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Foreword



The book you hold in your hands is more than just a memoir—it is a clarion call, a manifesto against weaponized injustice, and a testament to the unbreakable bonds forged in the fires of political persecution. Peter Navarro’s story, shared with gripping honesty and raw emotion alongside his beloved Bonnie Brenner, is not merely a prison diary, but an epic saga about love, loyalty, and the relentless fight against an ever-encroaching Deep State.

I understand Peter’s journey all too intimately, for I too have felt the cold steel of Biden’s America around my wrists, and the stark reality of freedom stripped away not by justice, but by vengeance masked as law. Our paths, parallel and intertwined, reveal a haunting truth: When the ruling elite decide to silence voices that challenge their narrative, no one is safe—not even those closest to the highest office in our nation.

Peter Navarro, a scholar, patriot, and devoted public servant, was thrust behind bars not for crimes against his country, but for steadfastly honoring the Constitution and the privilege of the Presidency itself. His story speaks loudly to the dangerous precedent set by a ruthless regime willing to destroy anyone in its quest to dismantle the MAGA movement and punish the family and loved ones of those who dare oppose their radical agenda.

Behind prison walls, Peter did not break. He did not even bend. Instead, he turned his trials into triumph, his suffering into strategy. His tireless battle to implement President Trump’s First Step Act from within, documented in these incendiary (and often humorous) pages, is nothing short of heroic—fighting for the forgotten men and women left behind by a corrupt system.

Navarro’s powerful narrative reminds us that injustice is not abstract; it has a face, a name, a family—and often, the collateral damage lands squarely upon those who love us most. This book is as much Bonnie’s story as Peter’s, a poignant reminder that the Deep State’s vengeance leaves no heart untouched.

At its core, Navarro’s narrative is also a timeless love story. It is the story of a man and woman united not only by romance, but by purpose, resilience, and shared sacrifice. When the regime comes for American patriots, whether it’s Navarro, myself, or countless others, it is our families, our beloved, who feel the pain most deeply. Bonnie’s courage, grace, and xviiiunwavering loyalty under weaponized partisan fire are a testament to the strength and endurance that define the very heart of our movement.

Ultimately, Peter Navarro’s journey—from incarceration to vindication—is a crucial chapter in the fight for our nation’s soul. His battle is our battle. His victory, our victory. His story demands we confront the weaponization of our justice system, and fiercely defend the principles of freedom and fairness upon which America was founded.

Read this book. Share its truths. And let Peter Navarro’s powerful testimony ring out clearly: we must stand resolute against weaponized injustice, ensuring that America remains not only the land of the free, but a nation where justice, truth, and freedom are never imprisoned.

—Stephen K. Bannon
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Huck Post 1: Biden Regime Corruptus, Nashville InterruptusJune 3, 2022—Let the Lawfare Games Begin




Be careful, Peter. These people can hurt you.

—Dave Bossie, Former Chief Investigator

House Committee on Government Reform and Oversight

Brother Dave, I wish I had been more careful.

On the morning of June 3, 2022, my fiancée and I woke up at the crack of dawn. She rose with great excitement because we were going to Nashville to meet the great Mike Huckabee. As for me, I was looking forward to appearing on Mike’s TV show. Yet, I had opened my eyes with a more subtle sense of dread as the walls of Joe Biden’s weaponized Department of Justice seemed to be closing in on me.

Months earlier, I had received a congressional subpoena from the United States House Select Committee to Investigate the January 6th Attack on the United States Capitol a.k.a. the “J6 Committee”—or what former president Donald Trump likes to call either the “witch hunt” or “Un-Select Committee.”

Upon receipt of this subpoena, I had been commanded to testify before the committee and produce documents. However, President Trump had invoked executive privilege and instructed me not to comply; and the ultimate result was a contempt of Congress charge by the House on a strict Democrat party line vote. Now, Joe Biden’s Department of Justice and his puppet attorney general, Merrick Garland, had to decide whether to indict and prosecute me. This left me in that strange limbo where I was waiting for a possible other shoe to drop.

Nonetheless, the show must go on. I had a new White House memoir called Taking Back Trump’s America to promote, and there was no better place to do that than on the Mike Huckabee Turner Broadcasting Network show.

Plus, I love Mike. He’s truly an American icon as well as one of the most sincere politicians I have ever met.
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So, off I was about to go from the sanctuary of my DC swamp apartment with the aforesaid subtle dread and a fiancée who couldn’t have been happier in that moment. But first, a little breakfast in the nook of my Market Square apartment, which stands commandingly a full ten floors above Pennsylvania Avenue with one of the most gorgeous views in Washington, DC, of the Capitol, Washington Monument, Lincoln Memorial, and peeker view of the White House grounds in full panorama.

Frankly, this luxury condo at more than five grand a month was out of my fixed income retiree price range. But I had rented the gem for what I promised myself would be a short time as a bucket-list reward for four years of sixteen-hour working days seven days a week in the Trump White House.

Now, here’s the funny thing about that breakfast nook. Sitting there with my fiancée on bar stools, I could see right across Pennsylvania Avenue to the south to two of the bureaucracies that would eventually wind up trying to put both me and Donald Trump in prison—the National Archives and the Department of Justice.

And get this: I could also see across 7th Avenue to the west, literally across the street and about a fifty-yard field goal from my balcony—did I mention I was a field goal kicker in high school?—the very same agency that had slapped me with a subpoena a couple weeks earlier and, little did I know right then, was about to put me in leg irons.

I’m talking of course about the FBI—the Federal Bureau of Investigation, or, as we like to say in Trump Land, the Federal Bureau of Intimidation.

Yes, you can’t really make that up. I could see from my Market Square apartment the very same three government agencies that would work overtime to deprive me of my liberty and drain me financially.

After breakfast, my Sweet Pixie and I grabbed our carry-on bags for the quick two-day trip, walked out the door, and grabbed an Uber for the short trip out to Reagan National Airport. As we got on the move, my mood brightened as my fiancée looked absolutely gorgeous that morning, and I felt blessed to be with her.

We met just after I had left the White House in the hallway of my old apartment building at the Lansberg just across the street from my new digs at Market Square. She was moving into the apartment next door to my old one as I was moving out, and my first thought upon seeing that smiling pixie face was Damn, why am I moving out of this place? This is a dream come true.
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Of course my second thought, only slightly tongue-in-cheek, was that if a petite and beautiful blonde-haired, blue-eyed, sweet little thing with a lithe body and the best legs in Washington, DC, moves into the apartment next door to a senior White House official, she damn well might be a honeypot spy sent by the Chinese or the Russians to seduce me and then extract whatever secrets I may have had from my White House days.

Go ahead and laugh. But during the first week I was in the White House, that’s exactly the kind of training I got: Don’t trust anybody on the outside, and there are no such things as coincidences. And I knew damn well it certainly wouldn’t be the first time that something like that happened—just ask the hapless congressman Eric Swalwell.

At any rate, I had a running joke about our first meeting that I would tell our friends whenever I got a chance to do so—and always get a little punch in the arm from my fiancée. I’d say I finally figured out she wasn’t a Chinese spy when it took months before we actually shared a bed together. Yet another lesson that good things are worth waiting for.

As soon as we arrived at the airport, my dread returned. As we entered the departure level and headed towards the security checkpoint, I walked warily along, keeping my eyes peeled for any trouble in the form of FBI agents ahead. I felt in my bones something like an indictment and arrest was coming. I just didn’t know if it would be that day.

Two days earlier, I had sent a long email letter to Patricia Aloi, the Department of Justice apparatchik who had sent me a threatening letter about the case. My prompt response sought a modus vivendi—a way around any possible arrest that would allow me to comply with the congressional subpoena without violating either the Constitution or my oath of office.

And here was the key point I made in my pleading to Aloi: After receiving the congressional subpoena, I had consistently and repeatedly said the same thing, first to the J6 Committee and then to the DOJ. The president had invoked executive privilege, and by law it was not my privilege to waive.

Most importantly, I also stated to the J6 Committee attorneys that I would be happy to testify if President Trump waived the privilege. To that end, I had repeatedly asked the J6 committee to contact the president and his attorneys to seek a waiver of the privilege. But they never did.

In my modus vivendi letter to Aloi, I asked her and the DOJ to do the 4very same thing and reiterated that my hands were tied because of my duty to this country, to the Constitution, and to my oath of office.

Tellingly, I also requested Aloi to contact an attorney, Adam Katz. While I had not put him on formal retainer yet, Adam had kindly offered to help mediate the situation with the Department of Justice, and I strongly encouraged Aloi to make the contact, if for no other reason than to arrange my surrender if the DOJ did indeed intend to arrest me. Such a voluntary surrender was the normal procedure for white-collar crimes such as the one that I was alleged to have committed—a simple voluntary and peaceful surrender without guns.

I should note here from the very outset that I did not view my failure to comply with the J6 subpoena to be a “crime” at all. The Department of Justice itself had a clear policy against compelling the testimony of a senior White House official and alter ego of the president that it had maintained for more than 50 years.

Since no senior White House official had ever been charged with contempt of Congress in the history of our Republic, I believed I was on pretty solid ground that the DOJ would indeed not prosecute. But, this was of course the Biden regime and an out-of-control Democrat party which was doing everything it could to stop Donald Trump and his advisers from ever sitting in the Oval Office again. So, as one of Trump’s closest aides as well as a friend, of course I was in jeopardy.

As my fiancée and I walked through the airport, nothing, however, seemed amiss. I didn’t see anybody following us. When we got to the security checkpoint and they saw my identification, I thought they might take me away, but all went very smoothly there as well. No second looks from the guard. No nothing.

At the gate, I finally relaxed. We still had almost an hour before boarding—both my fiancée and I like to get to airports early in case of contingencies. So we spent much of that time talking about what we might do in Nashville—music, restaurants, Grand Ole Opry visit, museums, too much fun. And as we bantered, we played a spirited game of backgammon on my iPad—I’m a little better strategically, but she often beats me because of a rare talent to throw double sixes.

And here, I can truly say that that hour with my fiancée as we waited to get on the Nashville Huckabee Express was one of the happiest moments of 5my life. The sun was streaming through the window, we were both feeling the excitement of the trip, and I truly did think it might be a way for both of us to leave my troubles behind, at least for a few days.

That happy moment would of course turn into six of the worst hours I have ever spent in my life. After the ticket agent at the gate scanned our tickets, we entered the gangway between the boarding area and the aircraft door and began walking.

As I looked up from my fiancée’s beautiful eyes and smiling face, I looked towards that aircraft door and saw none other than lead FBI agent Walter Giardina with his partner, both strapped with handguns.

As they began walking towards me, I stopped, turned to my fiancée, held her gently in my arms and told her, “Be strong now.” While I had prepared her for this possibility, I could feel the shudder of fear that went through her; and for a brief moment, as I felt my deep love for her, I felt like I was holding a wounded bird.

I thought to myself: Do whatever the puck you want to me, but you have no right to terrorize this woman with this kind of bullshit.

Then the thought quickly passed as she steeled herself; and together, we faced Joe Biden’s music as three more FBI agents swarmed in behind us to block any escape back into the airport—like I would be foolish or cowardly enough to run from these Good Nazis.

They were not particularly gentle with me. When I asked Giardina to call my attorney several times, he simply confiscated my phone and told me no. Simultaneously, the three FBI agents who had ambushed us from behind took my fiancée and perp-walked her back out into the airport and out to the entrance to the airport to find her way home.

Thank god, nobody recognized her. Thank god, one of her bosses didn’t see her from a waiting lounge as they were getting ready to get on a plane.

And did I mention yet the absurdity of this? As I told you, the FBI is literally across the street from me. Yet rather than simply come knock on my door as they had done a few days earlier to deliver a subpoena, they let my fiancée and I travel all the way to the airport so they could conduct their show raid and look tough on CNN—CNN had the damn news before the handcuffs even got on me.

These Good Nazis would do the same thing months later to President Trump at Mar-a-Lago. The only difference would be instead of handguns, 6the FBI agents—there would be many more than the ones that grabbed me—would have automatic rifles. This is what your tax dollars go to fund.

As for me, I was about to meet the ghost of John Hinckley.
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Huck Post 2:Handcuffs, Leg Irons, and the Ghost of John HinckleyJune 3, 2022—My First Day of Jail, 655 Days Before Huck Goes to Prison




We cannot let our respect for the FBI blind us from the fact the FBI has sometimes come up short of our expectations.

—Orrin Hatch

It is an interesting thing to suddenly lose one’s freedom. It would be very interesting on this particular day.

The first thing the FBI does when they grab you is pull your arms behind you and put you in handcuffs. No matter how gently they might try to do it, it’s still going to take a pretty good pull on your shoulder sockets. And in this case, they weren’t particularly gentle.

Of course, I no doubt appeared to these five armed FBI agents to be a very desperate and dangerous hombre. After all, I was seventy-four years old, I weigh 145 pounds soaking wet and top out at a gargantuan 5’7".

Once handcuffed, they walked me out the back door of the gangway and down some portable steps onto the tarmac where they had a tiny car waiting to transport me first back to the FBI—remember it’s across the street from my apartment—and then eventually to the courthouse where I was destined for a little bit of dungeon duty that day.

At the time, Walt Giardina seemed to actually be a kind of pleasant fellow when not armed to the teeth. He presented as the quintessential “Good Nazi” just “doing his duty” without the courage to stand up to the FBI and DOJ.

I would subsequently learn, however, from internal DOJ and FBI documents that Giardina was every bit a bad FBI seed who would willingly and willfully abuse power to advance partisan interests—think James Comey, Peter Strzok, Lisa Page, for example here. Giardina belongs right with them.
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Such behavior is in all likelihood an enduring vestige of an organizational culture of fear and intimidation that dates back to the days of J. Edgar Hoover. Let’s remember that when Hoover wasn’t cross-dressing and putting on lipstick for his own private cameras, he was abusing the FBI to spy on American icons like Martin Luther King and John and Bobby Kennedy and to gather dirt on as many congressmen as possible to make sure he would never get fired from his job.

The fact of the Lord Acton matter here is that power has always corrupted, and the absolute power that the FBI wields has always corrupted that anything-but-heroic agency absolutely. But enough of that soapbox.

Once I got to the FBI, I got my first taste of a truly evil FBI prick. Big bald dude with bulging biceps who told me to keep my mouth shut and do exactly what I was told. Whatever, thought I.

At least this dumb brute gave me my first of what would be three good laughs of my FBI day. It was indeed at least semi-hilarious, as said brute couldn’t work his machine well enough to actually take my fingerprints. He had to do it about six times and then begged for help from a female agent with a smaller gun and no biceps at all—I notice stuff like that. It was indeed comic.

My second laugh of the day would quickly follow as Walt and his partner, who I nicknamed Clouseau, put me back in their Keystone Cops car and off we went to the District Court a few blocks away on Constitution Avenue where I would be arraigned.

Here, it is well worth noting again that it would have been the simplest thing in the world for me to walk the few blocks down that morning from my apartment and simply report to the District Court and thereby avoid all the guns, terrorism of my fiancée, and CNN theatrics at the Reagan airport. But of course, that would miss the Biden regime’s weaponized point—perp walk and punish a Trump official to boost the reputation of the Biden regime in the eyes of the adoring left wing of this country.

At any rate, the laugh came when these two FBI clowns couldn’t figure out just how to get into the District Court building. They had to circle the building a couple of times while they made some frantic phone calls.

Finally, they found the magic engine at the back of the building which opens up into a big freight elevator that swallows up your car and takes you down to the basement and its dungeon. Ah yes, let the humiliating strip search begin.
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First, it was off with my tie and belt so I wouldn’t hang myself in the cell. Don’t worry, I certainly wasn’t that desperate yet. Second, there was the bend over and strip search. Hardly necessary unless you wanted to intimidate the prisoner, but hey, I was just along for their rough ride.

Third, and this is where the fun really began, they put me in a pair of fifteen-pound leg irons. Yes, the sight of that triggered a John McEnroe moment in me—“You cannot be serious?”

Of course, they assured me that this was just “procedure” that everybody got, so how could they treat me any differently?

Fair enough. Why should I, as a former White House official and senior advisor to the president, who had saved hundreds of thousands of lives and created hundreds of thousands of jobs and who had now been charged with a misdemeanor, be treated any better than the usual felonious parade of rapists, thieves, murderers, drug addicts, burglars, pimps, and hookers they usually get to process in the court’s dungeon?

Hey, I get that. I’ve always been a man of the people. But all I could wonder at the time is whether this was what they were going to do to Donald Trump if they ever got their hands and handcuffs on him.

At any rate, my last comic moment of the day would come when they walked me out of the strip search area towards my cell. Here I am in leg irons, having been told to follow this big 6’2" guard with a long and brisk stride down a long and dimly lit hallway; at best, all I could do is shuffle off to Buffalo to the cell awaiting me at a snail’s pace.

At any rate, when I finally catch up with the guy after almost pulling a hamstring—nice enough fellow who I thanked for his service sincerely, by the way—he leads me into what would be my jail cell for the next several hours.

For whatever reason, he then goes out of his way to tell me that this was the same jail cell that John Hinckley sat in after he shot Ronald Reagan.

For the life of me, I couldn’t find the moral equivalence there—me, a senior White House advisor who had failed to comply with a congressional subpoena out of duty to my country and my oath of office versus a deranged dude with a hard-on for Jodie Foster who thought trying to take out one of the best presidents in modern history would get him laid. I literally laughed out loud to the silence that now engulfed me.

As I sat there, I got my first taste of prison life. Cold draft—the air, not 10beer kind. Hard bench without padding. A crapper without a seat or toilet paper. Dim light and not a window in sight. No food at your fingertips—I was famished by this time, as I had planned to eat lunch on the plane. The total absence of any real colors of the rainbow. Just a drab, dismal world without clocks, where you are free—and I use the term as ironically and cynically as possible—to contemplate your navel or the cosmos.

Thought I: If it doesn’t kill you or bore you to death, it makes you stronger.

Well F these Bidenites and jackboots, I thought, I choose stronger. So take your best shot. And that’s exactly what they did.

It would take more than six hundred days. But eventually the bastards did indeed put me in a federal prison.
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Pixie Post 1:PrologueMarch 15, 2024—Four Days Before Huck Enters Prison




Pixie here, and when my Ever Huck came out of his office for breakfast that morning, I knew immediately something was wrong. Instead of a beautiful warm “Sweet Pixie” hello, my lover was quiet, bordering on somber.

As my Ever Huck approached, he said nothing. When he reached me, he just took me gently into his arms and simply whispered, “Our time has come.”

I knew what he meant. We had been preparing for this day for months now. And now it was here.

The love of my life who had taken so very long to find whispered in my ear he would be reporting to a prison in Miami in just a few days and would be leaving me for what would be the longest four months of my life.

I thought back on the irony and symmetry of the moment. This month was the three-year anniversary of that beautiful and exciting morning we had met in March of 2021.

My Huck was moving out of the apartment in Washington, DC, next to mine as I was moving in. Even in a pair of gym shorts and raggedy T-shirt—that was my first glimpse of the true Huckleberry Finn he is—I recognized him as one of Trump’s top lieutenants.

My Huck had been a favorite of both me and my sister Merri during the Trump administration. Whenever she or I saw him on Fox or CNN or Newsmax, we would call and tell the other—“Navarro’s on.”

Merri and I loved the direct way he talked to the American people and we loved his fierceness. Yet, it would be that fierceness I had seen on TV that would hold me back in the first year of our relationship from loving him the way I do now.

Frankly, his fierceness scared me. But it should not have.

Over time, I would come to know my Huck as the gentle, sweet soul he so often is, at least when he’s not defending a president or trying to save the world. Yet, on that day that I met him, I never imagined we would be so deeply in love three years later and that he would be saying goodbye on his way to prison.
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I did not cry that day. I had already shed enough tears. For I had been with my Ever Huck through all of the thick and thin of his legal battles.

I had been by his side at the Reagan National Airport that day, boarding a plane for a beautiful trip to Nashville when they took us down at gunpoint and put him in handcuffs in front of me and later in leg irons in a basement jail. The FBI had done that for no good reason other than that they could.

Now, as Huck held me ever so tightly this somber morning, all I said to him were three words. They weren’t “I love you.” That was a given.

What I said to my Ever Huck was, “We got this.” As it would turn out, we did.
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Huck Post 3:



Three Books in One

Prison time is like a book with blank pages. You’re the one who decides whether to write something or leave it empty.

—Alexei Navalny (1976–2024)

First time that I saw you, you took my breath away. Might not get to Heaven but I walked with an angel that day

—“Joy of My Life,” Chris Stapleton

This book is Volume One in my memoirs about my love and lawfare journey through the American justice and prison systems.1 It focuses primarily on the 120 days I spent in prison using the construct of three interrelated and interwoven stories.

The first story is about what it’s like to go to prison. What do you eat? How do you sleep? Where do you while and work away your time? What are the inmates like? How did the warden and guards treat you? What kind of rape, shiv, medical care, and other dangers may lurk? What and who sustained you and helped you through the experience?

This first story is written from the perspective of a former senior White House advisor who quite unexpectedly finds himself in prison simply for protecting George Washington’s doctrine of executive privilege and defending the constitutional separation of powers. As you will see, I was the only inmate in the prison found guilty of a simple misdemeanor. All of the more than two hundred other inmates were felons; and that speaks volumes in and of itself about the partisan politics that put me behind bars.

As a sidenote, I was also the third oldest inmate in the joint—you’ll 14meet distinguished Vietnam vet Del Gowing, the patriarch of the place who should have been out almost a decade ago, as well as a mini-Bernie-Madoff type.

And of course, I was one of the very few inmates who could legitimately claim to be innocent of the crime I was convicted of, and certainly the only inmate who served in the White House.

It was an interesting experience to say the least. I am happy to share it with you. I hope it never happens to you unless, of course, you committed a crime for which you deserve a just punishment.

Spoiler alert: I didn’t get a MAGA tattoo in prison or any other kind of tattoo. Just COVID too many times because of the sardine conditions.

The second story in this book is about a five-billion-dollar waste of taxpayer money and the massive Bureau of Prisons scandal I uncovered.

In a nutshell, the Bureau of Prisons and its sprawling “prison industrial complex” is refusing to fully implement both the 2008 Second Chance Act and Donald Trump’s 2018 First Step Act. This ironic breaking of federal law by the bureaucrats assigned to punish people who do indeed break the law is keeping more than sixty thousand primarily nonviolent, first-time offenders in prison for up to two years longer than the law dictates.

As you will see in much more detail, the price tag of these delays adds up to $5 billion. These costs start with the direct costs of unnecessary incarceration at a price tag of $60K a year per inmate. They include the indirect costs associated with inmates not working and paying taxes and their families drawing down on welfare benefits like food stamps and housing subsidies because their breadwinner is in the slammer—never mind the human misery suffered by the inmates and their families.

The third story is my favorite and I hope it is yours. This is the love story between Huck and Pixie as they do time together, he in prison and she doing the time with him on the outside.

Pixie is my nickname for the love of my life, Bonnie. While Bonnie is a beautiful name, if you ever have the joy of meeting my Sweet Pixie, you’ll know exactly why, from her sprightly glow, her nickname fits like a glass slipper.

As for who the heck is Huck, that’s Pixie’s nickname for me. I’m the guy who doesn’t always comb his hair, prefers a shirt sleeve to a napkin, loves the open ocean, and generally prefers the road less traveled.
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Even now at the tender age of seventy-five, I still don’t quite want to be “sivilized.” If you know that literary reference of Mark Twain, you’ll know why Pixie calls me Huck.

These three prison stories are woven together through two types of “postcards” and five types of documents. Most of the postcards are “Huck Posts” from me, the principal author, Peter Navarro.

But many of the postcards are “Pixie Posts,” offering a look through the prison looking glass from the perspective of my Sweet Pixie.

As for the five types of documents, the principal Huck Post narrative is told through my daily journal. I would keep this pour memoir journal during the 120 days I would spend behind bars.

I would keep this journal with the same kind of discipline and attention to detail featured in my first White House memoir, In Trump Time—but without the advantage of my voice dictation software or even a word processor.

As for my Sweet Pixie, she kept a similar, although less extensive, diary. It serves as the fodder for her Pixie Posts.

The second type of document comes from the various articles I would write and the interviews I would grant during my prison stay. It took me more than a month to figure out how to broadcast my voice outside my prison walls, chained in as I was. But the pen is indeed mightier than the sword, and these communications would turn out to be very important in my efforts to out the Bureau of Prisons scandal I would unearth.

The sometimes-lyrical elements of some of our email correspondence represent my third source of inspiration—and are a source of information for you, dear reader.

Finally, there are these two important bookends: The transcript of the press conference I held the day I went into prison on March 19, 2024, which appears early in the book. This speech straight from the head and heart provides a very useful, and I hope moving, summary of the legal and constitutional issues that I was fighting—and continue to fight on appeal as United States v. Peter Navarro heads to the Supreme Court. In effect, it lays the predicate, as they say in the law, for what will follow.

To end the book, I will reprise my speech delivered on the stage at the Republican National Convention in Milwaukee the night of the day I was released from prison on July 17, 2024. That night I was greeted with 16thunderous applause by an appreciative audience, and at the end of the speech, my Sweet Pixie came on stage with me and stole the show as I gave her what would come to be famously called “the kiss” and “the twirl.”

Of course, there is an Epilogue with all the surprising twists you might imagine in Trump Land.

At any rate, I think you will find the first story about what it is like in prison to be fascinating. I will take you behind bars and behind the scenes like few can.

I hope the second story will make your blood boil and motivate you into the kind of political action necessary to put an end to the particular prison scandal I uncovered during my incarceration. Despite my best efforts, both the Bureau of Prisons and the U.S. Congress refused to act to end this scandal, but I will continue to hammer both until justice and fiscal responsibility is done.

As for the third story, it is a love story that can only happen through the courage and wisdom of a fine and tough Republican woman—are you listening, Mark Cuban?

Tough and fine my Sweet Pixie is, and so much more. She is the “angel” and “joy of my life” I was forced apart from by partisan lawfare jackals for four long months.

At least now, as Chris Stapleton has sung it and Pixie and Huck have danced to it, I am blessed to walk with this angel every day.

And to steal another lyric from another song that my Sweet Pixie and I love to twirl to, “I can’t wait for the rest of my life.”

Can you guess the song?

—Peter Navarro

Palm Beach Florida

December, 2024




1 Volume Two will function as both the prequel and sequel to the prison story. This Volume, which will only be published after my appeal is finally resolved in the higher courts, will focus on the time periods both before my entry into a Miami federal prison during my arrest, trial, and conviction and after I am out of that prison fighting my case on appeal up the ladder to what should be the U.S. Supreme Court. While Volume One is a book for the masses and ages, Volume Two will appeal more to those interested in the legal ins and outs of my landmark Constitutional case, as well as the lawfare politics surrounding it. So stay tuned for that.
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Huck Post 4:



A Chilling Order to Report to Sunny Miami


March 1, 2024

Peter K. Navarro

3200 South Ocean Blvd

Unit D501

Palm Beach, FL 33480

Re: Notice of Designation and Date to Report

Dear Mr. Navarro:

As ordered by the Court, you are hereby instructed to report to FCI Miami Satellite Camp, located at 15801 SW 137th Avenue, Miami, FL., 33177, (305) 259-2100, on Tuesday, 3/19/24, no later than 2 p.m.

Please do not take personal items such as clothes, toothpaste, razor, soap, etc. because they will be provided by the institution. Additional personal items may be purchased through the institution’s commissary. To obtain additional pertinent information about the institution, please go to www.bop.gov and search the above facility for the custody and care instructions.

Should you have any questions or concerns, please contact me or the institution.

Sincerely,

Sondra A. Rhodes, Supervising United States Probation Officer



The email came like a gut punch as I was checking my Proton Mail account before breakfast. Even though I had my stomach muscles tensed—hell, everything in my body was tense—the email took my breath away. At least for a moment. This was getting realer by the day—I had to self-surrender to a prison in Miami within a matter of days.

The funny part, and I wouldn’t get the joke until a few days after I got 18to prison, was that all of the two hundred or so inmates and the fifty or so staff knew I was coming to the Miami prison weeks before I did.

In fact, they had been told a big “political guy” would arrive soon; it wasn’t hard to figure out from the news what my name was, and they all were given orders to start helping to clean up the prison’s act. For those several weeks before I arrived, it was full Potemkin-village, lipstick-on-a-pig speed ahead with a Miami prison makeover.

From sunup to sundown, the inmates steam cleaned the roofs, fixed at least some of the plumbing, repaired and painted the walls, replaced broken light bulbs, scrubbed the sidewalks, got at least some of the ugly black mold off the shower tiles. They even killed some of the roaches—but the rats in the kitchen just laughed at them.

And speaking of the kitchen, and this would work to my great advantage, the prison’s food started getting a whole lot better too—to the point where the guys would actually thank me for it after I arrived.

The joke, of course, was, “If this food is better now, just how much worse could it have been before the Trump guy got here?”

What puzzled me about the email was the location I had been ordered to report to. Miami? Huh?

I had figured they would put me somewhere around Washington, DC, probably in Maryland, given my DC Court conviction. Then, I realized my Miami locale—one of the toughest and worst run in the system—was because my official residence was in nearby Palm Beach.

After breakfast, I told my Sweet Pixie the bad news. All she said was, “We’ve got this. Let’s get you packed.” My kind of girl. The best kind of sweetheart.
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Huck Post 5:Third Time Is My Pixie CharmMarch 10, 2024—Nine Days Before My Incarceration




Wanna catch up some time?

—Huck’s opening line to Pixie

Late in life, I met my “third time’s a charm” Sweet Pixie, and the only really hard thing about my doing time in defense of the Constitution will be spending some of the few remaining months of my life apart from my Sweet Pixie.

You might think it’s only four months I’ll be gone, but the average lifespan for an American male is seventy-six. I’m just about seventy-five as I write this. That means unless I beat that national average of seventy-six, I will spend four months and the last 25 percent of my expected life behind bars, away from the woman I love so deeply.

Yet, even if I last another five or ten or even twenty years, it’s unlikely those years will be the kind of quality years I might have had if I had not lost this Pixie time in prison. Prison is no country for old men; it will take its physical toll and there’s nothing I can do about it.

That said, I’m certainly not going to whine or cry at this juncture about what Nancy Pelosi, Bennie Thompson, Joe Biden, Merrick Garland, and cadres of Democrat lawfare scoundrels and jackals have done both to me and our broader system of what today passes as injustice. Yet, I do want to let these scoundrels know this:

Once you shoot at political targets like me and Steve Bannon and Donald Trump and Jeff Clark and John Eastman and Mark Meadows and Stephen Miller and Dan Scavino and Rudy Giuliani and Walt Nauta and Christina Bobb, it’s the loved ones who also will take the hit. And that is why all those with names like Bragg and Willis and Smith must ultimately be held accountable.

In my case, it will be my Sweet Pixie who will spend time with me in this barrel. I know she will never complain, and she will always have my back. I know this because she’s tougher than any of those lawfare jackals responsible 20for putting me in prison—the long list also includes names like Raskin, Schiff, and every Democrat congressman in the 2022 House: Graves, Crabbe, and Aloi in the Biden Department of Justice; Mehta, Pillard, and Millett in the DC Federal Courts; and the Republican turncoats and scum otherwise known as Liz Cheney and Adam Kinzinger.

As I write this heading into prison, I know that Pixie and I will be back dancing in 120 days to the songs of Michael Bublé, Ronnie Milsap, Ray Charles, Chris Stapleton, and Etta James.

I know we’ll be back walking the beach to Benny’s, watching the pelicans fly, and waiting for the sea turtles. And as our little secret, I know I’ll be drinking Pixie’s sweet coffee soon.

I can’t wait. I just hope as I head into prison, Heaven can wait and that I truly will see my Sweet Pixie on the other side.

That uncertainty, sadness, and pending separation is why they call it prison.
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Huck Post 6:When a Camp Is Not a CampMarch 15, 2024—Four Days Before My Incarceration




The day I got the news I had to report to prison had indeed been jarring. The only silver lining seemed to be that I was reporting to a facility in warm weather not far from my home.

Of course, after just a little research, I was quickly disabused of any notion that I might truly land at some cushy Club Fed. To get the real picture, you have to start with the fifty shades of American prisons.

Even though I had technically been sent to a “minimum-security prison”—a “camp” in the lexicon of the Bureau of Prisons—Miami FCI is not really a minimum-security prison. Nor is it by any stretch of the imagination a “camp.”

Rather, Miami is a hybrid of a minimum and low-security prison, while the adjunct “low-security” prison in Miami (about one hundred yards from the “camp”) operates much more as a medium-security prison.

As to why these definitions matter, it’s partly about the company I was going to be keeping. Yes, there would be no shortage of relatively benign white-collar criminals and scam artists. But at Miami FCI, there would also be no shortage of more hardened criminals who had worked their way down through good behavior over time to a minimum-security prison.

As to what the definition of the different kinds of prisons matter, it is also about the facility itself as well as the procedures followed.

The biggest tell in the alleged “camp” con game would be the high fences I would find strewn with razor wire. Bureau of Prison camps aren’t supposed to have such barriers. However, in Miami, urban legend has it that a rogue warden put the barriers up using inmate labor—another no-no—and so the Miami camp, to help inmates make a smoother transition to society, quickly became much more of an animal cage.

Another symptom of this non-camp Miami camp is its lack of employment opportunities off the prison site. In days gone by, inmates had been able to work at venues like the adjacent Miami Zoo, the Everglades National 22Park, and the Coast Guard. Now, however, job opportunities along with any offsite training opportunities are all but nonexistent.

Did I mention that some inmates can work across the street for a Federal Prison Industries government corporation known as UNICOR? In Miami, the UNICOR facility boxes up military uniforms for a whopping salary of 25 cents to 50 cents an hour.

Irony alert: For all the years I have criticized Communist China for its slave labor camps and all the prison-made crap that winds up in Walmart, I never thought I’d be in an American prison that does the same damn thing.
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