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Introduction

			January 6, 2021: Washington, DC

			By the morning of January 6, I had already decided how I was going to vote on the House floor later that day. I had made up my mind. I wasn’t one of those people on the fence. I was going to object to the certification of the Electoral College votes.

			The Constitution says that the state legislatures for each state will determine the conduct of the election. That’s it. The state legislatures. And in my judgment, that is not what happened in the 2020 election.

			You had everyone from governors and secretaries of state down to county clerks, judges, and other election officials who had decided weeks before the November 3 election that they were going to change election laws in their states. In my mind, this was specifically done so that they could justify unsolicited mail-in ballots, knowing that they could harvest ballots from that point forward and manipulate the vote to win the election—which is exactly what happened.

			When I went to sleep on election night, President Trump was winning handily. He was up big in states like Florida and Texas, as well as other traditionally blue states that President Trump had won four years earlier: Michigan, Wisconsin, and Pennsylvania. So when I went to bed that night, it was obvious to me that he was going to win the election.

			Then, in the wee hours of the night, the ballots started coming in from everywhere. Truckloads of them were delivered in certain Democrat-controlled cities, and they were counted with little to no oversight. Suddenly, the vote started changing, and Biden started taking the lead in some of these places. From that point forward, I felt confident that there was some level of fraud involved that needed to immediately be investigated. As the weeks and months have passed, it is even more obvious to me that that was the case.

			I was hoping the fraud would be uncovered and the final vote tallies would be corrected, but it pretty quickly became obvious that it wasn’t going to happen that way. Once the liberal press called the election for Biden, there was no way they were going back. They were no longer interested in the truth, and they wanted the American people to simply drink their Kool-Aid and move on.

			Even some Republicans who had always publicly supported the president started to waiver. These were the Republicans who liked the way things were before Trump arrived at the White House. They thrived in the swamp, and they liked the way the swamp operated because they understood it.

			Then Mr. Trump came to Washington and turned everything upside down.

			Old power players from both the Left and the Right came together after the 2020 election, and it was obvious that they were covering up and undermining any efforts to investigate what really happened.

			On January 6, I knew there weren’t going to be enough votes to overturn the election. The Democrats had a majority in both the House and the Senate, and there were plenty of Republicans who had already made their mind up to certify the vote. None of that mattered to me, however. I still had an obligation to let my constituents know that even if the vote was not overturned, their voices would be heard through me, their representative in the people’s house. I would do the right thing and let the rest of America know that those in the Thirteenth Congressional District of Texas were NOT okay with this. This was not acceptable and will never happen again. In addition, I felt it was my constitutional duty to oppose if I thought the votes weren’t legitimate and were unconstitutional, and I did.

			Some people in my district thought the election would be overturned, but I had to be realistic. I was one of those people who, every time I had a conversation with my constituents, said, “Look, we can pray for a miracle. Maybe something that we don’t know about will come out between now and the sixth, and it will change the math. But right now, the math in the House and the Senate says this election is not going to be overturned. That being said, it’s still important to have our voices heard and to be engaged in the process.”

			Based on principle, it was vital to make sure the rest of the country knew that in Texas, we felt like we were disenfranchised by the fraud that we believe took place in the election. For me, this wasn’t about overturning the election to give it back to President Trump, although I would have been very pleased with that outcome. But when it came time to vote, I thought it was the right thing to do because I believed the Constitution had been violated by the states in question, and it was my duty as a representative in Congress to say so.

			To their credit, Republican leadership in the House did not tell anybody how to vote on this issue. They had gotten the Republican Conference together for a meeting the day before the vote, and it was very productive. Members got up, representing both sides of the issue, making arguments for why we should or shouldn’t certify the vote. Both sides made passionate arguments, but I felt like there was only one legitimate constitutional way forward. I felt like the right answer was to contest the certification of the electoral vote from the states in question.

			I thought leaders McCarthy and Scalise did a great job not strong-arming anybody to vote a certain way. They understood that this was one of the most significant votes that any of us would ever make. Both of them said that they’d been in Congress for many years, and this was the most consequential vote they’d ever personally been confronted with. This carried the significance of something like voting to declare war. Everyone needed to approach this with the utmost seriousness.

			They said, “Vote with your conscience. Vote for your district. Everybody’s going to do what they feel like they’ve got to do, but we’re not going to attack each other, and we’re going to respect each other’s votes.”

			I walked out of that meeting thinking: If another member of my party, even a colleague from Texas, decides to vote in a different manner than I do, I’m not going to criticize them. I’m going to try to respect the fact that they voted the way they did, and I am going to assume they voted their conscience and the way their constituents expected them to. That’s what I was doing, and I would expect that from them regarding my vote.

			***

			On the morning of January 6, the president was supposed to speak at a rally on the Ellipse near the White House. I had several constituents that were close friends of mine who were planning to be there, so I thought I would go down there and say hi and see what was going on. I also figured I would see a lot of friends from the White House Military Office, Secret Service, and President Trump’s staff who I had worked closely with over the past few years. He was scheduled to speak at eleven in the morning, but he was running late. A member of my staff and I went down there, but it took much longer to get there than I anticipated due to all the closed streets. We got there just before eleven o’clock. In the crowd that morning were thousands of people wearing Trump hats, carrying American flags and Trump flags, and all kinds of other patriotic and Trump paraphernalia. It was an incredibly peaceful and festive atmosphere. Everybody was in a great mood. People had their kids with them and were soaking up the atmosphere and the nice weather.

			Unfortunately, I couldn’t stay long. I figured as soon as the president started speaking, I would have to sneak away. But he was running late, and I couldn’t find the constituents I was looking for anyway. I ended up leaving the Ellipse around 11:15 a.m. or so because I knew it would take us at least thirty minutes to get back to the floor of the House, where I needed to be by noon. I recorded a quick social media video telling people in my district, “Hey, we’re out here…a lot of great Trump supporters are out here. We’re supporting our president and our Constitution, and now I’m heading back to the floor for the vote today on the certification of the Electoral College results.” That was it. I saw absolutely nothing that was the least bit concerning or worrisome.

			We headed to Capitol Hill, and I took a seat in the back of the House Chamber. The Senate came in, and the joint session began. Both the House and the Senate started going through the states in alphabetical order. When we got to Arizona, both the House and the Senate made a motion to contest the legitimacy of the electoral vote for that state. So, at that point, the Senate broke away to go back to their chamber, and members of the House stayed on the floor of the House. Following the rules, the Senate and the House would debate among themselves in their own chambers for the next two hours and then get back together at the end. After this, both the Senate and House would take a final vote on whether we would certify Arizona. Unfortunately, I already knew that even after the debate period, we would not have the required votes to prevent Arizona’s electoral votes from being certified. I was hoping for a miracle. But at this point, it seemed strictly procedural. As I have said before, I still believed it was necessary and important. I knew how I was voting!

			In the House, we started debating. Somebody from the Republican side stood up and spoke, and then somebody from the Democrat side got up and answered. This went back and forth for about an hour. Initially, Nancy Pelosi was standing at the podium, presiding over it all.

			Suddenly, out of nowhere, the Capitol police entered the chamber, and they did so in a very disruptive way. They came in making a lot of noise and started shutting all the doors. Boom, boom, boom! All the doors shut, and you could hear the locking of the doors. Click, click, click, click!

			The police stayed in the chamber, weapons drawn. One of them went up on the podium, got Pelosi’s attention, and Pelosi quickly left, and somebody else came in to replace her. The representative speaking at the time asked the Speaker to restore order to the floor of the House, not fully understanding what was happening.

			Pat Fallon, one of my colleagues, was sitting next to me and said, “I wonder if there’s a bomb threat?” There had already been a couple of bomb threats in the House office buildings earlier in the day, and my staff had already been evacuated from the Cannon office building and then readmitted, so it was a natural first thought.

			But I knew it wasn’t a bomb threat because the police wouldn’t have locked us in the chamber on the floor of the house and posted themselves inside with weapons. I had spent fourteen years at the White House working with the Secret Service and other protective details, and it was clear to me that someone was inside the Capitol who shouldn’t be there. Unfortunately, my first impression turned out to be right.

			Right about that time, I heard a boom, boom, boom, boom, BOOM! It sounded like it was far away, but not really that far away. I knew what it was because I’d heard it many times during my military service. It was tear gas being deployed. You could also hear lots of yelling in the distance. You couldn’t tell what was being said, but it sounded threatening.

			At that time, the House leadership at the podium told everyone to “remain calm, but please get your gas masks out. There are people in the Capitol that are not supposed to be here. We may have to evacuate, and we may have to go through the area where tear gas has been deployed.”

			It was then that I knew they were losing control of what was going on. I mean, if they were deploying tear gas inside the Capitol, it was obvious they had lost control.

			Everybody has escape hoods (they’re not really gas masks) underneath their seats in the chamber, and most members didn’t even know they were there. I’d seen the “masks” when I’d first gotten to the House Chamber days before and was just looking around. Thanks to all the time I had spent in the White House, I’d already had extensive training with these particular “masks.” So I got mine out and opened it up quickly.

			I didn’t immediately pull my mask out of its box, as this would have started the electric blower inside. When they come on, they generate filtered, clean air for you to breathe. So, I left mine unwrapped but in the box and ready to go.

			At that point, I noticed several members near me didn’t know how to use the hoods. So, I went around and started showing other members how to open their masks and properly pull them over their heads. Then suddenly, we heard banging. Bang, bang, bang! They were beating on the back door of the House Chamber. This is the door opposite the speaker’s area and the Speaker’s Lobby. It is the door closest to the entrance of Statuary Hall. That’s when I thought, They are actually here, and they are on the other side of the door, and they are coming in! That’s when it got real. That’s when I started to smell the tear gas from the other side of the door. There was lots of banging and yelling, and it was getting louder every second. At this point, we had no idea who was on the other side of the door. Based on what was going on, I didn’t really care. All I knew was they were about to break the door down. We had been in the middle of the debate when all this started. And things were so crazy and happening so fast, I never even thought to use my phone to look online and get a perspective from the outside of the chamber.

			By now, I was running on pure adrenaline, trying to problem-solve and focus on what to do next. Everyone on the floor started to run to the other side of the chamber near the Speaker’s Lobby. Most started going into the Speaker’s Lobby. I had been sitting in the back with my new colleagues from Texas right near the door that was about to be breached when this whole thing started. We all realized right away that the Capitol police officers there were about to be badly outnumbered when that door burst open. There were initially only about three officers there in front of the door with their weapons drawn. At that point, I, along with fellow Texas House members Pat Fallon, Troy Nehls, Tony Gonzales, and Markwayne Mullin from Oklahoma, a member I hadn’t really met yet, decided we weren’t going anywhere. None of us were going to leave these guys here to deal with this by themselves.

			The door began shaking violently to the point where it started to buckle. It was obvious that the mob was ramming something into the door, or they were throwing the weight of their bodies into it. It looked like it was about to burst open any second.

			That was when Pat, Troy, Tony, Markwayne, and I looked for objects to block the door. We started grabbing furniture. We got some big heavy pieces four or five feet long and dragged them in front of the door.

			The two or three Capitol police officers had handguns, but that was it. We didn’t have anything. We decided we better be able to help these Capitol police officers when that mob comes through the door.

			There was nothing readily available to use as a weapon, so we started breaking the legs off furniture. There were a couple of hand sanitizer stations that had long wooden posts on them, so we broke those off their bases to make clubs.

			Pat Fallon looked over at me and Tony Gonzales and said, “Hey, take your tie off so they can’t choke you with it.”

			I had forgotten I was wearing a tie, but I quickly said, “That’s a good thought. I’m taking that dang thing off.… I don’t want to get choked with my own tie.” I took it off, threw it aside, and we lined up behind the police officers with our wooden clubs.

			I’ve had people ask me, “Well, why didn’t you guys just run and get out of there?” Well, it really was that primal fight-or-flight sensation that kicked in. I’ve been in situations like this before, having served twenty-five years on active duty in the United States Navy. I’ve been in harm’s way and know firsthand what it feels like to be in a combat zone. Needless to say, I did not think this is what it would be like to serve in Congress. Nevertheless, here we were in this unique and unprecedented situation. If you looked around, there was nowhere to go. I mean, we were locked inside the House Chamber and appeared to be surrounded, so flight was not an option. At that point, it was pretty obvious “fight” was the only option left. So we were fighting!

			The reality is we didn’t really have anywhere to go at that point. The Capitol police had made the determination that it was safer to keep the roughly two hundred members locked inside the chamber rather than try to evacuate us through unsecured routes and risk running into the mob. Good decision at the time!

			Our thoughts were, Hey, it looks like they’re coming in any minute. When that door bursts open, we’re going to fight like hell and do everything we can to convince them to turn around and not come any farther, and if that doesn’t work, we are going to fight our way out of here. We will defend ourselves!

			(As a side note, I don’t recall any Democrats standing with us. Not even one. Republican members of Congress were the only ones who were ready to fight.)

			Once we got the furniture lined up, I found myself standing beside the glass window of the chamber door with a makeshift wooden stick in my hand for protection. I bent down to knock a piece of wood off the end of the club I had made, and as I looked up, I heard a pop, and projectiles immediately came through the glass.

			Now, to this day, I’m almost certain somebody fired shots through that window. (Markwayne Mullin was there with me, and he didn’t think there were shots fired; he thought they were using a glass punch to bust the glass.) The Capitol police have also indicated that no shots were fired to their knowledge. What I saw was a blast of glass dust coming from the window and the simultaneous popping sound of what I thought was gunfire. Regardless, I was not the only one who thought that. Two or three of the officers simultaneously yelled, “SHOTS FIRED!” And everybody got down.

			That was when the Capitol police decided that it was safer to get us out of there and move us through a potentially unsecured evacuation route versus keeping us in the chamber. They opened the outer door to the Speaker’s Lobby, and everyone started moving out. At that point, I started moving to the other side of the chamber and into the Speaker’s Lobby.

			In the Speaker’s Lobby, there are two doors: one on the right and one on the left, separated by thirty or forty feet. The rioters were about to break through the door on the left, where we later learned a young lady, Ashli Babbitt, was shot. We took the door to the right and quickly moved down a flight of stairs to a safe location. We got out of there just in the nick of time.

			As soon as we got to a secure location, I picked my phone up and called every member of my family. My mom and dad were at home in Texas. My wife was at our home in Silver Spring. My daughter was at work in the DC area. My oldest son was in California on active duty. And my youngest son was attending school in Maryland.

			I knew they were watching the TV and were terrified by what they were seeing. They asked, “Where are you? Are you okay?” I told them that I was fine and in a safe location but couldn’t tell them much more than that, as it would be ridiculous to discuss specific locations. The main reason we were in a secure and safe location was because it was undisclosed. (Unfortunately, some members of Congress and staff members were speaking to reporters and telling them exactly where we were.)

			***

			On January 6, violent people on both the Far Right and the Far Left traveled to the Capitol to cause as much chaos and trouble as possible. Anyone who planned and instigated this needs to be identified and held accountable for their actions.

			The people who attacked Capitol police officers need to be held accountable. You simply just don’t do that to the great men and women of our law enforcement. Likewise, the people who destroyed property also need to be held accountable. The people who broke into the offices of Nancy Pelosi and Kevin McCarthy need to be held accountable.

			However, the government’s response should be justified and reasonable. You can’t take these people and destroy their lives, families, and livelihoods simply because they are deemed “Trump supporters.” This is exactly what the Left is trying to do. We can’t do that. It must be a measured response based on the actions of each individual, and anyone accused of a crime must be afforded due process and fair treatment through the normal judicial system. This is not what is happening with many of those who have been accused and arrested. This is a fundamental right as an American citizen, and our government under the Biden administration has denied this in many cases. This is shameful, illegal, and un-American—and this cannot stand!

			There were also thousands of patriotic Americans who were exercising their First Amendment right to speak out, support President Trump, and question the results of the election. These people did nothing wrong, and they should not be blamed or grouped in with anyone who broke the law that day at the Capitol.

			Let me also be clear: I don’t blame President Trump at all for the events on January 6.

			President Trump specifically said during his speech that day, “I know that everyone here will soon be marching over to the Capitol building to peacefully and patriotically make your voices heard.” He repeatedly referenced the crowd’s plan to walk down Pennsylvania Avenue and let members of Congress hear their voices and show their support for Republicans who were about to cast votes on the validity of the electoral college results. He never once suggested they do anything else. The Left likes to reference the fact that Trump used the word “fight” in his speech. Specifically, when he said, “We fight like hell. And if you don’t fight like hell, you’re not going to have a country anymore.” He said this while talking about future election security and his administration’s ongoing efforts to find out what really happened in some of the states in question. It had nothing to do with the events of the day. The fact that they are fixated on the word “fight” is ridiculous. Every politician, including myself, uses the word “fight.” Fight for your Second Amendment, fight for your First Amendment, fight for pro-life legislation. The Left uses it just as much as the Right does. They took that one word and said, “He incited a riot!” The president did no such thing.

			Try as they might, the Left cannot hang this around President Trump’s neck in any shape, form, or fashion. The protestors who forced their way into the Capitol crossed the line in a big way. You don’t go to the Capitol and threaten the lives of members of Congress.

			If you want to protest, you protest peacefully. I’m disgusted with the actions that transpired that day, and I am disgusted with the Left’s constant attempt to use it for political gain.

			I’m also secure in my belief that President Trump didn’t have a damn thing to do with it!





1.

			“I’ve traveled all over the world, but I don’t think there is any place better than Texas.”

			—Red Adair

			Believe it or not, I can trace the Jackson family all the way back to the year 992. Sounds crazy, but it’s not. Most of that time, my family lived in England, where they kept meticulous birth, marriage, and death records, so it wasn’t as hard as I thought it would be.

			I discovered they were originally Norman from the Normandy region of France, and they came over with William the Conqueror in the Battle of Hastings in 1066. They settled there and stayed in England until about 1630.

			Eventually, they made their Atlantic crossing and ended up in the soon-to-be United States of America. They migrated from the northeast part of the country, where they landed, and eventually ended up in Mississippi. That is where my grandfather was born and raised. He moved to Texas when he was a young man with the hopes of becoming a cowboy, but he ended up being a carpenter and a schoolteacher instead. He was the first Jackson to call Texas home.

			I arrived on the scene on May 4, 1967. I was born in Lubbock, Texas, but lived in Levelland, a tiny little town in Hockley County, mostly comprised of rural cotton farmers and folks who work in the oil and gas industry. Levelland was, and still is, your typical small, tight-knit West Texas community, filled with God-fearing, hardworking, patriotic Americans who always take care of each other.

			I come from a long line of tough, gritty blue-collar workers. My father, Waymon, is an electrician, and my mother, Norma, is a homemaker. My dad can literally do anything: he can do electrical work, he is a master plumber, he is a pretty good mechanic, and he can build or fix practically anything you can think of. He owned an electrical business with his twin brother Raymon. The two of them were affectionately referred to by everyone in town as “the Jackson brothers” or “the Jackson twins.”

			My dad would leave for work at eight in the morning and not come home until one or two the following morning. He and my mother worked hard to give me, my little brother Gary, and my little sister Stacy everything we needed. I definitely grew up in an environment with a strong emphasis on work ethic, where you were expected to work for anything you needed. If I wanted more than the essentials, I had to earn it with the sweat of my labor. I spent a lot of time working with my dad on the weekends and after school. By the time I was fourteen, I had a full-time job of my own. When I say full-time, I mean thirty to sixty hours a week, every single week. Both my parents are responsible for instilling this solid work ethic in me, which is a big part of why I’m where I am today.

			My career started at the movie theater, running the concession area, where I would do everything, including count the money and take it to the bank. At thirteen years old, I was managing a large part of the operation. By the time I was fourteen, I was working at the United Supermarket, stocking, sacking, checking, and doing anything that needed to be done. I never complained and never said no to any job.

			Since work and football practice started at the same time after school, I had to decide early on what my priorities were. I couldn’t do both. It was a rather easy decision on my end since I never was that great at sports. When I was really young, I played baseball, football, soccer, basketball—all that kind of stuff. I could run fast and had a lot of cardiovascular endurance, but I didn’t have great coordination or any natural athletic ability. Thankfully, I didn’t come from a family of athletes, and there was never any pressure for me to become an athlete. The pressure in my family was to get a job and work hard. That really was what my family was all about: working hard.

			So I decided it was more important for me to have a car, clothes, and other necessary things I wanted than to play football, and as a result, I went to work full-time after school. I would clock in to work at four in the afternoon and clock out at ten thirty or eleven every night, then get up to go to school the next day. I’d do that every day, Monday through Friday. Then on the weekends, I would work ten-to-twelve-hour shifts on Saturday and after church on Sunday.

			At fourteen years old, I even got my hardship driver’s license. I spoke with a judge and got a note stating that I needed it to get to work. I paid for my car too. My dad took me to an auto auction in Lubbock, and I bought a Pontiac Grand LeMans. I think I paid four thousand dollars for it, but I didn’t have all the money. So I put a thousand dollars down, and then my dad took me to the bank and got a loan for the rest in my name. I was fifteen years old and already had car and insurance payments.

			While in school, I was always a bit of a class clown. I got in a lot of trouble when I was growing up. For most of my youth, I was considered the black sheep in my deeply conservative family. My folks and most of my relatives didn’t drink, smoke, dance.… I mean, it was very, very conservative, and that’s the environment I was raised in. I was always getting into my fair share of trouble, and my dad was always out looking for me, trying to figure out where I was, what I was doing, and why I didn’t come home when I was supposed to. It didn’t help that I worked and had my own money. I know I caused a lot of problems for my mom and dad growing up, but I’m glad I was able to make amends for that and eventually turn things around.

			My dad didn’t want me to fight and encouraged me not to do so. However, he didn’t want me getting picked on either. And he wanted me to defend myself when I needed to. He thought I should learn that there are better ways to solve things. Unfortunately, I did get in quite a few fights growing up. Fighting in school back then was much less dangerous than today in most public schools. The worst that could happen is you get beat up a little and sent to the principal’s office. The principal would make you shake hands and then give you a choice between taking three licks with the paddle or calling your parents and potentially being suspended for a couple of days.

			I got beat to death with that paddle because I never wanted my parents to find out about anything. I knew the punishment I would get at home would be much worse. I had a principal, Mr. Goodnight, and a couple of coaches who were so big and strong, I remember my feet coming off the ground when I got paddled. I would go home at night, and the next day, my butt cheeks would be black and blue, but it was still better than explaining it to my dad.

			Although I got into quite a few scuffles in school, I had lots of terrific friends throughout grade school, junior high, and high school. Typical of most small towns, everyone knew everyone’s business.

			College wasn’t a given for me. I only started thinking about going to college because all my friends were going. Most of my friends either went to Texas Tech or away to another school, and I couldn’t afford either. So, I decided to enroll at South Plains College, the junior college in my hometown. I also started working in the oil field at that time in order to pay for it all. My dad didn’t want to discourage me from going to school, but he still thought it was ultimately a waste of money and time. He asked me at one point when I was going to give up on college. He said, “Get out in the oil field full time; start making some money. You could be gaining seniority right now. You could be a foreman in a few years.”
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