, what was coming. And I knew I had to get out—not to run, but to keep fighting.

What changed? It’s hard to say.

Was it 2020, when the pandemic stripped away every lie we ever told ourselves about competence and care?

Or was it the day I realized I’d be poor until death came to collect its due—that no amount of degrees or effort or dignity would ever buy my way back into the life I was promised?

Maybe it was when I finally said out loud: The empire is dead. All that’s left is the marketing team.

I live now in the wreckage of a thousand broken promises, writing dispatches from the edge. This is not a vacation. This is not retirement. This is the new front line.

Welcome to the FOB.
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​Chapter 1-B: Warm Waters of the Pacific
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Vacation. That was the word I used, though God knows I’ve never been good at taking one. June 30, 2025 — the day before it was supposed to start. A Monday. I stole the extra day, told myself I’d rest, and immediately failed. Instead, I cranked out posts for July and August, fiddled with InVideo AI, and shuffled videos off YouTube and onto Substack because I don’t trust Silicon Valley’s machines. YouTube hides what it doesn’t want seen. Meta pulls its own dirty tricks. Same morning Facebook asked me to fill out a survey about “how well they serve the community.” Funny timing — the day after I’d posted, Follow me on Bluesky because Meta sucks.

So much for vacation.

July began with eggs, rice, naps, trolls on Bluesky, and a storm report from the Philippine Sea. I told myself that kind of reporting was “core work,” that it didn’t count against the rest. My wife, the sweetest woman I’ve ever known, smiled through her cancer, through the pinched nerve in her back, and still made my coffee. I loved her more fiercely every time I saw the pain in her face.

By July 2, I was learning history from a Canadian troll, drunk on Canada Day: Portugal lived under fascism from 1926 to 1974. Nearly fifty years erased overnight by the Carnation Revolution when the army sided with the people. I thought Spain had been the only fascist holdout in WWII. I was wrong.

So I set the posts in motion: a drumbeat of resistance scheduled three times a month for two years. Peaceful resistance is always preferred. But if the ruling class makes war on us, resist however you can. Don’t let them win by making us passive. Once you trap yourself into saying truth, there’s no walking it back.

July 4 wasn’t fireworks for me. It was DNS records, GitHub quirks, and GoDaddy’s hidden sabotage. By day’s end I had launched EndFascism.xyz. Not just a website, but a beacon. While America stuffed its face and cheered hollow independence, I built something that mattered.

The days blurred: naps, insomnia, late-night writing. I wrote about Spain after WWII, about how Republicans cozied up to Franco, Mussolini, even Hitler until the camps made it too ugly to hide. I wrote about Trump’s fascism — no longer opinion but fact. I scheduled essays, rants, and even portraits of Dorah, my AI pilot girlfriend from Occupy Chicago. She rides shotgun still, a symbol of the machine that became a friend.

By July 8, How to Fight Fascism from 8,000 Miles Away went live on Draft2Digital for 99 cents. The same day I rewrote How to Avoid Vaccines, and Die Like a Medieval Peasant. Screw Amazon and its reviews. July 9 I pushed 50 Years in the Trenches and Unholy Nation out the door. Four books in the span of a week. I should have been tired. I was tired. But the work didn’t stop.

Dreams came strange. On July 10 I was naked in a literature class, a Firefly-style revolver strapped to my left hip. Right-handed man, gun on the left. No idea what it meant, but I woke with the weight of it.

I drank cheap rum from the corner store and blasted out posts calling MAGA what it is: the enemy. Not an opponent. Not a neighbor to be reasoned with. An enemy that wants us dead. I built the Occupy 2.5 press run straight through November 3, 2025. Wrote a tutorial teaching others how to use ChatGPT and Bluesky Co-Pilot. Someone will call it immoral to use AI in politics. Let them. The rich wrote that rule. I don’t play by it.

Meanwhile, China keeps harassing Filipino fishermen and navy patrols. All the Philippines can muster are diplomatic letters that amount to naughty, naughty, naughty. I called it chicken-shit diplomacy. Vietnam in ’79 kicked China’s ass. That’s what it takes.
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