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To my father, Raymond W. Kelly, the greatest police commissioner to ever live and serve










INTRODUCTION


THIS IS A BOOK ABOUT justice in America and the consequences to our beautiful nation if justice fails. Trust in law enforcement and the institutions of public safety has been hollowed out. The center pole of the American way of life is freedom, but liberty must be paired with respect for the rule of law or else we will descend into chaos. That’s where America stands right now—at the edge of chaos.


Everyone feels it—I know I do. Don’t you? Divisions have emerged that could tear America apart. We fail to agree on fundamental matters—such as: Are police bad? Is stealing harmless? Should white and black people be treated equally?—and it doesn’t seem that we are close to repairing the rift.


The core of the problem, as I see it, is that there is a hideously dishonest conversation about race going on in America today in order to avoid some uncomfortable truths. I’m sick of listening to elected officials, media personalities, and radical advocates lie through their teeth about the reality of crime, criminal justice, and law enforcement in this country. The victims of this campaign of deep untruth include all of us, but it affects the men and women of law enforcement most grievously. They have been scapegoated, lied about, and savagely denigrated. Violence against cops is rising rapidly: the FBI says that murders of cops were up 59 percent during 2021, much higher than the figures for the nation at large.1


Almost every year or two, typically corresponding to the election cycle, some incident involving a police officer and a civilian—usually black—is amplified and magnified by the press, the national Democrat Party, and street-level “activists” to promote the idea that America is a racist dictatorship that feeds like a starving mosquito on the blood of African Americans. Civil unrest breaks out—sometimes locally, sometimes nationally—to agitate the base and convince a segment of the electorate that one half of the country is ignorant, backward, cruel, and “RACIST.”


I lay the blame for this deeply false dynamic on Barack Obama. The senator from Illinois who consciously echoed Abraham Lincoln in his speeches, and who represented the promise of a “postracial America”—where people could get along normally and stop obsessing over skin color—turned out to be as wicked and divisive a race hustler as any street corner lunatic or Jim Crow–era segregationist sheriff. He got elected president in 2008 on the premise of uniting America, and then set about lighting fires of resentment and discord everywhere he could, using ancient fears as leverage to grab as much power as he could.


I wrote this book to lay out the case against Barack Obama, his politics of division, and the Democrat Party, which he continues to lead behind the scenes, and in support of the men and women of law enforcement. They deserve better, and so does America. At its core, American institutions exist to preserve public safety, the rule of law, and peaceable enjoyment of the fruits of one’s labors. Yet these institutions are teetering on collapse. People of good conscience must agree now to fight to shore up the timbers of the American system; otherwise it is all going to fall apart and get washed into the tides of history.


EARLY DAYS


I was five years old when I first saw my father take his gun out and threaten to shoot someone.


We had gone as a family, including my brother, who was eight, and my mother, who was in her late twenties, studying to be a nurse, to Times Square Stores in January 1974. The store was in Hempstead, the town next to ours, Baldwin, on Long Island, New York.


My father, Raymond Kelly, was a sergeant in the New York City Police Department, and he would ultimately serve as the department’s commissioner, the leader of the force, a position he held for fourteen years: a record in the history of New York City.


But on that winter night, Ray Kelly was just a foot soldier in the army he would later command. He worked “undercover,” which added mystery to the only vague idea I had about what he did. The shorthand was that he would go to “work” to “catch bad guys.” But he often wore a tie and coat to work. I didn’t really know how he spent his time, or what “work” looked like.


I knew something about the police from television, but my father didn’t wear a uniform when he went to work. He looked very much like the men on TV, but not on the cop shows. This was Bob Newhart making his way home from the office, or Tony Randall as Felix Unger neatly attired, running errands in the opening credits of The Odd Couple.


But “catching bad guys” wasn’t so amiable. As I was about to learn.


It was supposed to be a quick trip to the store. My mother went inside to return my brother’s birthday gift, a toy aircraft carrier. It had a rudimentary remote control by which a child could guide model F-4 Phantom jets onto the deck. But despite looking awesome in the commercial, the toy was a disappointment at home. In fact, it didn’t work at all.


We were parked directly outside the store. My brother and I were wrestling in the back seat, making some kind of ruckus, but my father had gone to work: he noticed a man lingering by the door, outside. Standing outdoors was unusual enough on such a cold night. If he was waiting for a ride, it could have been done from inside. Also, he was watching everyone coming in or out closely.


I was oblivious, until an explosion of speed. Our car zoomed from 0 to 60, it seemed, in a half second. I went airborne, before slamming into the floor. Looking up, I saw my brother in his red puffy jacket, seat belt on, petrified.


This car, which had never done anything more than bring us to school or to the shopping center, was now careening with a roar over traffic islands.


“What happened?!?!”


“Someone did something bad,” my father said.


There it was. His work. Catching a bad guy. This is what he did. But this time, we were there.


The bad guy, the one my father had been watching by the department store entrance, had stolen a woman’s purse and was running away.


And we saw him! He was concealing his face, keeping it away from us as he ran. A long coat, with a belt coming off it. Was he crying? Running and crying. Who is this? Why is he doing that?


He was tall, maybe six foot six, and had a tremendous gait. We were paralleling him, but he was a lane over. Opposite traffic. Chaos. He turned into some sort of clearing—a parking lot, maybe. And so did we.


“Stay here,” my dad ordered us.


He didn’t yell. I don’t think I ever heard him yell growing up.


My father had his gun out. A revolver. Pointing it in his left hand. His arm at pants-pocket level.


There was some yelling then from whoever this was. Angry words. The man came closer to my father, irate, flailing his arms. He was shouting.


My father replied with something like a growl. It may have been profanity, which at that age, in that time, I didn’t comprehend.


The robber suddenly looked scared, the way my brother or I might have looked if we realized we were running late for dinner, and had already been warned about being on time.


He dropped the purse and ran, back to where it was dark—a fence, shrubs, cars, mystery.


My father came back to the car with the pocketbook.


“What happened? What did he say?” we clamored.


“He said, ‘Go ahead and shoot me, I have nothing to live for.’ ”


My brother and I were stunned. We’d never heard anything like that before.


I was holding the pocketbook, which seemed dull and ordinary, kind of lumpy. More like a knapsack than something my mother would carry.


On television, thieves stole jewels or robbed banks. They sought life-changing riches.


This handbag, on the other hand, seemed utterly mundane. What could be inside it: a pack of cigarettes, some gum, tissues? Maybe a hairbrush or some cheap makeup, a few dollars and some loose change.


A man had just risked his life to take this. For what? Nothing this woman was carrying could possibly be worth getting in trouble for… could it?


I was disappointed the bad guy had gotten away, and puzzled by what he had said.


Go ahead and shoot me, I have nothing to live for. In a way, that made sense, given the low stakes he was willing to play for, lurking outside a little department store and snatching a housewife’s purse. It even sounded like something you might hear in an old gangster movie—Edward G. Robinson or Jimmy Cagney snarling Come and get me, coppers in a final act of rough bravado.


But even my five-year-old mind understood that there was no heroism in this thug’s embittered plea. It was just desperate and grim.


“Why didn’t you run after him?” my brother asked.


“Because you guys were here.”


Back at the store, there seemed to be dozens of police cars.


When my mother came outside and found us, she saw us standing next to a police officer, and according to her, we were both crying. My father was in the back of a police car. It didn’t look good; I can only imagine what kind of scenario went through her mind.


We filled her in soon enough. It was wild. It was interesting. It was dangerous. It was fun. I was thrilled by it all.


And I was deeply impressed by how my father handled it, especially how he was done talking about it by the time we got home, which was maybe a ten-minute drive from the store.


He was nonchalant because chasing after criminals was literally his life, his day job, not a special, once-in-a-lifetime-crazy spectacle. As an NYPD sergeant he had headed an anti-crime unit. He would work undercover, in “plain clothes,” with a team of smart, aggressive cops, looking for crime, especially robberies, and interrupting it.


Later that year, Ray Kelly would be promoted to lieutenant after passing a competitive civil service test, another rung up the management ladder. By this time, he had also completed law school, passed the bar, earned a master’s from New York University, fought in Vietnam as a Marine Corps officer, purchased a house, gotten married, and had two children.


My youth growing up in Nassau County on Long Island in the 1970s and ’80s was normal. The fact that my father was a New York City police officer was unusual among my friends, but it wasn’t exceptional. It was his job—other kids’ dads were contractors or bookkeepers, schoolteachers or grocers, and mine was a police officer.


Where I grew up was a typical kind of suburb, mostly white. American society at that time, and even now, had a certain degree of segregation built into its housing patterns. Some of it is the result of historical factors, but a lot of it is based on personal preference.


Sometimes liberals of my acquaintance will point to a building or neighborhood and remark how few black people live there, as though that means they have been kept out. “What makes you so sure black people want to live there?” I have asked occasionally. Not to sound like a wiseass, but why do white liberals assume that black people necessarily want to live where they live?


That’s kind of typical of the liberal perspective, in my experience. They are so certain of their own perfection, they assume everyone is jealous of them. Having been around the world, first as a Marine and then as a broadcast reporter, I’ve seen enough places and been in enough cultures to understand that most people are happy enough being who they are—they aren’t all itching to become a white liberal who listens to NPR and feeds her cat a vegan diet.


In any case, my father’s work in the NYPD, as a precinct commander and then higher up in the organization, meant that he and my mother would entertain frequently. I remember many barbecues and parties with his work colleagues, and they were all a varied bunch. Black, white, Hispanic, some Asians… many religions. There was no tension or division. Everyone mixed as equals.


There are white people in this country who never really mix with people of other races—sometimes because of geography, sometimes just by circumstance or choice—but that wasn’t my family. I had black friends; my parents had black friends. I remember visiting my father downtown, and a motorcycle officer, a black guy, gave me a ride on his bike. I loved it, and thought that he was the coolest guy in the world.


It’s funny that saying “I have black friends” has become, to sneering liberals, the evidence that someone is “racist.” But the fact is that the type of people who serve in the military, play sports, drive trucks, or otherwise work with their hands tend to interact with people of different races more frequently and consistently than the white liberals who make this obnoxious inference.


During this era, there were so many police funerals. In those days, a lot more cops were shot and killed than they are today. In 1972, there was a famous assassination of two NYPD officers that has faded from memory. Gregory Foster and Rocco Laurie were young guys, black and white, in their early twenties, patrolling the East Village. Today, Avenue B and 11th Street is tony and expensive, with milliondollar apartments and wine bars. But fifty years ago Alphabet City was basically one of the worst neighborhoods in New York.


Foster and Laurie were approached from behind by suspected members of the Black Liberation Army, who shot them dead and stole their guns. The BLA was a radical terrorist group that sought to “take up arms for the liberation and self-determination of black people in the United States.” They were implicated in seventy acts of violence in the early seventies and the murder of thirteen police officers. But who remembers them today?


Gregory Foster was only twenty-two; his murder left behind a widow and two children. His grandson, also named Gregory Foster, today works the Ninth Precinct and wears his grandfather’s badge number. Rocco Laurie was twenty-three. His wife, Adelaide, describes her husband’s murder as a “wound that will never heal.”


The officers’ murders and funeral were a big deal. There’s a famous picture of their widows sitting side by side, grieving, clutching wooden shields commemorating their slain husbands. The picture of two young widows, one black, one white, united in their grief, was splashed all over the papers and expressed a key message: the forces of chaos, disorder, and division may disguise themselves as movements of liberation, but their victims come from all walks of life. The idea of a “thin blue line” that protects society from the depredations of the criminal element has a truth to it, and that also means that law enforcement officers may have different-color skin, but they all bleed blue.


My father moved easily with people of all races. Part of that came from his military experience. He served in Vietnam as an officer in the Marines. When you are in the military, you work with a cross section of America. You have people of different races below you, next to you, and above you. What matters in terms of authority and respect are professionalism and unity of purpose, irrespective of race.


TRULY EQUAL


My parents raised me to treat everyone I meet as my equal. Not that everyone is equally good at sports or math, or equally tall or pretty. But equal in the eyes of God. I think this is the key lesson of America, as stated in the Declaration of Independence. “We hold these truths to be self-evident, that all men are created equal, that they are endowed by their Creator with certain unalienable Rights, that among these are Life, Liberty and the Pursuit of Happiness.”


This is the essential American creed and packs a lifetime’s philosophy into a few dozen words. We are “created equal,” meaning that we are each a God-made individual specimen of our type. That is to say, we are special, as members of a species. We are simultaneously unique and the same. We are entitled to certain rights, because everyone else is, too.


Martin Luther King Jr. offered a perfect restatement of Thomas Jefferson’s immortal language when he said, 187 years later, that he envisioned a world where people are judged “by the content of their character” rather than “by the color of their skin.” To me, this is also “self-evident.” Everyone knows this to be true, and it is the basic teaching of all religions. What we look like from the outside doesn’t matter: all that matters is our character, which is expressed through our words and actions.


Like everyone else in my generation and later, I absorbed this sentiment early on. I was the generation that grew up on Sesame Street and Mister Rogers’ Neighborhood. For my whole life, the principles of racial equality, fairness, and a level playing field were drummed into me from every corner of society. I believed it then, and I believe it now. It makes sense.


I grew up, like most Americans, with a firm sense that everybody deserves to be treated on his own merits and that it’s bad to prejudge anyone based on superficial matters like skin color. “I don’t see color” used to be considered a noble sentiment; now it’s thought to be a cynical mask for preserving inequality. The Left doesn’t want us to be colorblind: they want us to see it all the time and think of nothing else. They want to use skin color as a means of dividing Americans from each other, just as we were divided in the days of legal segregation. But I honestly don’t care what color someone’s skin is, and I think most normal Americans today don’t, either.


MY FATHER’S SON


I am the son of my father, and though I took a career path different from his, I absorbed his core values. After I finished high school, while preparing to enter Fordham University in the Bronx, I signed up for Marine Officer Candidates School. My father and his brothers were all Marines. When I asked my father why he had joined the Marines, he told me, “I wanted to be with the best.” That sounded like a reasonable goal and one that I wanted to follow, too.


My father was a lieutenant in the Marines and served in Vietnam as an artillery forward observer, eventually ending his career as a full colonel. He talks about it, but doesn’t go into detail about combat. I sort of knew, intuitively, not to ask him if he ever killed anybody. The radio host Howard Stern once asked him on the air, not without charm, how many people he had killed. My father kind of laughed it off, which is how men of his generation usually respond to that type of thing.


We would hear stories, of course, and they were crazy, just as war is. War—as I would find out for myself—is random, wild, boring, weird, hilarious, terrifying, surreal. All kinds of stuff happens, and sometimes the only thing you can do is shrug and realize you are caught up in something so much bigger than yourself that there’s no option but to roll with it.


Marine Officer Candidates School required me to attend summer boot camp sessions in Quantico, Virginia, that were excruciating and brutal. My upbringing at home wasn’t especially strict; my father was hardly the Great Santini, if you’re familiar with that book or movie. Arriving at OCS, on the other hand, was a definite culture shock, and adjusting to the rigors of military life was not at all natural, at least for me. I wish I could say that the boot camp experience changed me in a permanent way and made me ultra-disciplined, but once no one’s yelling at you and you don’t need to hop to, you pretty much go back to being your regular self.


My military service started right after the Gulf War ended, and the armed forces were resetting themselves to deal with the “New World Order” following the collapse of the Soviet Union. It’s hard to believe how much the world has changed since then, and the extent to which the position of the United States has declined. It was in the Clinton years that we gave China most-favored-nation trading status, which seen from now was like committing national suicide, because they have taken over our manufacturing base—the source of our broad middle class and our national prosperity—and stolen our technological and military know-how. What a disaster: we basically ceded our global dominance in exchange for keeping prices low on consumer electronics.


My active duty started in October 1991, when I entered training as a second lieutenant. My Full Metal Jacket–style basic training was mostly taken care of during the summers in college, and my entry training, while intense, was more gentlemanly. It was kind of like becoming a junior executive. Learning the trade of arms, weapons training, management training. Learning everything you need to know to lead troops into battle. They had already screened us to determine that we had what it takes to be a Marine; now they were training us to do the job of being an infantry officer, which is how all Marine officers start off. I was with about 150 other second lieutenants, and for six months there was a lot of work with weapons, going into the field, sleeping overnight, simulated battles.


When people think about the Marines, they may think about a band of brothers and team building and camaraderie. There was plenty of that, and there is no question that the average Marine is a cut above his or her civilian counterpart. But people serving in uniform are still just people. I have seen great Marines and I have seen Marines convicted of serious crimes. My time in the military has given me enormous respect for those who serve, but at the same time inoculated me against reflexively assuming that anyone in uniform is above criticism. For example, one thing that sticks out from my junior officer training was a system of peer evaluation. Everybody in the platoon—fifty guys—had to choose the top five guys and the bottom five guys. I assumed that everybody would agree on who the top and bottom people were, but I was fascinated to see that I was wrong. I was shocked to discover that only two or three men out of the entire company were not selected at all: everybody thought that somebody was either really good or really bad.


It was an unpleasant experience. They would read you the comments that other people had made about you, good and bad. It was tough to listen to, but what it really taught me was how subjective everyone’s perspective can be.


My dad maintains a kind of good, simple reverence toward the Marine Corps. He’ll tell you about different lessons he learned about leadership, and says that the Marines taught him how to lead. To this day, he and I can both recite the Marine Corps’ fourteen Leadership Traits—justice, judgment, dependability, integrity, decisiveness, tact, initiative, endurance, bearing, unselfishness, courage, knowledge, loyalty, and enthusiasm—and maybe I don’t give my service enough credit in how it’s shaped me.


One thing I did learn is the importance of keeping your wits about you when all hell is breaking loose. Nothing communicates failure more than when the leader is frazzled. Also—and this sounds silly—but a leader should look like a leader. Keep your hair cut; dress the part. People who are putting their trust in you want to read the signs of self-confidence. Be decisive. Even if you make the wrong decision, that’s better than making no decision. At least you will learn what doesn’t work. These are things that I did learn in the Marine Corps that I have kept with me through today.


When I went back to Iraq as a journalist covering the invasion in 2003, many of these lessons came back to me. It’s easy in a war zone to become an animal and let your beard grow and let your morals slip. But I made sure, even when we were sleeping in our vehicles and eating on the ground, to maintain certain key elements of propriety.


One time, someone gave me a gold-plated Walther PPK pistol that had belonged to Saddam Hussein. I said thanks, and someone else asked what I was going to do with it.


“Well,” I answered, “I’m going to go throw it in the Tigris River.”


“What?!?” he exclaimed. “Why? It’s so cool!”


“Well, I’m not going to go over to the palace and return it, because it’s dangerous,” I explained. “And I’m not going to keep it, because it’s illegal.”


Later it got back to me that word got around that Greg Kelly is a real leader, that I set a good example—at least in war. That, I believe, came from my Marine Corps training.


I had the privilege of becoming a pilot in the Marines. I flew attack planes—the Harrier Jump Jets that you may have seen, which can take off and land vertically, like a helicopter. Being an attack jet pilot in the Marines, on board a ship for months at a time, is an amazingly intense experience. For one thing, of course, flying these intricate machines is a high-pressure, high-adrenaline activity, especially in a combat zone. Being aboard ship with thousands of other people was also a unique, and often unpleasant, experience.


I flew over Iraq when it was technically hostile territory. After the Gulf War in 1991, when we expelled Saddam’s forces from Kuwait, we established a “no-fly zone” over much of Iraq throughout the nineties, as part of our sanctions regime. The United States had destroyed most of the Iraqi economy and its armed forces already. But we would control and patrol the airspace over Iraq. These flights would be recorded as combat missions, even though I was never actually fired upon and the missions became somewhat routine.


My experience deploying to the Middle East as a U.S. Marine probably enhanced my patriotism, but it also made me critical of some aspects of American foreign policy. After the terrorist attacks of September 11, 2001, when the George W. Bush administration began beating the drums for a new war against Iraq on the grounds that Saddam had developed “weapons of mass destruction,” I was immediately suspicious. Having served over there, I knew full well that we had maintained total air superiority over Iraq for more than a decade. Our sanctions against the country meant that not much got in or out without our knowledge and approval. So the odds that Iraq, which could barely feed itself, had built up a sophisticated arms program without our notice seemed pretty unlikely. I don’t want to come off like a foreign policy smart aleck, but I was pretty skeptical about the claims that Iraq had developed WMDs and dismayed that there weren’t more voices in opposition to the war.


Domestic politics have changed a lot since the days of the Cold War. People used to think that conservatives were pro-war and liberals wanted peace. These stereotypes never really held up, of course. All the big wars in the twentieth century were started by Democrats, and it was Republicans like Dwight Eisenhower and Richard Nixon who ended the Korean and Vietnam Wars, respectively. Ronald Reagan built up our military in order to face down the Soviet threat, but he was hardly the warmonger the liberals painted him as.


I never felt comfortable with the political lines along foreign affairs in our country until Donald Trump encouraged us to put America first. I’m no fool—I believe America needs a strong military. But the occupations of Iraq and Afghanistan were a total disaster. We can’t go around the world trying to impose our versions of democratic institutions and civil society on countries with completely different histories and values. It’s insane.


GROWING UP


After leaving the Marines I decided to go into broadcast journalism. I thought about law enforcement, but I wasn’t sure I wanted to follow my father’s career. I wanted to make my own path. I got a job in upstate New York at a regional station in Binghamton and worked hard until I got hired in New York City as a political reporter at NY1.


On 9/11, I was home in my midtown studio apartment when the planes hit. I and a cameraman were sent by the station to Beekman Downtown Hospital, a few blocks east of the World Trade Center, to report on casualties. In what emerged as a grim and gruesome footnote to that tragic day, hospitals across the city prepared for an influx of trauma cases that never came in. For the most part, people either got away from the attack, or they died.


When we saw that there wasn’t much going on at the hospital, I decided to see if we could get over to the WTC site itself. National Guardsmen had blocked off the streets and wouldn’t let us through, but I kept trying until one young soldier looked at my official press pass and waved us through. Press passes in New York City at that time were issued by the police department and stamped “NYPD,” though local cops know very well that reporters’ access to crime scenes is limited.


In any event, we got through and walked down to Church Street, right across from where the towers had stood until just a few hours earlier. It was incredibly eerie. I remember seeing a woman’s high-heeled shoe in the middle of the street. A deserted fire truck covered with ash. Building 7, to the north, was still standing. I called my producer.


“We’re here,” I said.


“Where?”


“Down at the site… at the World Trade Center.”


“That’s impossible!” he insisted.


“I’m telling you, I’m right here in the middle of it… at ground zero.”


I’m not 100 percent certain, but I think that was the first use of the term “ground zero” to describe the site of the biggest act of mass murder on American soil. Shortly after that, the station used it in a graphic, and pretty soon it became the standard term.


The 9/11 attacks were a revelation for everyone, and woke us up from the fantasy that the United States could rule the world from a position of splendid isolation. The world would change dramatically after that.


September 11th was also primary election day in New York City. Rudy Giuliani was term-limited and could not run for reelection. Liberal candidate Mark Green was considered the likely next mayor. He won the Democrat primary when it was finally held two weeks later, and faced Michael Bloomberg, the billionaire financial media magnate. Though Green was considered the favorite, the attack on our nation gave Giuliani the spotlight and he stood up and demonstrated real leadership. My father, like Giuliani, was backing Bloomberg, whom he considered the best man for the job. Bloomberg won and appointed my father as NYPD commissioner. Having first served under Mayor Dinkins in the early nineties, my dad was the first person ever to fill the position of NYPD commissoner twice.


I was hired by Fox News in late 2002, and Roger Ailes asked me if I would be willing to go to Iraq. Having been there before, I said sure, but I didn’t really believe the invasion would happen. I was assigned to Atlanta, but before I could even find an apartment, Fox News management told me they wanted me to go over to Kuwait. Looking back, I was sort of blasé about the whole thing. Other reporters were constantly marveling at the vast military apparatus, and filing stories on MREs (Meals, Ready to Eat, the boxed field rations the Army distributes to soldiers), while to me it was just chow.


I had left the Marines only a few years before, so a lot of the experiences were familiar to me. This caused some friction with the public affairs officers who were assigned to manage the media, because it was harder to wow me with flak jackets and military nomenclature than some of the other reporters who had experienced only civilian life.


I was embedded with the Third Infantry Division, Second Brigade Combat team, which was like the headquarters element of a big tank brigade, with three tank battalions. We had live satellite coverage and were rolling live as we crossed the border into Iraq. Quite frankly, it was a thrilling experience. I was the first television reporter to broadcast live images of our forces reaching the presidential palace in Baghdad. It was heady stuff.


I would return to Iraq several times over the next few years, each time feeling increasingly vindicated that my initial doubts about the reasons for the war had been correct. I was later assigned to cover the White House and the Pentagon, but given my position on the war and who I was ideologically at the time, it was an uneasy fit politically for me within Fox.


Subsequently, I transferred inside Fox to host Good Day New York for almost ten years. Those were good years. I should note that a brush with law enforcement came during that period, in 2012, when a woman I had met went to the police and claimed I had raped her. The NYPD, which was run by my father at the time, recused itself from the investigation and turned the case over to the Manhattan district attorney, whose office maintains the nation’s foremost sex crime investigation unit. The DA examined the case in depth for two weeks and issued a letter stating that the facts did not indicate any violation of the law. The Huffington Post described the letter as a “total exoneration.”


Because of my local fame and who my father was, the case was national headline news. It is no exaggeration to say that the story received considerably more press attention than Tara Reade’s accusation of sexual assault against Joe Biden did a few years later. I was thankful that the system worked, and thoroughly exonerated me, but I got a taste of what it’s like to be in the spotlight of scandal, which is a thoroughly traumatizing experience.


REAL NEWS AND FAKE NEWS


I’ve made my career in broadcast journalism for over twenty years now, and consider myself a serious student of the form. The lying, cowardice, and partisanship of my colleagues in this industry regarding Trump and his policies have never been seen before in American history.


Part of the reason I wanted to write this book is that the lying media—the “fake news”—has put our country in danger. There has always been a “slant” to the news, but Trump’s presidency caused the American Left to go insane and drop everything they pretended to know about fairness and honesty. The explosion in crime across the country goes unremarked upon or excused because to mention it would give ammunition to Trump and his supporters. Everything in American life is now cast in terms of whether it would help or hurt Trump.


I make my living in the news media, but I don’t consider myself part of the beast. Reporters and media figures used to at least pretend to report the news in an unbiased, nonpartisan manner. A careful listener or reader knew there was underlying bias, but journalists at least attempted to keep their personal opinions buried. Neutrality was still the standard by which the game was played.


That’s all gone. The mainstream media is now avowedly far to the Left. They all went along with the Democrat lies about Russiagate and Trump, they pushed the treason narrative, they amplified leftist lies about the police, and they colluded to keep the American people in the dark about essential matters.


Law and order have deteriorated badly in America over the last decade. The American way of life is under ruthless, relentless attack. If we don’t act, and act fast, to roll back the damage, the country we know and love will be gone for good.










CHAPTER ONE Defunding the Police or Defending the Police



THE DEATH OF GEORGE FLOYD at the end of May 2020 provoked a kind of mass hysteria across America. Locked down, quarantined, driven crazy by four years of media madness about Donald Trump and his allegedly racist and authoritarian regime, people in cities across the country saw the infamous video of Minneapolis police officer Derek Chauvin kneeling on the neck of career criminal, aspiring porn star, and drug addict George Floyd, and went into a collective temper tantrum.


America erupted. Protests attracted millions of people who marched with banners declaring that “Black Lives Matter” and demanding—in a unified voice, seemingly out of nowhere—that police departments across the country be “defunded” and disbanded.


City after city burned. Minneapolis and St. Paul were rocked by violent protests that resulted in widespread looting and arson, which caused massive destruction to property. Blocks of businesses were set ablaze. The Minneapolis Police Department’s Third Precinct building was besieged by thousands of protestors and began receiving mortar fire. Thirteen officers, grossly outnumbered, huddled inside and sent text messages to their families in anticipation of being killed. As the protestors breached the station, Mayor Jacob Frey gave the order to evacuate and abandon the building, which was invaded and burned by a gleeful mob.


The scene was repeated across the nation. While the country remained “locked down” because of COVID-19—with schools, gyms, and churches closed for fear of catching a virus that turned out to be dangerous mostly for people over eighty-five—massive protests were exempted from the general prohibition on the grounds that “the public health risks of not protesting to demand an end to systemic racism greatly exceed the harms of the virus,” as one Johns Hopkins epidemiologist said in an utterly preposterous claim.1 Outdoor church services with parishioners seated far apart from each other were broken up by the police,2 but enormous marches and rallies demanding an end to policing were celebrated as a necessary antidote to “structural racism.”


Anarchist protestors in Portland, Oregon, began a three-month series of nightly demonstrations, most of which were declared unlawful riots. “Antifascist” terrorists known as Antifa, dressed all in black, wearing masks, and carrying shields and batons, deployed urban warfare tactics to destroy property, attack cops, and commit arson. Close to two-thirds of all Portland protests were classified as “violent.”3 Efforts were made to burn down the Multnomah County Justice Center and to destroy federal property; protestors used powerful handheld lasers to damage the eyesight of more than one hundred federal officers.


In Seattle, a mob declared the Capitol Hill neighborhood an “Autonomous Zone” and barricaded the streets to prevent police or emergency service vehicles from entering. Neighborhood businesses were looted, residents were terrorized, and two people were murdered before the city managed to resume policing the area after three weeks.


In New York, thousands of protestors blocked streets and attacked police, hundreds of whom were injured. Two lawyers were arrested for bombing a police car; they also distributed Molotov cocktails and planned to attack NYPD headquarters. Urooj Rahman and Colinford Mattis pleaded guilty to federal charges of conspiracy to commit arson; originally facing decades in prison, the Biden Department of Justice is seeking a slap on the wrist of these two would-be terrorists. Businesses across the city boarded up their front windows to prevent looting and destruction. A “protestor” placed a megaphone against a cop’s ear and screamed into it, causing permanent damage to her hearing.


It didn’t end there. Across the nation, thousands of police were injured in the protests, as rioters attacked them with bricks, frozen water bottles, fireworks, and even Molotov cocktails. At least one hundred police vehicles were burned. Aside from the intense weeks of protests following George Floyd’s death, over 60,000 law enforcement officers were assaulted throughout 2020, versus only 4,071 the year before.4 One-third of those cops sustained injuries. And though thousands of violent rioters were arrested, more than half of them had their charges dropped by leftist pro-chaos prosecutors.


Some rioters profited handsomely from their misbehavior. An Austin, Texas, man who was participating in anti-police violence was struck in the head by a beanbag round fired by the police, a nonlethal defensive measure sometimes employed during riots. The city settled a lawsuit, awarding him a whopping $8 million. Furthermore, nineteen Austin police officers were indicted on charges of using “excessive force.” They may lose their jobs and go to jail for defending themselves and their city from the rampages of a violent mob.5



MOB RULE


This urban street chaos wasn’t unprecedented. America had experienced civil unrest driven by anger over policing before. In the 1960s, race riots in major cities resulted in substantial death and damage—in fact, far more than we saw following the George Floyd riots. The 1965 Watts riots in Los Angeles erupted after cops stopped a black drunk driver who resisted arrest: the weeklong riot resulted in thirty-four deaths and significant property damage.
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