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			“Michael Flynn committed no crime. His crime was sincere patriotism. And for that, they were willing to put him in prison for the rest of his life. He never expected to be persecuted by his own government—or find himself at the fulcrum of history. But now he represents the mass of Americans who have had enough and want to take their country back from the corrupt oligarchs and elites who have driven America into the ground. His story is the inspiring account of a man who told the truth and was punished for it. He was tested and survived because of his faith, his love for his family and for the country he served and is determined to save.”

			–Tucker Carlson

			 

			“Russiagate represents one of the darkest chapters in American history. Young people and future generations need to study it to understand not only what happened but what is likely to happen again if we can’t regain control of our institutions. At the core of the biggest scandal in US political history is the story of Gen. Michael Flynn, one of the top military and intelligence officers of our era. That a man at his level and of his caliber was dragged through a politicized justice system to break him and his family and was accused of betraying his country shows just how corrupt Washington, DC has become. Here is his story, the story of a hero who has been through hell and back and now gives his fellow countrymen the indispensable and inside account of the Deep State plot to destroy America.”
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			Disclaimer

			In the interest of national security, confidentiality, and legal compliance, certain portions of this book contain redacted material. These redactions were made in consultation with relevant authorities to protect classified information, sensitive discussions, and the privacy of individuals.

			While every effort has been made to maintain the integrity and accuracy of the narrative, the redacted content may occasionally affect the completeness of specific events or conversations. Nevertheless, the spirit and essence of the story remain true to the author’s experiences and the historical context in which they unfolded.

			Readers should understand that the redactions do not alter the core message of this memoir but reflect a necessary balance between transparency and responsibility.
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			Foreword

			By Lee Smith

			The story you’re about to read is one of the most important in American history. The story of Michael Flynn is about a good man who was punished though he did nothing wrong, a man who served his country in war abroad and was outflanked at home by maniacal, powerful forces. The government he served turned against him while the American people rushed to his side and linked arms with his family to defend him. Flynn’s enemies, his hunters, tried to beat him down for good, but he got up every time, gathering strength each time he stood. It’s the sort of thing you see in a classic Western movie. It’s what Americans are supposed to learn about character, virtue, and courage watching movies or reading books about heroes. And this is a story about an American hero.

			It starts like a story you’d hear at a high school reunion. Mike Flynn—terrific athlete, real daredevil, surfer, lifeguard, a little bit of a troublemaker before his girlfriend Lori Andrade straightened him out. She’s from a big Portuguese family in Middletown, Rhode Island, like the Flynns, the big Irish family in the small cottage on the beach. Lori and Mike married, and the Army commissioned him as a second lieutenant in 1981. He fought in Grenada, the first major US combat mission after Vietnam, restoring American prestige and showing Moscow that Ronald Reagan was serious about rolling back communism. And Grenada is where Mike Flynn stepped into his fate when he jumped off a cliff and swam out to save two soldiers who were drifting out to sea.

			His commanding officers were not happy with his decision to take matters into his own hands. He might have called in a rescue team. But who knows if those soldiers would have survived the delay? It seems that for Flynn there was no other choice, as if his nature had determined his action. If you were watching it in a movie, or reading it in a book, this is when you’d first recognize that this is about something different, something special, a story about doing good no matter what it costs.

			In the immediate aftermath of 9/11, Michael Flynn goes to war in Iraq and Afghanistan, where he becomes the top intelligence officer of his generation. It turns out that what he learned on the bad side of town in a small working-class New England city has applications in tough neighborhoods on the other side of the world. His ideas for fixing how the US collects intelligence in theater and gets it to the warfighters in the field changes the course of the Iraq war. Back in Washington, half the intelligence bureaucracy wants to string him up and others want to crown him.

			In 2010, Flynn, now a general, is summoned to the American capital and urged to implement his ideas about stealing our enemies’ secrets and safeguarding our own. He’s eventually named director of the Defense Intelligence Agency, a post in which, once again, his path is determined by choices that are inseparable from his character.

			As DIA director, Flynn testifies in front of Congress about the threats facing America. He says that, contrary to the political talking points coming out of the White House, Islamic terrorists are not on the run, they’re as dangerous as ever. In Washington, where politics and posturing take precedence over clarity and conscience, telling the truth is not how things are done. Having reached the inner sanctum of American power, almost anyone else would do anything to preserve his privilege and advance his position. In telling the truth, Flynn stays true to himself and is pushed out of his job.

			He leaves government and retires from the US Army after thirty-three years in uniform. In the private sector, he’s glad to be working with his son Michael and keen to continue alerting Americans to the threats facing our country. He gives public talks, makes media appearances, and advises presidential candidates preparing for the 2016 race. He hits it off with outsider candidate Donald Trump, a billionaire celebrity with no experience in politics but who sees the world, and America, the way Flynn does. The retired three-star general campaigns with Trump to help him contest what seems the nearly inevitable presidency of Hillary Clinton. When Trump defeats the establishment’s choice, the Leviathan commits to fighting the new commander in chief to the end.

			The columns arrayed against the new administration—a consortium including US intelligence services, big tech, and media—are led by Trump’s predecessor, Barack Obama, who warns the president-elect not to hire the adviser he’s come to trust most, Michael Flynn. In fact, this is not a warning but a vow—to get Trump, Obama means to come after Flynn first. Obama and his vice president, later president, Joe Biden plot against the incoming national security advisor and deploy the FBI, the ruling establishment’s praetorian guard, to take him out. Within weeks of Trump’s inauguration, his national security advisor, Michael Flynn, is gone from the White House.

			None of it makes sense, not even at the time, amid the frenzied media storm driven by corruption and rancor to destabilize the American government. No foreign adversary could have run a more destructive campaign of information warfare targeting our nation. To get Flynn, the ruling class set chaos loose and turned reason on its head. Flynn was under suspicion because he spoke with the Russian ambassador? But the job of the national security advisor is to speak with foreign officials. How is that a problem, except in a city like Washington that’s lost its mind? Flynn lied to the FBI? That makes no sense—it’s not in his character. Flynn was forced from the DIA because after his superiors edited his testimony and effectively directed him to lie to Congress; he ignored the consequences and told the truth. But now he chooses to lie?

			In the following pages, Flynn describes what it was like for him at this time, like the sensation of going under, as if he were beaten by waves, swallowed up by the ocean, and drowning at the bottom. Very few will ever suffer what Michael Flynn endured, and history shows that most who do are broken by the furies unleashed against them. Those who come out stronger and wiser, sharpened and made finer by ordeal, are rare. The stories told about those who go down and rise more resolute than before are the stories that civilizations tell to instruct their children in character, virtue, and courage. These are the stories that encapsulate a nation’s legacy and are passed from generation to generation. And it’s worth remarking that in these stories, the heroes all experience that same going under that Flynn describes. It’s an essential component of their journey. The ancient Greeks had a word for it, katabasis—the descent.

			The protagonist of the Odyssey is a warrior trying to get home from years of foreign war. The wily Odysseus is credited not only for his fighting skills but also his stratagems. It was he came up with the idea of fooling the Trojans into believing that the Greeks had abandoned the fight and left to their foes a gift in tribute—the Trojan horse. Odysseus, the man of many devices, is essentially an intelligence officer, the greatest of his generation. To make his way home, he goes down to the underworld, where he’s again tested before he’s granted the guidance he seeks to return to the wife and son and country he hasn’t seen in twenty years. In the Aeneid, the Roman hero goes down to walk among the shades to speak with his late father about the great nation he is destined to found, Rome. And in the Italians’ great story, Dante must go through the inferno, hell, before he can rise to the light, paradise.

			Michael Flynn’s story of course isn’t an epic poem. It’s real, and it’s the story of a real man made of flesh and blood. And so what he found when he went down wasn’t a vision of the underworld but real people, Americans. He relates in this account of his life how Americans went down with him, to take his hand, and help him breathe. Thousands, then tens of thousands, and now hundreds of thousands of his fellow citizens sent him cards and letters to express their gratitude and love—and they asked him for guidance. Flynn writes here that he was surprised at first to find that during the midst of his ordeal they looked to him for inspiration. They helped him get back to the surface, and in his ascent he pulled up with him all those who also sought the light.

			This heroic story then is also about the nobility and goodness of Americans who embody the qualities that stories about men of character, virtue, and courage instill in us. Michael Flynn’s story is one Americans will pass down through the generations.

		

	
		
			Chapter 1

			Razor’s Edge

			The coup started in the Oval Office. It’s easy to remember when it started—exactly four years and a day before Americans gathered in Washington to protest the widespread election fraud that threw the 2020 election to Joe Biden. If you believe the Democrats, their media allies, and their corrupt partners in our national security establishment, January 6, 2021, was a day of infamy. As bad as Pearl Harbor. Biden said it was as bad as the Civil War. But it was just Americans exercising their First Amendment rights and liberties that our founding fathers and generations fought and died for. No, the real insurrection, the war against the Constitution, started on January 5, 2017, in a meeting to discuss how to deal with me.

			This is where the story of my life ﬁrst meets and intersects with one of the darkest chapters in our nation’s history. That’s the story of how Barack Obama mustered his considerable forces inside and outside the federal government to undermine and delegitimize his successor, Donald Trump. I was the new president’s national security advisor (NSA), counseling him on the dangers to America abroad and at home.

			We’d spent the better part of the past year traveling together on the campaign trail. We spoke regularly. I spoke frankly about the dangers to our peace and prosperity. Candidate Trump appreciated my insights on foreign adversaries like China, Russia, and Iran as well as terrorists that targeted the American homeland. I respected his deep love for America and his strong desire to get it right. He knew we’d been on the wrong track for years and wanted to make sure he put us back on course. He’s a great listener and a tireless worker. That was something we had in common.

			I think the bond between President Trump and me formed due to several things. He has a tremendous appetite for information, and I have a deep understanding of the foreign landscape and a deep knowledge of NATO and how NATO operates. I briefed him on NATO operations, budgets, and capabilities. I also walked Trump through the entirety of Southwest and Central Asia, sort of the middle region of the world. I had spoken to him quite a bit about the war in Ukraine at the time. I got really up to speed on China and some of the things that China was doing militarily, economically, psychologically, and economically. At the time, China was really starting to get involved in all kinds of activities. During the Obama administration, the Chinese seemed to be rising and in a dangerous way.

			We both recognized that the world was a dangerous place, and the Obama White House had made it more dangerous for America. Trump and I were both driven by the same purpose, and we trusted each other. That’s why what we now call the Deep State went after me so relentlessly. First, we “get Flynn,” as former deputy FBI director Andrew McCabe put it, and then “we get Trump.”

			What I didn’t know at the time was that the FBI had been investigating me since early 2016, maybe even before that. They didn’t officially start their investigation until August 2016, but the evidence shows I was being spied on by the government I’d served—and by a president I’d served, Barack Obama.

			There was no way the FBI went rogue with its investigation of me. Since I was the former director of the Defense Intelligence Agency (DIA), an intelligence chief who was read into our nation’s most vital secrets, there’s no chance President Obama didn’t know about the investigation, and in that January 5 meeting, he wanted an update.

			We know about the January 5 meeting because of a memo that Obama’s outgoing national security advisor, Susan Rice, emailed herself two weeks later, on January 20. It was the day of Trump’s inauguration, and the Obama team had only hours left in office when Rice sent the memo to herself. Many people have called this her “CYA” (cover your ass) memo—she was protecting herself and Obama from the possible consequences if the scheme against President Trump was discovered. But it’s also possible that Rice left the memo out in public because Obama and his top deputies wanted their troops to know who was calling the shots. It wasn’t just a few disgruntled and disgraced former bureaucrats out trying to destroy the forty-fifth president of the United States—no, it was his predecessor, forty-four.

			I met with Susan Rice multiple times over the many weeks between the transition from the outgoing administration to the incoming administration. A few meetings were one-on-one; others were with her staff brieﬁng us on the Obama administration’s various foreign and domestic policies. There was even a very formal and public transition event called “passing the baton” between administrations. I found Susan Rice to be super smart, an absolute bureaucratic and establishment insider, and someone who deeply despised the fact that we had won. Our transition was like intellectual combat during every single meeting. I tried to be as gracious as possible and found her to be a very cold and dark person. There were things I later learned that she did not share as we she turned over the reins of the NSA’s position. Some of those had to do with intelligence programs that were the absolute purview of the NSA. Those I would have to dig into myself. As the former head of DIA, I was aware of some and had insight into others.

			When it comes to Susan Rice, don’t get me wrong: She was smart, but she was also shrewd and calculated and protected her boss’s policies right up to the end (and likely then some). Everything we discussed was about how wonderful the Obama administration had done, especially in the foreign policy arena. I knew that I had to get through these transition meetings almost as a form of protocol, but looking back, I think the entire time Rice was calculating how to effect my demise from that office in order to undermine a duly elected president. That is what I mean about shrewd and calculating.

			Rice was there on January 5 along with Obama, Vice President Joe Biden, Director of National Intelligence James Clapper, Director of the Central Intelligence Agency John Brennan, FBI Director James Comey, Deputy Attorney General Sally Yates, and a few other conspirators. They were talking about the FBI investigation that was supposed to have been closed the day before, the investigation they opened on me.

			I was one of four people in the Trump circle spied on by the FBI as part of what the bureau opened as an umbrella investigation called Crossﬁre Hurricane. The investigation on me speciﬁcally was called Crossﬁre Razor. I don’t know why they used the name Razor. You’d have to ask them.

			The investigation on me didn’t ﬁnd anything, not even an unpaid parking ticket. There was nothing there, so they decided to close it. That was January 4. According to an official closing communication dated that day:

			CROSSFIRE HURRICANE predicated reporting, the absence of any derogatory information or lead information from these logical sources reduced the number of investigative avenues and techniques to pursue. Per the direction of FBI management, CROSSFIRE RAZOR was not interviewed as part of the case closing procedure.

			REDACTED. The FBI is closing this investigation. If new information is identified or reported to the FBI regarding the activities of CROSSFIRE RAZOR, the FBI will consider reopening the investigation if warranted.1

			But the document hadn’t been officially approved yet. On the same day, January 4, Crossﬁre Hurricane’s lead agent and head of the FBI’s counterespionage unit, Peter Strzok, learned that the Crossﬁre Razor investigation was still formally open. He relayed what he called the “serendipitously good” news to another FBI official Lisa Page, with whom Strzok was having an affair. “Our utter incompetence actually helps us,” Strzok told Page. He told the rest of the FBI team working on the investigation to “keep it open for now” at the behest of “the 7th Floor.”

			The seventh floor of the FBI headquarters at the J. Edgar Hoover Building in Washington, DC, is where the offices of the bureau’s leadership are, and the evidence shows that Comey and McCabe and the rest were taking orders too. “Hey, we just got word from the White House,” Strzok wrote colleagues. “Keep the Flynn investigation open.”

			The next day, January 5, Obama was briefed on the intelligence community assessment (ICA) about Russian interference in the 2016 election that he’d ordered to be rushed to completion before his administration ended. Contrary to media reports, the intelligence community’s seventeen agencies did not contribute to the ICA, titled “Assessing Russian Activities and Intentions in Recent US Elections.” Rather, it was a product dominated by a team of CIA analysts handpicked by CIA Director John Brennan and included input from three other agencies: the FBI, the Office of the Director of National Intelligence (DNI), and the National Security Agency (NSA). The brieﬁng ICA was conducted [and?] prepared by Brennan, Comey, DNI Director James Clapper, and NSA Director Admiral Michael Rogers, and their agencies.

			After that brieﬁng on January 5 in the Oval Office, according to Rice’s memo, is when they came around to discussing me and the new administration. “Obama had a brief follow-on conversation,” wrote Rice, with Comey, Yates, Biden, and herself also present. Rice wrote in her memo:

			[President Obama began the conversation by stressing his continued commitment to ensuring that every aspect of this issue is handled by the Intelligence and law enforcement communities ‘‘by the book”. The President stressed that he is not asking about, initiating, or instructing anything from a law enforcement perspective. He reiterated that our law enforcement team needs to proceed as it normally would by the book.

			From a national security perspective, however, President Obama said he wants to be sure that, as we engage with the incoming team, we are mindful to ascertain if there is any reason that we cannot share information fully as it relates to Russia.

			Director Comey affirmed that he is proceeding “by the book” as it relates to law enforcement. From a national security perspective, Comey said he does have some concerns that incoming NSA Flynn is speaking frequently with Russian Ambassador Kislyak. Comey said that could be an issue as it relates to sharing sensitive information. President Obama asked if Comey was saying that the NSC [National Security Council] should not pass sensitive information related to Russia to Flynn; Comey replied “potentially.” He added that he has no indication thus far that Flynn has passed classiﬁed information to Kislyak, but he noted that “the level of communication is unusual.”2

			The President asked Comey to inform him if anything changes in the next few weeks that should affect how we share classiﬁed information with the incoming team. Comey said he would.]3

			In other words, Obama told the FBI director to spy on the incoming White House, the president-elect, and his new national security advisor. That’s how the coup began.

			I’ll get into more details later on about my phone conversations with Sergei Kislyak, the Russian ambassador to the US at the time, but for now I’ll just point to the highly irregular nature of the Obama-led discussion about my conversations with Russia’s ambassador. Obama, Biden, and the rest knew what I said to Kislyak—they had the transcripts from every single phone call! There was nothing unusual about my speaking with him. I was the incoming NSA. It was my job to reach out to people like Kislyak and other foreign ambassadors and leaders to introduce myself and begin building a relationship with them on behalf of President Trump. But not only did Obama and Biden convene a meeting with members of the intelligence community to discuss my conversations, they wanted to charge me with a crime for it.

			According to Strzok’s notes,4 Biden suggested that I could be charged with violating the Logan Act, an arcane, eighteenth-century statute that prohibits negotiations between unauthorized American citizens and foreign governments having disputes with the United States. It’s a law that has never been used successfully and that many believe is unconstitutional. Besides, like I say, it was my job to speak and meet with foreign officials. The whole scenario was ridiculous. One analyst on social media speculated they may have come up with the Logan Act idea from an episode of The West Wing, a 1990s TV show with Martin Sheen playing a president much like Bill Clinton. I wouldn’t be surprised—many in that administration were living in a dark fantasy land, and over the coming years, they plunged all of our country into their ugly fantasies.

			The day after the January 5 Oval Office meeting, I set up a meeting with members of the intelligence community (IC). It was a brieﬁng that the Obama administration wanted to make sure the IC leadership could provide to the incoming team on some important issues. I set the meeting up with Clapper, whom I’d known for some time. He called me and said, “Hey, Obama has asked us to come brief an intelligence community assessment to the incoming President and key members of his national security team.” And I said, “Well, let’s set it up in Trump Tower.” I told him that we’d have a room set aside and asked when he could let us know who would attend.

			Our team consisted of President-elect Trump, Mike Pompeo, Reince Priebus, staffers, and me. It was a very small group. They gave us a classiﬁed brieﬁng. The essence of the brieﬁng had to do with Russian interference in our elections. This information, unbeknownst to us at the time, was to be the prelude of the future dark times America was to face with what has become known as “Russiagate.”

			During the intelligence brieﬁng, I was curious about the “conﬁdence level” of this information. Others in the room from the Trump team had little knowledge, if any, of the concept of conﬁdence levels that the IC assigns to ICAs.

			Given an ICA of this magnitude and importance, I felt it was necessary to ask Admiral Mike Rogers speciﬁcally about his conﬁdence. Mike was the main presenter along with DNI Clapper, offering comments throughout, along with Director Brennan, who remained relatively quiet and subdued (traits he is not known for). Mike stated that from his agency’s perspective, he gave it a medium conﬁdence assessment, which in “Intel-Speak” means you don’t have sufficient information to conﬁrm what you’re saying, but there is sufficient information to claim there might be smoke. Clapper jumped on that and stated the overall community assessment was high,5 something we now know to be false.

			I said to Mike, “Explain to President-elect Trump, what the conﬁdence level is that you have in this area.” We use low conﬁdence, medium conﬁdence, and high conﬁdence to describe the conﬁdence we have in the sources and methods used to collect a given piece of intelligence. Then I asked him, “What’s your conﬁdence?” He said he wasn’t at a high conﬁdence level.

			Mike is a good friend of mine and a very honest guy. He was honest about how he felt. He said, “I’m about medium.” And that’s what went into the record. The NSA was the one agency that bucked Brennan, Clapper, and Comey’s bogus assessment about the Russians’ role in the 2016 election.

			Did Moscow try to interfere in our election? Sure, just like they had even before the Cold War. That’s Moscow being Moscow. But the ICA made it seem like the Russian President had wanted Trump to win, when we now know the opposite is true—the Russians saw Hillary Clinton as offering far greater continuity. So, Rogers’ bucking the fake consensus was a big deal. As most Americans now understand all too well, the bulk of our intelligence collection is through signals intelligence, the collection of electronic data like phone calls, emails, texts, etc. When Rogers said the NSA only had medium conﬁdence, that meant the NSA had no rock-solid signals intelligence to prove the case that Brennan, Clapper, and Comey were determined to make.

			Trump took it all in like he normally does with information. He listened, and he appreciated it. I saw the brieﬁng like a lot of other intelligence brieﬁngs that I’ve sat through that have been vastly more threatening than what I just heard. When Rogers said he had medium conﬁdence in the Russia interference assessment, I decided not to pay much attention to it. It was much less important than the fact that Russia was breathing down the neck of our allies in Europe. Another big worry was that over in North Korea, Kim Jong-Un, Little Rocket Man, was ﬁring off missiles. Plus, we were still at war in Afghanistan and Iraq. We were coming into a really rough environment to take over the presidency and under the leadership of a man who wasn’t a politician. Trump had a great grasp of foreign policy and what was happening. He hated the idea that we were in these endless wars. And it was a top priority to ﬁgure out how to get out of them. So, there were real challenges ahead. That’s what was on my mind.

			As far as the Russian interference stuff went, we looked at it like, “Okay, got it.” Nobody believed this was a major threat to our peace and prosperity. It was just another thing on our to-do list as we got ready to go into the White House.

			When the meeting was about to break up, Comey said, “Can I take ﬁve extra minutes with you?” Everyone left the room but Trump and Comey. It was Comey brieﬁng the president-elect alone on something we were told was too sensitive for anyone else. Trump obliged. That’s when he briefed Trump on what came to be known as the Steele dossier, including ridiculous and salacious allegations against President Trump.

			It was a collection of fake memos written by a former British intelligence officer named Christopher Steele. As we would later ﬁnd out, it was paid for by the Hillary Clinton campaign.6 It was the centerpiece of a dirty tricks operation to frame her rival and his team, including me, as Russian spies. The real shock was that the FBI had used the dossier as evidence to spy on us in the Trump team, ﬁrst during the campaign, then during the transition, and even when we came to the White House.7 Comey had directed the espionage campaign against us, and the entire time Obama, as we later discovered, knew everything his intelligence chiefs were doing. But we didn’t ﬁnd any of that out until much later. By then it was too late to put an end to the madness Obama and his cohorts unleashed on me, on President Trump, and, worse, on the American people. Comey briefed Trump only on the famous, and fake, story about the Russian hookers peeing on a bed. That’s what the Russians had on Trump, according to Comey. After the meeting between Trump and Comey, I met with Trump up in his Trump Tower office, and he told me how ridiculous he thought Comey’s story was. He was unmoved by the entire presentation, and after all the hoopla, it was back down to business to complete the transition and get into the White House to get the country back on track. That was always Trump’s focus.

			It was a surreal moment. Trump was in an interesting mood because of what he had just been told. He couldn’t believe it. He knew it was all garbage. We all did. What we didn’t know was that Comey had been in the White House the day before, where Obama, Biden, and their deputies conspired to brief the president-elect on what they all knew was a lie. The plan was to take me out and get to Trump. We’re still living through what Obama started on January 5, 2017.

			What you’ll ﬁnd in the following pages is an account explaining how America came to this place, where we’re going as a nation, and the likely consequences of not acting in time to preserve what our forefathers built and defended with their lives. It’s a story I’m telling for the ﬁrst time. It’s a story about my family and our country, and the role I’ve played protecting them all my adult life, in the US Army, the intelligence community, the White House, and as a private citizen. You’ll ﬁnd details of well-known events that you haven’t read before, like how I was pushed out of the White House by the FBI, Obama assets, and Republican Party establishment insiders.

			What you won’t ﬁnd is another “narrative” that bends reality to serve political ends. It’s not just another point of view from an interested observer. What follows here is the testament of someone who lived up to his commitments and pledges and paid a high price for it. But along the way, I gathered strength from the adversity. My faith was fortiﬁed, and I won friends. Thousands of Americans reached out to me and my family and supported us in ways I couldn’t possibly have imagined when I ﬁrst began my journey through life. I’m telling my story for the record—and for you, to show my gratitude for all you’ve done and continue to do for our great nation. I am also telling the correct and truthful version for my grandchildren and their future grandchildren. This is a story of such historical consequence, someday they and others may all know the true story of General Michael T. Flynn. May God always bless and protect America.
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			Chapter 2

			Family Is My Foundation

			Beginnings

			When God made Helen Frances Andrews Flynn, He broke the mold. Sure, we’re all different, unique, one of a kind. But G-Fly, as her grandchildren called her, was something else entirely, and that’s where the story of my life begins. She was the mother of the nine “Tuckerman Ave.” Flynns, my remarkable mom.

			She was outspoken, a defender of her family, and had that gut feeling about people that served her well. She was an avid reader and a lifelong learner, and was faithful to God, fearlessly independent, and deﬁant against wrongdoers, and unafraid to call them out —didn’t matter who it was. Tell the truth, no matter the consequences. I’m grateful to have all those qualities of character from her.

			I was born on Christmas Eve in 1958 in Fort George G. Meade, Maryland. At my birth, there were already ﬁve Flynn children: Helen (Lennie), Bill, Clare, Barbara, and Jack. There was a debate about my ﬁrst name, as the family story goes—I could have been Thomas—but Mom had the ﬁnal say, and Michael won. All of us are named after a saint, and I am named after Saint Michael, the Archangel.

			When my dad got orders to Fort Meade, we ﬁrst lived in a regular family unit for enlisted men, four ﬂoors stacked on top of each other. But with three of us Flynns born during his Fort Meade tour of duty (Barbara, Jack, and me) and the three older kids (Lennie, Bill, and Clare) already there, the Army moved us into a revamped recreation facility. Our living room was once a regulation-size basketball court. Offices were turned into bedrooms, and we had a makeshift kitchen that was formerly the coffee room for the military men, women, and civilians who once called the Flynn residence their rec center.

			That lasted about a year. Then, in 1960 my dad got his orders, and we were off to Germany, a small town in Bavaria called Lenggries. We lived nearby in Bad Tolz in Army housing, which ended up being two side-by-side units on the top ﬂoor of a three-story housing building. We’d just leave the front doors open between the units. We had two kitchens, two dining rooms, two living rooms, four bedrooms, and two bathrooms. Everything was the same except reversed, including the furniture, rugs, lamps, and so on. Everything was Army-issued. Above our two units was a wide-open space, the building’s attic, which ran the entire length of the facility and was where we’d play ball, hold races, and run around with each other for the next three years.

			In the summers, we’d all pack into the little green Renault we owned, tie an old wicker basket to the top of the roof ﬁlled with crackers, a large thermos of water, and sandwiches. Dad drove, and Mom sat in the passenger side holding bags ﬁlled with bathing suits, blankets, and towels, six kids crammed together in the back seat, and off we’d go to a freshwater lake, the Chiemsee. In winter, we’d ski and ice skate, and every morning, we’d all get dressed and hike to the post church for seven o’clock Mass. These morning church excursions were where my older siblings learned to recite the entire Mass in Latin.

			We were there for three years. By the time we left, Mary had been born, and now there were seven kids from about sixteen months to sixteen years old. I was primed for just about anything life had in store with faith, family, and freedom as the bedrock of my life.

			Back in the States, Dad was about to make a life change that would affect us all. He was set to retire as a sergeant first class after twenty years in the Army. He had served our country from World War II (at eighteen fresh out of De La Salle Academy in Newport, Rhode Island), through a long deployment during the Korean War, to his last post in Fort Dix, New Jersey. But for Mom, there was no way we were going to New Jersey to live in another Army housing unit. No, the ocean was calling her home to Rhode Island.

			My mother’s mother, my grandmother “Gam,” had passed away while we were in Germany. Mom had traveled back to the US during Gam’s ﬁnal days and returned to Germany just before the day she died. Gam left a small cottage on Tuckerman Avenue in Middletown—a one-bedroom cottage. Dad, Mom, and her brother, Frank Andrews, a World War II Navy captain, had agreed that Mom and all us kids would live in the Middletown house while Dad ﬁnished the last ﬁve or six months of his military career in New Jersey. I was ﬁve at the time.

			Tuckerman Avenue was just the right size for one person, maybe two. But with the Flynns, it was home to two adults and seven children, and eventually two more. There was no washing machine, one mini-bathroom with no room for a bathtub, a kitchen with a refrigerator the size of an old-fashioned ice box, no dishwasher, and essentially no heat. It was a beach cottage the size of a postage stamp, with no insulation, that was built on dirt—no foundation just a box with walls.

			We had no furniture or household goods to our name. No tables and chairs or kitchenware. We had the clothes on our backs and a few in suitcases when we arrived from Germany, along with whatever my grandmother had left in the kitchen drawers and cupboards for dishes, glasses, and utensils, and a bunch of brown, scratchy Army-issued blankets.

			What we did have was the Atlantic Ocean as our backyard. And that was a miracle in my life—the wide-open sea, surf, and rocks to climb on and dive off.

			On that day in April 1963 when we arrived at our new quarters on Tuckerman Avenue, the ﬁrst thing we did was run to the beach and jump in the ocean, clothes and all. That beautiful ocean became our sanctuary, our friend, and our teacher. It’s where I learned to surf—the sport that teaches you how to be spiritually alone and at peace, even when the tides and turbulent currents are coming at you.

			To this day, all of us love the ocean, no matter the season. Many of my siblings, like myself, are still grabbing a surfboard whenever we can and looking for that wave to ride. I’m known to say it’s not the size of the wave that counts; it’s how you ride it—my life philosophy in a nutshell.

			In the Flynn family, you learned how to swim early. It was my mom’s way. One of my very ﬁrst memories is of my mother putting me into the deep end of a pool and letting go. That’s how she taught all the Flynn kids, boys and girls, how to swim. She’d dump you in the water, and then you’d come to the top and start splashing around. She’d do that several times, and eventually, you’d learn how to get to the side of the pool on your own. It’s survival. You just start kicking and paddling, and it becomes a natural thing, and then you’re swimming.

			When I went to the pool as an older brother with my three younger siblings, Mary, Charlie, and Joe, I would help my mother at the poolside. She’d say, “Hand me Joe, Charlie, and Mary.” I would hand the kids over to her. And one by one, she’d let them go down under until they swam to the top. It’s as if my mother had some inborn sense about knowing what kids can handle and how to push them to do things on their own that seem hard but aren’t really. That’s one of the things I owe my mother, among lots of other things: learning how to get people to rise to their best. And to this day, whether I’m swimming in a pool or the ocean, or surﬁng, the water is like a sanctuary for me, and for all the Flynns.

			It was great arriving in Rhode Island, the place where both my parents had grown up. As young Army kids, we were used to new environments where families came from all over. Families would come, and they’d go. The ﬁrst question you’d ask a new Army kid at school was when they were leaving! They’d ask you the same. Rhode Island was different.

			We had no idea that Mom had been class valedictorian at Rogers High School or that Dad was captain of his high school football team before leaving for World War II. They were popular in their youth, and now that they were “back” in their old stomping grounds, it was often the case that when people would meet us “Flynns” for the ﬁrst time, they’d say, “Hey, aren’t you one of Charlie and Helen’s kids?”

			Charles Francis Flynn and Helen Frances Andrews Flynn were born and raised in Newport, Rhode Island. Dad’s father was Henry Flynn, a World War I Army veteran; his wife was Katherine Burns. Mom’s father was Frank Andrews, a World War I and II torpedo expert; her mother was Helen Fallon. The two Irish families had upwards of eighteen brothers and sisters—my great aunts and uncles—all living in Newport’s Irish Fifth Ward. Over the years, I learned that there was rarely a family with an Irish surname that wasn’t related to me somehow—cousins were everywhere in Newport. This experience was new to me. As a military kid, being around relatives is not common. My brother Joe is the keeper of our family’s genealogy: of who was who, who married whom, and how we are all related. It was a big transition for our family when my parents decided to move back to their home base.
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