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PRAISE FOR

Why We Fight

“Our republic is the greatest creation of mankind, but there is no guarantee it will continue to be. Sebastian Gorka has done us a major service by mapping the threats America faces and providing a plan to defeat them. In Why We Fight, he also gives us a timely reminder of what it means to be a hero and what it means to defend America. In addition to his innate wisdom, Gorka has the unique insight resulting from his family’s experience with real evil. In general, those who have experienced evil appreciate good more than those who have not. In other words, unlike most of our intellectuals today, Sebastian Gorka is not naïve. Another reason to read this important book.”

—DENNIS PRAGER, nationally syndicated radio talk show host and author of nine books, including the national bestseller The Rational Bible, and founder of the internet-based Prager University

“Sebastian Gorka gets President Trump. And he gets national security. In Defeating Jihad, he showed us how to take down the terrorists. Now with Why We Fight, he uses his experience as strategist to the president to give us the plan to deal with our other enemies. Read this book. Buy it for your friends and relatives.”

—JUDGE JEANINE PIRRO, host of Justice with Judge Jeanine and author of Liars, Leakers, and Liberals

“America stands for liberty and as a result, we will always have enemies. Sebastian Gorka’s Why We Fight gives us the plan to defeat them and keep our republic safe while sharing the stirring stories of some of our nation’s greatest heroes. If you believe in ‘America First!’ this is your book.”

—MARK LEVIN, host of the Mark Levin Show and author of Rediscovering Americanism

“With Donald Trump as president, America is back, and we are Making America Great Again. Dr. Gorka is one of the most important MAGA voices we have, and in Why We Fight, he shows us what it will take to defeat our enemies and just why America is so special. Buy it. Read it. And spread the word.”

—SEAN HANNITY, host of The Sean Hannity Show and author of three books, including the national bestsellers Conservative Victory and Deliver Us from Evil

“Why has America often become mired in inconclusive, postwar unconventional conflicts? In a study, historical analysis, critique of military analysts, and memoir as a former Trump administration security advisor, Sebastian Gorka persuasively argues that the absence of willpower, unity, common sense, and political and moral clarity is usually the culprit—not just the inherent dangers of the nuclear age or asymmetrical warfare. An accessible, inspiring, and needed discussion of a classic American dilemma.”

—VICTOR DAVIS HANSON, Senior Fellow at the Hoover Institution and author of The Second World Wars

“Donald Trump is fearlessly restoring the America of our Founding Fathers and making all Americans safe again. Sebastian Gorka was his strategist. Dr. Gorka knows Donald Trump and the threats we face. Buy and read Why We Fight to find how we win and what it means to be an American hero.”

—RUSH LIMBAUGH, radio talk show host of The Rush Limbaugh Show and bestselling author of the Rush Revere series

“Sebastian Gorka understands my father, the significance of the historic November 8, 2016 election, and the power of the Make America Great Again movement. Why We Fight provides deep insight into the threats America faces and how to keep our country strong. Under President Trump, America is back!”

—ERIC TRUMP, Executive Vice President of The Trump Organization
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To Katie, Paul, and Julia, who never lose faith in dad.

And to all those friends who stand up for the truth when it is not politically correct to do so.

Thank you:

Bruce Abramson, Jeff Ballabon, Omri Ceren, David Goldman, Ira Greenstein, Paul Packer, Judge Jeanine Pirro, Dennis Prager, Sean Hannity, Mort Klein, Liel Leibovitz, Mark Levin, Tibor Navracsics, Katie Pavlich, David Reaboi, Arthur Schwartz, Mark Steyn, and Rabbi Hershel Billet.



PROLOGUE


What It Means to Be a Freedom Fighter

The cell was cold. In the winter the only warmth came from the bodies of prisoners crammed into a tiny space designed for just two inmates, but under the new regime, housed up to a dozen.

They were awakened at six in the morning by a noise coming through the ventilation grate of the executioner’s team building temporary gallows in the central prison courtyard below them.

The absence of the morning reveille told everyone what was about to happen: someone was about to be killed. The question was: Who was about to be killed? Was it Bela, their brave leader?

Two inmates climbed onto the bunkbed and craned their heads toward the ventilation grate to listen. For thirty minutes, they could only hear muffled hammering and the occasional footfall. Then, silence.

Suddenly a voice, reading from the usual script, said: “The President of People’s Republic has denied the request for a stay of execution!” Paul, Leslie, and Michael, who had all risked their lives to resist the communist takeover and were betrayed along with their leader, Bela, knew that there had been no request for clemency. Bela would not beg before the dictatorship’s lackeys.

A clear and powerful voice rang out: “I die for my country! Jesus Christ, give me strength!” There was a loud crack of wood slapping against wood followed by silence.

The year was 1951, and the inmate, Paul, was my father.

Born in 1930 in Budapest, Hungary, my father was formed by the experience of war. When Hitler invaded Poland—a nation with centuries of ties to Hungary and many common noble families—my father hadn’t even reached the age of ten. After the outbreak of hostilities, the government of Hungary maintained a formal neutrality. In practice, because Berlin had promised to restore to Hungary some of the territories taken from her after World War I, Budapest supported Germany and eventually declared war on both the Soviet Union and its Allies.

But by early 1944, the Regent of the kingdom of Hungary, Admiral Miklós Horthy, was no longer willing to be an accomplice to Hitler’s Third Reich and the extermination of the Jews, and secretly approached the Allies to offer an armistice with his beleaguered nation. Sadly, the Hungarian initiative would never see the light of day as Hitler deployed his top commando, Otto Skorzeny, to Budapest to kidnap Horthy’s son and force the regent to abdicate. The Nazis then occupied Hungary and installed a puppet government of fascists calling themselves the “Arrow Cross.”

A country that had been the proud partner in the Austro-Hungarian Empire was now an occupied nation and a satrapy of the megalomaniac Austrian Corporal Adolf Hitler. Its once thriving Jewish community was corralled into ghettos before being murdered on the banks of the Danube or shipped in boxcars to the death camps.

This was the world of my father’s childhood: a world of war and foreign occupation which shaped the man he became.

Both my parents died long ago, but I vividly recall my father’s stories of the war years and my mother’s account of the deprivation after the war; she was only six when it ended. These stories included escorting Jewish classmates who wore the Star of David on their jackets to school, protecting them from the abuse of German occupational forces. Others surrounded life after the siege of Budapest, when the invading Soviets had defeated the Nazis and took control of the country.

In 1945, my father, at the age of fifteen, was climbing through the ruins of the city with his best friend, Leslie, when a junior Soviet officer accosted them and pressed them into work. The boys were told to collect dead bodies and slide them into the basement of a bombed-out building that had been filled with lye and turned into a mass grave. When they had completed a full day of backbreaking work, the Russian officer took the boys to a field kitchen. On the way, they crossed paths with another Soviet officer who asked what was going on. When his colleague explained, the second officer began to shout and insist that the boys go back to the mass grave and work until it was full of cadavers. The two officers railed at each other until the first one pulled out his Tokarev service pistol and shot the second officer dead. He then led the boys to get their bowl of potato soup. This was a sudden and violent lesson in the value of life in Soviet culture.

By the time Hitler had been defeated, my father, having heard from his own parents about Hungary in the days of its freedom and having lived through the horrors of war on his doorstep, was praying for a rapid a return to normality. Especially after he heard of the Yalta Conference, at which the Allied leaders made a commitment that the countries of Central Europe would once again be independent and choose their own governments. But it was not to be.

In my first book, Defeating Jihad: The Winnable War, I chronicled my father’s experience after the war—his arrest by the new communist regime, the torture, imprisonment, and eventual liberation by patriotic freedom fighters in the 1956 Revolution. Allow me to explain the effect his story had on me.

Most of my fellow Americans will find it hard to relate to the background that shaped my views. Unless, perhaps, you have served overseas in the armed forces in a region still plagued by dictatorship. Even so, less than one percent of our nation serves in the armed forces, and only a fraction of those are sent overseas.

It is hard to explain the lasting effect upon me of my father’s answer to a question I asked as a young child when I noticed faint lines on his wrists. He responded, “That’s where my interrogators hung me by the wrists, my hands tied together with wire behind my back from a pipe in the ceiling.”

Or of walking into the rebuilt torture chamber in the basement of the erstwhile secret police headquarters in Budapest with my father, who had been brutalized there half a century earlier. I was a grown man and it was forty years since he had been tortured, but there we were in a reconstructed interrogation room where my father had been hung from pipes.

In spite of these traumatic experiences, the father I knew was always the fun one in any group. Growing up as an only child, I would watch from the top of the stairs as my parents hosted wonderful parties in our modest home in West London. My father regaled our guests so merrily that it was hard to believe he had lived through those years of horror in Nazi and then Soviet-occupied Hungary.

Susan, my mother and the daughter of a fellow political prisoner of my father’s whose only crime had been being a leader of the Hungarian YMCA, was the consummate hostess. A truly incredible cook with a formidable intellect, she taught architecture, spoke seven languages, and relished art and fine culture. My father was a simpler soul, always ready with a risqué joke or a song and a subtle yet mischievous twinkle in his eye. And all this despite the death, destruction, and betrayal that he had witnessed, as the faint scars on his wrists attested.

I was only nine, the same age my father had been when World War II broke out, when the geopolitical significance of my father’s life in Hungary was finally revealed to me. After four decades, I remember it so very clearly.

We were watching the evening news in our living room. My parents were very engaged with the world around them and my immersion in matters political started at an early age. It was November 1979, and the champion of Western democracy and all things British, Margaret Thatcher, was the prime minister. Just a few days earlier, a huge scandal had erupted when an investigative journalist revealed that the famed art historian and director of the Courtauld Institute, Sir Anthony Blunt, had been a member of the “Cambridge Apostles,” a ring of Soviet spies during the Cold War which betrayed Great Britain and her allies. The scandal raged all the more forcefully because Blunt had admitted his guilt in 1964 in exchange for immunity from prosecution. The whole affair was kept secret from the British people for fifteen years.

The case of the Apostles, or “Cambridge Five,” as they were called, was the most dastardly and damaging case of treason during the Cold War. The ring’s members—Kim Philby, Donald Maclean, Guy Burgess, Blunt, and John Cairncross—had studied in Cambridge, where they were recruited to spy on the British government for the KGB. After graduating, four of the five joined the civil service, to include British intelligence, and betrayed the trust shown them by selling their nation to the Soviets.

When it was revealed that Sir Anthony, a fixture of high society, had been one of the spies and granted immunity, the prime minster was forced to respond publicly. In her statement to Parliament, Mrs. Thatcher confirmed Blunt’s treachery, for which he would be stripped of his knighthood, but reassured the nation that his actions had never endangered any British lives.

As we watched the prime minister on television, my father said, “Oh, I know no British agents died. But hundreds of Hungarians, Poles, Czechoslovaks, and Yugoslavs did.” One of them was Bela Bajomi, hanged in the courtyard of the political prison in Budapest, as Leslie, Michael, and my father listened from their cell.

It was that statement by the head of the British government that spurred my father to write his own story, published in London as Budapest Betrayed. He detailed how as a teenager after the war, he saw the promises of Yalta—that occupied countries like Hungary would begin again in freedom—violated from the Baltics to the Balkans, as Nazi regimes were replaced by communist dictatorships.

THE COST OF RESISTING EVIL

Once the communists had fully taken over Hungary, my father started college. It was there he decided to resist the new dictatorship.

Identifying a handful of patriots among his fellow students, he helped Bela Bajomi organize a secret Christian resistance group. The plan was to covertly collect information on what the Communist Party was doing, how the Soviet troops were deployed across the country, and how the Kremlin was stealing the country’s national assets and industries. The information would then be spirited out to a Western country, and when the world saw that Stalin was in breach of the treaties made at the close of the war, pressure could be applied against Moscow.

The members of the group succeeded in obtaining internships in strategic industries and offices crucial to the communist takeover. Bajomi managed to establish a secret line of communication to the United Kingdom. Soon enough, prosaic letters were being mailed at regular intervals to an MI-6 cut-out with the crucial data inserted between the anodyne script with an invisible ink. For several months, at great risk to their liberty and their lives, these young men, including my father, smuggled the truth out of captive Hungary with the hope that it would be used to weaken Moscow’s grip and restore the nation’s independence. But it wasn’t to be.

As my father chronicled in his autobiography, the reports sent to London would eventually land on the desk of none other than Kim Philby: Soviet agent, Cambridge Apostle, and traitor to the West. Once he had received enough collateral information to identify the group’s members by name, Philby betrayed them to his Soviet handlers, who then informed Moscow. When Moscow informed the Hungarian secret police, my father and his fellow patriots were arrested, tortured, and imprisoned. Bela, their leader, was executed.

At his trial, my father was also to be given a death sentence at the age of twenty. However, thanks to a well-connected great uncle, he was spared execution. Instead he received a “ten-year” sentence, which would have doomed him to die in prison since his classified sentencing document was stamped: “not to be released even after serving sentence.” This document came into my father’s hands after the communist regime fell in 1990.

As you can read in Defeating Jihad, my father spent two years in solitary confinement for being an “enemy of the state,” following two years in a prison coal mine, and another two years in the main political prison outside Budapest. On October 23, 1956, the Hungarian people fought back against the dictators, and my father’s and mother’s lives changed forever.

After eight years of full-fledged communist dictatorship, several thousand students and factory workers banded together in an uprising that would become the Hungarian Revolution of 1956: the first attempt by a nation under Soviet occupation to free itself from the Kremlin. With captured weapons and homemade Molotov cocktails, the oppressed stood up to their oppressors, and for ten heady days, Hungary was free. The freedom fighters captured a Russian tank, battered down the prison gate, and liberated my father and his fellow prisoners of conscience from the hell of their communist confinement.

Hungary’s freedom was short-lived, however. With hundreds of tanks called from Ukraine, Romania, and thousands of Soviet reinforcements, Moscow viciously crushed the revolution. Prime Minster Imre Nagy and other leaders were kidnapped and murdered. Hearing that he too was on a shoot-to-kill list, my father escaped across the minefields into neutral Austria with his prison mate’s seventeen-year-old daughter and future wife, Susan.

When asked in the refugee camp where they would like to live—unware that it was Philby in London who had betrayed them all—my father told the resettlement officer that they wanted to live in England. That is how I came to be born and raised in London, a British subject but Hungarian by family upbringing.

I didn’t know the full story of my father’s fight for a free Hungary or how he had suffered until the Blunt scandal erupted, prompting my father to write his book and share the shocking details of his childhood. But our home was often the location for reunions with onetime comrades and fellow prisoners like Father Bela Ispanki, the enigmatic Catholic priest and personal secretary to Cardinal Mindszenty, who was arrested and imprisoned for rallying Hungarian Christians against the communist dictatorship, and Laci, who had become a successful psychiatrist with a house on Lake Geneva. After the freedom fighters crashed through the prison gate with their Russian tank, Laci was made temporary prison warden whilst the true political prisoners were sifted from the common criminals, whom the revolutionaries were not keen on “liberating.”

The values of my father and his compatriots formed the moral environment of my childhood. Tyranny, whether Nazi or communist, wasn’t an abstract concept in a history book. It was the marks on my father’s wrists. Resistance to dictatorship wasn’t a vague platitude. I could touch it in the form of the tiny crucifix my father had carved out of a multicolored toothbrush handle in prison, Jesus’ white body lying on the Bakelite blue of the cross. It was in the stories he shared of prisoners covertly collecting the raisins from their meals to make wine so the priests imprisoned with them, like Father Bela, could celebrate a secret Mass inside the prison. Determined to preserve our freedom, which he didn’t take for granted, my father taught me how to handle a gun as soon as I could reliably hold one up and use it safely. He knew that all dictatorships want the population disarmed, and that a citizen without a means to protect himself and his liberty is not a truly free man. Thank you, Father.

And then there was my father’s mode of interacting with the world. Despite the torture, the imprisonment, and the life of an exile, my father was amazingly “normal.” He wasn’t ever bitter or maladjusted. On the contrary, he loved the company of good people and perhaps trusted others a little too readily—more so than his cynical son, who had grown up in a free country. Despite all he had gone through, he told me that the only thing he was truly angry about was being deprived of the opportunity to row for Hungary in the Olympics. He had inherited his athletic ability from his father, Agoston, an Olympian and the fastest long-distance runner in Hungary between the wars. When my father was arrested at age twenty, he was a member of the Hungarian national rowing team. But I never saw him fulminate at what had been done to him. In fact, the only time I ever saw my father cry was when someone mentioned the name of Bela Bajomi, or of other fellow patriots who had made the ultimate sacrifice in the fight for freedom.

It was in this world that I learnt what justice is and that truth is not relative. From earliest childhood it was clear: evil walks the earth, and from time to time a man must resist it, often at great cost. That is why when the terror attacks of September 11, 2001, occurred, I processed them quite differently from my friends and those around me.

The perpetrators of the deadliest terrorist assault in modern times were connected in my mind to the totalitarians of the twentieth century, who had almost destroyed Judeo-Christian civilization. Yes, the al-Qaeda operatives did what they did in the name of a religion and not a godless ideology like fascism or communism, but the nineteen hijackers of 9/11 were brethren to the German soldiers who abused my father’s Jewish friends. They were cut from the same cloth as the thugs who tortured him in the basement of the secret police headquarters on Andrassy Street and partisans of a cause that would admit no compromise. Bin Laden’s “soldiers,” like Hitler’s Gestapo, would kill or enslave you if you dared resist.

It was this perspective on the threat America and the West faced in the new century that would eventually bring me to the United States to explain that connection to the brave men and women of our military and law enforcement and what it would take to defeat the “new totalitarians.” From the Green Berets of Fort Bragg to the Special Agents of the FBI, the analysts of the CIA, and the SEALs of the US Navy, I have shared the same message: “The loss of liberty is always but one generation away.” There will always be those—whether they are Hitler’s divisions, Stalin’s spies, today’s jihadists, or tomorrow’s unknown threat—who would rob us of our freedom and destroy the values of our Judeo-Christian civilization if our vigilance flags.

IT WILL HAPPEN AGAIN AND WE MUST BE READY TO WIN

I was born in England, and Hungarian blood runs in my veins, but I am a proud American and legal immigrant to the greatest nation on God’s earth. It was the highest honor of my life to serve as deputy assistant and strategist to President Donald Trump.

This book builds upon Defeating Jihad, but has a broader scope and a different structure. It is the product of my twenty-four years in the national security sector, both in government and in the private and academic sectors. It is a guide to the most important facts all Americans should know about the threats our nation faces now and will face in the future. But it is more than that.

Both the early nineteenth century Prussian General Carl von Clausewitz, in his classic work On War, and the ancient Chinese strategist Sun Tzu, in The Art of War, taught that the central aspect of all conflict is the will to win. To be sure, you must be able to inflict damage on your opponent—it is hard to defeat a tank with a bow and arrow—but the most important ingredient for victory is a will to win that is greater than your enemy’s. From ancient Greece to the Vietnam War and to what we used to call the Global War on Terror, this has always been the case.

Yet having taught in our civilian and military institutions of higher education, such as Georgetown University and the National Defense University in Washington, I see America as a nation all too often forgetting this eternal truth. We fail to take seriously the key lines from the Marine Corps manual MCDP 1, Warfighting: “Although material factors are more easily quantified, the moral and mental forces exert a greater influence on the nature and outcome of war,” which is “an extreme test of will.”

To help correct that failure, I present here a handful of examples of men who had that crucial will to fight. Some are well known, such as Stephen Decatur, a central figure in a pivotal conflict early in the life of the nation, the Barbary Wars. Others are less famous but are of equal importance as exemplars: Chesty Puller, the most decorated marine in American history; Captain Eugene McDaniel, a naval pilot shot down in Vietnam who survived the horrors of Viet Cong prisons for six years; and Whittaker Chambers, not a warrior, but a hero nonetheless because of his resistance to totalitarianism and his commitment to the truth.

Their stories will provide inspiration for the new generation of defenders of the republic, a generation we all must encourage and build. For without an America of heroes ready to fight and win, the future will belong to those who serve the latest totalitarian incarnation of evil.



CHAPTER 1


Why We Must Always Be Ready to Fight

Si vis pacem para bellum. If you desire peace prepare for war.

—PUBLIUS FLAVIUS VEGETIUS RENATUS

No right-minded person likes violence or the threat of violence. Nevertheless, there seems to be something about human society that predisposes us to use force again and again. On the individual level, violence is driven most often by avarice: the desire to obtain a material good without paying or working for it. At the collective level, when violence is used in a large-scale, organized fashion, the same motivation may hold: one community wishes to take the territory or wealth of another community. But there may be other reasons as well.

Human history is, in large part, the history of war. Over the millennia, the formation and development of human communities have been marked by wars between tribes, wars between city-states, wars between empires, and wars between modern nations. The last century can crudely be summarized as starting with World War I, in which the West lost a generation of young men in the trenches; proceeding through World War II, in which civilians were targeted on a massive scale and more than sixty million persons died; and concluding with four decades of the Cold War, a face-off between two alliance systems during which the horrific possibility of nuclear conflict haunted the whole world. At the fall of the Berlin Wall and the end of the Cold War, however, peace did not “break out.” The end of the twentieth century saw hot wars of the intra-state variety break out in countries as far-flung as Yugoslavia and Rwanda, conflicts that killed more than a million human beings, often in the most barbaric of ways.

The opening of the twenty-first century offered little hope of a new, more peaceful age. On September 11, 2001, a handful of religiously motivated fanatics managed to execute the deadliest terrorist attack in world history. In less than two hours, almost three thousand people were killed in the synchronized attacks on New York and Washington. Since that infamous day that we now refer to simply as “9/11,” America and her have initiated wars in Afghanistan and Iraq, deployed military units to numerous conflict zones in the Middle East and Africa, and initiated a military campaign against the jihadist insurgents of the Islamic State in Syria and Iraq. The first two decades of the new century seem to have marked a return to what specialists call “irregular war”—conflicts in which the enemy forces are not the conventional troops of another government, but terrorists and insurgents of non-state actors such as al-Qaeda or ISIS, the so-called Islamic State.

The purpose of this book is to help the reader understand the nature of war and America’s experience with war since 1776, to spotlight former and current enemies, to identify what is necessary to defeat them, and to pay homage to those who have taken the fight to America’s foes.

The master strategist Carl von Clausewitz famously described war as “the continuation of politics by other means.” And yes, governments can pursue their national interests by war when all other options have failed. Yet war is much more than the calculated exercise of violence by nation-states. If years since 2001 have demonstrated anything, it is that war is not the preserve solely of countries and their governments. The violent enterprises of the Global Jihadist Movement (al-Qaeda, Boko Haram, and the Islamic State), cult-like terrorist groups such as the Lord’s Resistance Army, and the pro-Kremlin “militias” fighting the Ukrainian army in Crimea can all be described as war.

Many people associate the word “war” with images from Saving Private Ryan: massed tank units engaging one another in the open and men in uniform fighting on a distant battlefield. They presume that armed conflict begins with declarations of war and ends with formal ceasefires and peace treaties. As we shall see, however, that type of war is historically the exception to the rule.

Over the centuries, most conflicts have been far less regularized than the world wars of the twentieth century or even the first Gulf War of the 1990s. Today’s messy conflicts are more representative of mankind’s past wars than the conventional and regularized conflicts we have spent so much time preparing our militaries to fight.

The untidy wars of the post-9/11 era do not fit well into the conventional understanding of why and how wars are fought and ended. Today there are no clear battle lines or fronts, enemy capitals to capture, or days to formally mark the end of hostilities and the return of our troops. Partially as a result of these changes and ambiguities, many question the rationale for our military engagements abroad and the new “national security” measures taken domestically in the name of our increased safety.

But it is indisputable that the world is a dangerous place and America will always have enemies. We need to understand them, deter them, and if that fails, vanquish them in battle.

WHAT IS WAR?

The History of the Peloponnesian War by the Athenian General Thucydides (c. 460–c. 395 B.C.) is still studied at military academies and war colleges around the world. In this remarkable chronicle of the war between Athens and Sparta, the great historian offers an explanation of why societies go to war. For Thucydides, there are three reasons to send men to kill other men. The first is fear—fear of what will happen if one does not fight. The second is honor—a concern to maintain or restore a society’s prestige. The third is self-interest—the profit of the community. Any one or more of these motivations may be present in a given conflict. Thucydides’ list seems reasonable to the layman, for these motivations appear to explain wars as diverse at World War II, the Vietnam War, and the post-9/11 Global War on Terror.

Adolf Hitler’s invasion of Poland in 1939 can be explained as the pursuit of honor and self-interest, his desire to establish a “thousand-year Reich,” and the need for more territory—Lebensraum—for his racially “pure” and inherently evil Aryan Empire.

In fighting the Vietnam War, America invoked the doctrine of “containment,” which expressed our fear of the spread of communism (the “domino theory”), the global dominance of the Soviet Union, and possibly even a third world war.

US operations in Afghanistan after 9/11 were, at least initially, justified by the national interest, and even fear of, another mass-casualty attack on the territory of America, masterminded and organized in the al-Qaeda bases and training camps that the Taliban had allowed Osama bin Laden to build in their country.

If we move from antiquity to the modern age, we encounter another great general-author, the Prussian General Carl von Clausewitz (1780–1831). His posthumously published masterpiece On War is famous for the dictum cited above that war is simply “the continuation of politics by other means.” This phrase, which has become a principle of modern war, is cited to explain violent conflict as just another function of the state: the option left to a government when other methods for achieving its objective have failed.

Clausewitz is also rightly famous for his observation that conflict is complicated by friction: the unforeseen challenges that make a war plan last only as long as first contact with the enemy, and by the fog of war: the lack of clarity and certitude on the battlefield which can be penetrated only by the skill of the military commander.

Perhaps the greatest sustained influence of Clausewitz’s On War is an indirect one. The idea of war as “politics by other means” rests on the assumption that war is something governments decide to do, an assumption reinforced by what he called his “wondrous trinity.” Adapting a construct that would be familiar to his Christian readers in Europe, Clausewitz described the nations that go to war as having three internal populations:

He assigns to each member of the trinity a fundamental characteristic:

[image: Image]

According to Clausewitz, a country’s three key communities come together on the basis of their distinct traits in wartime.

The government, the political elite, makes the decision to go to war based on a reasoned calculation of the needs of the state (raison d’état). Politicians analyze the dangers and potential costs of going to war—or not going to war—and then make a rational decision.

The population is then mobilized to fight or support those fighting the enemy by fanning its hatred of the enemy.

Lastly, the professional military man, the commander, adroitly leverages and directs the hatred of the people to realize the reasoned interests of the state. He alone understands violent conflict and the role of chance, and he alone has the requisite expertise to manage the friction of the battlefield, to pierce the fog of war, and to lead his forces to victory.

Clausewitz’s personal experiences shed light on his analysis of the mechanics of war. As a young man, he witnessed a new way of war. As a member of the most professional military organization of his day—the Prussian Army—he saw his beloved fighting force and its proud martial culture vanquished on the battlefield by the French forces under military genius Napoleon Bonaparte.

Bonaparte hadn’t built an experienced and heavily institutionalized army to mirror the Prussian military establishment, but instead had introduced the practice of levée en masse, or mass conscription. Clausewitz witnessed Napoleon take ordinary civilians, total military amateurs, and rapidly turn them into a cohesive fighting force that beat the Prussian Army on the battlefield. The depth of this shock, in which the cream of European military culture had been violently displaced by a new way of war waged by conscripts, caused Clausewitz to focus on marshalling a people’s unbridled passion to realize the rational political interests of the state. Hence, his conclusion is that war is the continuation of politics by others means. In other words, war is logical, organized violence.

But do politicians really wage war rationally? Has war always been the result of a cold and unemotional decision by political elite? There are those who differ with the Prussian general’s understanding of war and do so quite strenuously and convincingly.

In a landmark work written more for the interested layman than the national security professional or the policy expert, the late British historian John Keegan laid down a comprehensive challenge to Clausewitz’s consensus. Keegan, who wrote many works on the history of war and great military leaders, opens his famous book, A History of Warfare, defiantly: “War is not the continuation of policy by other means.” He continues:

[W]ar antedates the state, diplomacy and strategy by many millennia. Warfare is almost as old as man himself, and reaches into the most secret places of the human heart, places where self dissolves rational purpose, where pride reigns, where emotion is paramount, where instinct is king.

Today, experts and scholars are divided between those who consider Clausewitz’s analysis enduringly valid—a camp most ably led by the British strategist Colin Gray—and those, best typified by the Israeli author Martin van Creveld, who see Clausewitz’s relevance as limited to nation-against-nation conflicts, such as World War II, and having little to say about today’s messier conflicts.
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