







What Others Are Saying...

“What would the Founders do? How many times have we asked that very question? What would the likes of Washington, Jefferson, Madison, Franklin, Hamilton, and the Adams cousins say to our current problems, challenges and crises? Joe Connor—my good friend and a true patriot—along with Mike Duncan, have taken a great stab at unraveling the mystery. In their novel, The New Founders Joe and Mike bring them back to life in modern day America and record their reactions as they address the growth of the federal government, our overly partisan political environment, and massive national debt and our economic malaise.”

—Dick Morris, New York Times Bestselling Author

“Sadly, our own Federal government systematically attacks our God-given natural rights of life, liberty, property and our pursuit of happiness as enumerated by the founders in the Declaration of Independence. Washington, Jefferson, Madison, Franklin, Hamilton and Adams are surely rolling over in their graves. And, if they happened to step into today, it would be most interesting to hear what they’d have to say about the sorry state of our union. Connor and Duncan lay out an interesting (although fictional) thesis for every American to consider”.

—Jerome (Jerry) Corsi, New York Times Bestselling Author

“Connor and Duncans The New Founders answers the question Americans have been asking themselves and each other recently: What would Washington and the Founders do? Joe and Mike’s answer is delivered in a uniquely entertaining, exciting, thoughtful and surprisingly emotional modern day tale. Well-done, guys. What’s next for the new founders?”

—David Bossie, Citizens United

“Connor and Duncan offer an imaginative and intriguing story that will help readers understand that many of the problems and challenges we are experiencing as a nation today were foreseen and addressed by our Founding Fathers over 200 years ago.”

—Joseph Farah, CEO, WorldNetDaily.com

“The New Founders brings the ideas of our Founding Fathers into the context of modern America. This is an exciting, entertaining, thought-provoking tale that will help educate people on what the Founders would do today. Connor and Duncan put together a compelling and educational thought experiment with this book. Great work.”

—Brian Darling, Senior Fellow for Government Studies,

The Heritage Foundation

“The New Founders is a reminder of why the Revolution was fought, and a warning that a second one may become necessary.”

—Tim Sumner, U.S. Army (ret.), 911FamiliesForAmerica.org 
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“Freedom is never more than one generation away from extinction. We didn’t pass it to our children in the bloodstream. It must be fought for, protected, and handed on for them to do the same, or one day we will spend our sunset years telling our children and our children’s children what it was once like in the United States where men were free.”

—President Ronald Reagan

“America will never be destroyed from the outside. If we falter and lose our freedoms, it will be because we destroyed ourselves.”

—President Abraham Lincoln


Foreword

What would the Founders do? How many times have we asked that very question? What would the likes of Washington, Jefferson, Madison, Franklin, Hamilton, and the Adams cousins say to our current problems, challenges and crises? Joe Connor, my good friend and a true patriot, along with Mike Duncan, have taken a great stab at unraveling the mystery. In their novel, The New Founders, Joe and Mike bring them back to life in 2012 and record their reactions as they address the growth of the federal government, our overly partisan political environment, our massive national debt, and our economic malaise. How do Joe and Mike know what they would say were they here? They asked them! Each of these magnificent men left a lengthy written record of their opinions on almost everything. By rummaging around original historical sources—their letters (often to one another), documents, speeches, and writings—they provide the answer to the key question: What would they say?

As he surveys the delicate web of international relations with the U.S. at the center, would Washington stand on his warning against “entangling alliances?” When Jefferson and Madison see what the political party they spawned is advocating, would they remain on board? How would Hamilton—the apostle of a strong central government—react to the modern American nation with its Washington-centric system? And what would the first Secretary of the Treasury say about our staggering debt and the freedom with which we print money, debasing our currency?

No need to wonder. Just check it out. That’s what Connor and Duncan have done, and we all owe them a great debt for doing so.

I got to know Joe when terrorists who killed his father, Frank, in the Fraunces Tavern bombing were granted presidential clemency. Ever since, Joe has been a staunch crusader against terrorism and a stand-up advocate for American values and ideals. But, as an historian, he may have found his true calling. Joe and Mike have not merely written history, they invented a new genre. By bringing these great men back to life and re-writing their own words in the modern context, they have done a real service to our understanding of democracy.

I can only hope that this is the beginning of a type of historical writing which will catch on.

The Founders have so very much to teach us. If we but listen to them.

—Dick Morris (July 2012)


Prologue

George Washington stared blankly into the computer screen, apparently overwhelmed by the information he was still digesting. He pulled himself together and replied.

“I see Mr. Jenson. How horrific that our generation left the next with such an insurmountable problem. We knew the injustice of slavery but could not abolish it in our time without tearing our infant nation apart. We established a time when the trade would end and believed it would result in the eventual demise of slavery itself. I even wrote in my own will that upon my death, slaves under my direction must be set free. Please assure me they were.” Shaken, Mr. Washington turned to Mr. Anders.

“We did. Did we not? We believed slavery would fade away once the trade was removed. How shameful that we failed, but you must understand we were of a just mind.”

For one of a handful of times in his life, Josh Anders was at a loss for words as he stared at the first president. The others remained silent while the father of our country endured a sudden moral crisis right before their eyes.

After a minute of solemn silence, a choked up Washington cleared his throat. “You all spoke of the president during this terrible war who would be assassinated. Please gentlemen, tell me about this extraordinary man.”

Historian Jack Murray moved toward the microphone. The Civil War discussion couldn’t wait. “Abraham Lincoln was the sixteenth president of the United States. He was born to a poor family in the state of Kentucky, became a lawyer and was eventually elected president of the United States in 1860 as the Civil War loomed.”

Mr. Washington peered into the sunken eyes and deep lines of the face on the five-dollar bill in his hand.

Murray reiterated that like the founders, Lincoln had been torn between abolishing slavery and the threat of the country being destroyed by war; ultimately, Lincoln knew that the country could not survive divided.

Murray felt his throat tighten and voice quiver. As he spoke he thought about the horrors of slavery and the thousands of young men who were killed defending and opposing the terrible institution. He looked over at his boy Todd sitting innocently next to his mother and momentarily felt a twinge of resentment that the problem of slavery, like so many today, was “kicked” to another generation to solve....
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Since learning of the Civil War earlier in the day, Mr. Washington had been thinking about Lincoln. He was haunted by Lincoln’s weary and prematurely aged face. What kind of a man was he? Did Mr. Washington and his founding brothers fail? Lincoln was not a founder, but perhaps he was more of a founder than the revolutionaries themselves. Mr. Washington sensed Providence would reveal her intentions at the memorial to this great man.


Chapter 1

Congratulations Mr. Murray, you are our winner! You and your family have won our trip to Philadelphia. Now hold on a minute while Mr. Keaton here confirms your information. This is talk radio WJMD 1220am Charlottesville. You are listening to the TJ show and I am your host, Tim Jenson. It’s time to pay our sponsors but don’t go away; during our last segment, right after the break, we’ll be talking a little bit with Mr. Jack Murray the winner of our What would the Founders do? contest”

As an advertisement for the Great Harvest Bread Company began to play in the background, Tim Jenson slowly backed his swivel chair away from the microphone and getting the thumbs up from his producer Keaton, carefully removed his headphones, placing them on the table just to his right. “So tell me about Mr. Murray.”

Jenson’s young producer, sitting behind the glass in the control room, replied, “Here’s the info. He’s from out in Clover Hill. Says here, he’s a high school American history teacher and teaches some classes over at James Madison University. He’ll be coming with this wife and their teenage son. His information is on your computer screen right now.”

Jenson, leaning back with his hands behind his head, turned toward the screen and did a quick read of the information. He bent his face toward the monitor. “Princeton, huh?” Jenson grinned. “Hope he’s not another stuck up Ivy Leaguer.” Jenson then tore off a couple of his familiar Post-Its, jotted down a few notes about Murray and slid the notes into his left sleeve for review after the show.

“He didn’t sound that way,” Keaton added with a smile. “I spoke to him a couple times already and he seemed like a pretty good guy. You can see from the contest that he has a lot of the same political views you do, maybe with more passion.”

Spinning in his chair to face Keaton, Jenson raised his voice, asking “Quesque c’est? More passionate than moi? You’d better be joking.” Keaton, arm outstretched holding the “on air” switch, spun his other hand and index finger in the air. Jenson looked up as the “on air” light illuminated.

“Hello, we’re back and with us on the line is the winner of our What would the Founders do? contest, Mr. Jack Murray of Clover Hill. Mr. Murray, congratulations. You really know your American history and have an appreciation of this country.”

“Thank you, Tim.” Pacing the kitchen barefoot wearing shorts and a tee shirt Murray excitedly replied, “My wife and son and I are looking forward to meeting you and Skip, taking in the history, having a few cheesesteaks and celebrating our country’s independence. Maybe we’ll even learn a few things.”

“We have quite an agenda planned Mr. Murray. It will be a great trip. You will get a ‘back stage’ tour of the Statehouse, we will visit the Franklin Institute and the Mint, and perhaps if time permits, the haunted Betsy Ross house. If we are lucky,” Jenson joked, “maybe we will even see a ghost or two. I think we have all the details. We’ll see you tomorrow. Stay on the line for my producer.”

With that the show went to its final commercial break of the day.

Now Jenson was even more enthused about the trip. He expected a broadcast from Independence Hall would boost his ratings but he was concerned that the winner, the person with whom he would be forced to spend the weekend and have on air may be a dolt.

Murray didn’t seem that way at all. He was a born Virginian. Jenson could tell by Murray’s accent. He displayed an intelligent, honest demeanor during those few minutes on the phone. He was obviously a knowledgeable patriot, shown in not only his thoughtful ideas on how the Founders would address today’s issues, but also in his knowledge of historical details.

Murray knew for instance that the building commonly referred to as Independence Hall in Philadelphia was actually called the Pennsylvania Statehouse. Perhaps this was a minor detail, but to Tim a very telling one. Tim thought he might even forgive the fact that Murray went to an Ivy League school north of the Mason Dixon line.

But there was something else about Murray that Tim could not put his finger on. Maybe it was the inflection in Murray’s voice that showed respect to him but also had a self-assuring quality. Whatever it was, Murray reminded Tim of someone. But who?

Jenson closed the show. “Just a reminder to the audience, we will be away from our regular schedule for the next couple of weeks. But don’t fret; we will be in Philadelphia for the Independence Day weekend, broadcasting live from the Pennsylvania Statehouse in Philly tomorrow, July 3. We’ll have some guests including our contest winner, Jack Murray, and hopefully the anchor of our little station and hundreds of others, the top dog, Josh Anders…. So we will see you tomorrow from Philly.”

With that, Tim switched off the air. Jenson and Keaton would arrive at the Murray home at 7:00am the following day in a large luxury conversion van for the five-hour drive to Philly. Tim thought the van perhaps a bit tacky, but it would be comfortable, and was a high-end expense for his, at times, chintzy little radio station.

Bottom line for Tim was that this Founders promotion needed to go well. It cost the station some bucks. He had pumped the idea up to management, and it was all his baby. Tim recalled that the idea for the promo came suddenly in the middle of the night. He thought it ironic because he’d always been kind of a dreamer.

Now fifty-two years old, the tall, slender Tim Jenson felt an urge from deep within to tackle a new dream. The contest would allow him to better connect with his listeners and broaden his exposure to a more national audience. He knew that larger than life Josh Anders, the most listened to man in America, would also be broadcasting on the third from Independence Hall. Jenson had sent Anders an invite to appear on his show, but as of yet, had not received a response. He really hoped to meet Anders (not in a confrontational sense) to possibly debate him on the air. His goal down the road was to one day whip the cocky Anders in the ratings. Anders of course was conservative talk show royalty and dominated the ratings even on Tim’s local station. Since his wife died, Tim focused on his career with the goal of one day hosting a national show like Anders.
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After hanging up the phone, Jack Murray smiled. He thought he had really clicked with his favorite talk show host. He laughed to himself recognizing that it was only a quick conversation, but he felt Jenson’s respect for his knowledge and writing style in those brief moments on the phone. Jack deduced that this, combined with the content of the essay, was what won him and his family the trip to Philly.

This trip would be a great experience for the family but Jack knew it was mostly for himself. He had accomplished about all he could teaching high school and although he was well on his way to his goal of a full college professorship, he needed to “get out there” more.

Over the past several months, Jack had grown restless and impatient. His life was missing something but he did not know what. He didn’t even have a clue where to begin looking. For the past few months, Jack Murray laid in bed, eyes wide, staring at the ceiling while the seconds crawled by on the clock on his night stand. Since he learned he had won the contest two days earlier, his anxiety had diminished, but the nights were still long. Murray joked to himself, “I’m going on a trip to a city whose football fans booed Santa Claus.

“If things are that bad that a trip to Philadelphia will cure what ails me, it’s even worse than I thought.”


Chapter 2

Although extremely focused during trading hours, Anthony Hahn tended to be drawn to debate toward the end of the workday. He loved a good argument and would spar with any person on any topic, at any time. It seemed the slightly built red haired young trader needed to continually prove that he was the smartest person in the room, despite no evidence to the contrary.

Possibly, it was because his position in the financial world started from such a humble and inauspicious beginning. But even being the head trader on one of the most prestigious currency trading desks in the world could not quench his desire to demonstrate, yet again, that he was superior. Or at least dislodge the chip on his shoulder that was so firmly set.
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As he walked out of the elevator after another busy trading day, Hahn put his earphones over his head. He plugged the cord into his classic old am radio, and started toward Trinity Place restaurant for a quick drink and bite to eat before heading home. He fit right in with most Wall Street workers his age, in that once on the pavement, they seemed to be literally walking to the beat of their own drummer (or favorite band on their iPods).

Unlike most, Hahn’s idea of winding down was listening to the fiery debate and heated arguments airing on any one of the conservative talk radio shows broadcast in the metropolitan area. But at four o’clock during the week in New York, there was only one show that kept his attention. There was no radio talk show host more thought-provoking than Josh Anders.

Anders was the recognized, undeniable and self-proclaimed King of American conservative talk radio. He was bigger than life with a girth to match his ego. You did not get to be the king for nothing. Well-educated in law and politics, Anders used those tools to begin his burgeoning radio career, starting with a small popular station in Providence, Rhode Island, before being unleashed on the country. He knew the industry; friends and foes, competitors and novices. He kept tabs on them all throughout the country. Anders was a great judge of character and took many of these young talk show hosts under his wing, never refusing his advice and counsel when sought.

He also promoted many of these shows, some of which aired on the same regional station that syndicated his show. One of these shows was based in Charlottesville, Virginia with a host who seemed to echo much of his political beliefs. Tim Jenson’s producer had called the Anders show asking for a few minutes on air while they both broadcasted from Philadelphia over the Fourth of July weekend.

Of course Anders agreed, but now the weekend was upon them and he jotted down Tim Jenson’s name on his calendar, a reminder to google Jenson when he had a moment. As he looked at the calendar, he noticed Jenson’s name was right next to the publisher’s name to which he agreed to give an interview. Anders’ son loved this guy’s magazine and devotedly read it. Anders trusted his son’s judgment so he happily agreed to the meeting. But at the moment, Anders could only think about getting through the next few days. He couldn’t wait to get this weekend over with, so he could head to his retreat in the British Virgin Islands where he could kick back, relax, and vacation anonymously.

Anders scribbled in his calendar, packed it in his briefcase with his iPad and ledger book, closed the briefcase and told his staff that he would see them at the hotel in Philly later that night to go over Friday’s schedule. How is it possible that the number one radio show in the country could be on tape delay in its biggest market, New York? A voice yelled that the show would be live within a month or two, to which Anders nodded. With that, he waved them goodbye and left the studio.
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The main floor of the publisher’s office was unusually quiet that Thursday afternoon. The buzz all week had been around the exclusive interview that the magazine’s owner was able to land. A quiet, nervous energy permeated from cubicle to cubicle. Each desk was occupied by a young man or woman, none of whom looked a day over twenty-five. Some were writing while others were programming. One of the writers, a recent graduate of Villanova University, looked over about ten pages of his handwritten notes one last time before making his way to the boss’s office.

The door was always open and upon entering, the writer noticed that though his boss was leaning in toward his computer monitor, his eyes were locked on the plasma flat screen television on the wall. He was transfixed on a political talk show on the World News Network. The young author shuffled his notes together one last time, fastened a paper clip on them, then dropped his notes on the desk, noting to his boss that everything he requested was in the clip, in chronological order. Brian Faulk looked down at the notes then back up at the young man and thanked him for his effort. The subordinate nodded, and exited Faulk’s office with a look of contentment.

Faulk had planned to change the world when he founded the magazine, Impoverished Review almost two decades before. Now all these years later, the seventy year old entrepreneur had not given up his quest. His magazine was the pulpit he always desired. Faulk hoped landing the exclusive interview with the one and only Josh Anders may be a way of bringing attention to some good men that might team up and fight the good fight. He almost felt guilty by the sheer luck of landing it. Anders’ son was a big fan of the magazine. But while it may have been dumb luck, the good work done by Faulk and his staff resulted in the coveted interview. He smiled with satisfaction at the sight of Anders’ background notes on his desk and began to sift through them in preparation of the next day’s meeting.

But the sound emanating from the television on the wall kept diverting his attention. He couldn’t pull his concentration away from the talk show host, William Fredericks, berating a US Republican Senator from Texas. Faulk recoiled at how over-the-top and personal Fredericks was getting as he directed his wrath at the politician. Faulk had no respect for this bombastic, pompous Brit, who never met a conservative American he did not despise. Faulk looked back at the notes, shaking his head and wondering how an individual could speak like that to another human being and live with himself, let alone sleep at night.
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About sixteen hours later, Fredericks was awake again, alert and facing that horrible red light of his alarm clock. He had begun thinking of it as the red eyes of the devil mocking him as he suffered through yet another tormented night. He kept the stiff upper lip of a British Gentlemen, but how many more nights like this could he handle?

This time his bleary eyes and swimming brain registered 3:10am. It was going to be another bad one. The demons were back. Although he had been warned by his doctor to abstain, he continued to believe incorrectly that the nightly fifth of Beefeater would keep the demons away. Tonight they attacked with particular aggression, demanding Fredericks accuse his “enemies” of treason. These voices demanded the ruin of all opponents. The image of his enemies hanging from trees stuck in his alcohol-soaked brain as he stumbled out of bed heading to the loo for a few sleeping pills.

Fredericks did not understand why these nightmares had grown even more malicious recently. The voices had left him alone for the most part since he quietly began taking Xanax, but now they returned with a vengeance. Thank God they had not again interfered with his “day job.”

Certainly, he had appeased the voices over the last couple of years by using his 8:00pm primetime political TV talk show, Today’s World on the World News Network (WNN) to savage his conservative enemies. He had dutifully taken on every issue and every comer with all the dirt the research department could find and all the fervor a zealot could deliver.

But something else was troubling Fredericks this early July morning. Recently he began to question which side was evil, those against him or those with him. During these fleeting moments of clarity, before the sinister synapses of his brain kicked back in, he actually lamented his admiration for the American people. After all, it was the bravery, ingenuity and generosity of the Yanks that delivered England from the Nazis. He knew in his heart what they could and would achieve if the American people were to be left alone, free of interference and even free of his demagoguery. He was having his doubts about his overall view of the world.

But the numbing effects of the gin began to wear off and he could no longer hold at bay the demons that returned for the night.

Such was Fredericks’ life. He imagined his death. Even Hell would be a welcome respite from these nights. But Hell would have to be put on hold. In a few hours, William Fredericks would once again begin preparation for another show.


Chapter 3

The red Chevy conversion van was in front of the Murray house promptly at 7:00am.

Jack was relieved. Dorothy was not sold on going to Philly during prime beach time so at least the trip was starting out right. The traffic to Virginia Beach or the Outer Banks was going to be murder anyway. The beach was always a zoo on Fourth of July and Jack knew that even Dorothy would concede that fact. She was putting the finishing touches on her makeup as Todd bounded out the front door in his favorite tee shirt, white emblazoned with a large red “USA” across the front, his blue Villanova lacrosse hat, black basketball shorts and red Nike basketball shoes with no socks, untied, and his black knapsack slung over his shoulder. There was no doubt he was excited, the all-American teenager looking forward to his first trip to Philadelphia.

As Todd jumped into the van to check it out, Jack followed. Neither he nor Dorothy, whom he called “Dot,” knew how to dress for all this. And they were too embarrassed to ask. The diminutive contest winner decided on a pair of neatly pressed beige khakis, a white Lands End golf shirt and his trusty brown Sperry boat shoes with no socks. He carried two suitcases, over-packing as usual for what was anticipated to be a two night stay. Not knowing what to expect, he and Dot had packed some clothes for any occasion. Jack secretly hoped Jenson would take a liking to him. They were going to be travel companions for the next couple of days and Jack was anxious to meet some of the political types that Jenson’s producer promised would be there. Hell, he may even get to meet Josh Anders.

Dot looked good in her light blue sun dress, low heels, sparkling blue eyes, and flowing shoulder length auburn hair. She locked up the house, turned and walked toward the van and Jenson. Jenson did a quick double-take as he introduced Skip Keaton and himself to Jack Murray. They then met his son, Todd. Jenson then righted himself, smiled, and reached his hand out to Mrs. Murray.

Keaton, looking at his watch said, “It’s a good ride to Philly and we want to get there in enough time to set up. So I think we need to get moving.”

With that, Keaton jumped in the driver’s seat and started the van. Jenson took his place riding shotgun while the Murray family slid into their seats in the rear passenger area. Jack thought Dot looked impressed so far. Keaton and Jenson seemed like regular guys and the van was new and clean with plenty of room. It had a refrigerator, comfortable seats and Todd’s favorite Xbox games to keep him busy. Everybody settled in as they pulled away from the curb.

Knowing the van’s high tech navigational system would never recognize the area, Murray directed Keaton through the winding country roads toward Interstate 81 north. Todd dropped Call of Duty into the Xbox and began to wipe out a platoon of Russian Special Forces. Dottie put her headphones on, hit shuffle on the iPod, and drifted off blissfully to the sound of Alan Jackson (as only a busy mother granted a few hours of down time could do).

Keaton changed the radio station from his employer’s talk radio, which was broadcasting a juvenile morning show, to classic rock station 106.3 WBOP, and began singing along to The Who’s “Won’t get Fooled Again.” Amused, Murray noted to himself that Jenson just smiled at Keaton’s abrupt behavior. Murray immediately liked the older Jenson and settled in for the long journey with familiar music, relaxed company, and the beautiful Virginia countryside as it passed by the window in a blur.

While baseball season was in full swing with the young, upstart Mets holding a four game lead on the high priced Marlins and Phillies, it was football that always ended up dominating any sports conversation in Murray’s house. Murray was a born Redskin fan. One of his earliest memories was of his father sitting in front of the TV rooting on Billy Kilmer, Charlie Taylor, and the 1972 Skins against Bob Griese (and the undefeated Miami Dolphins in Super Bowl VII). They lost that day, but Murray was hooked on the Skins. Though not a gifted athlete, through playing sports, coaching and attending events, Murray developed a respect for people coming together to achieve a common goal.

Unfortunately for Jack, Todd inherited a love for all things Carolina from his mom, including the University of North Carolina Tar Heels basketball. This was a sore spot for her husband as Dottie and Todd enjoyed the friendly rivalry with Jack. Murray’s one solace was that at least they weren’t Eagle fans. After all, Dot was born in Philly, so it could have happened.

The radio show host and teacher began to jell as the upcoming football training camp became the subject of discussion. Jenson concurred with Murray that the Skins were going nowhere again and they both agreed that Mike Shanahan was a good coach if left alone by the meddling owner. If Dan Snyder sold the team or removed himself from the football operation, they could return to the glory days of Joe Gibbs and George Allen. Within thirty minutes, the wanna-be Redskin general managers had fixed the future of the team and now turned their attention to fixing America’s future.

The next two hours were filled with lively political debate, ranging from the state of the union to which president was each man’s favorite.

“Thomas Jefferson was by far the most accomplished of all the presidents. He wrote the Declaration of Independence, doubled the size of the country in one fell swoop with the Louisiana Purchase and invented products still used today like the dumbwaiter and the swivel chair,” Jenson argued.

While Murray agreed that Jefferson was a great president, he countered that the man who was known as the Father of the Constitution, James Madison, was a greater thinker than Jefferson. Murray argued that Madison was underrated as a president and reminded Jenson of Madison’s most important contribution, the Federalist Papers, which helped define the relationship between the States and the Federal Government.

“Madison made plain that the Rights of Americans are God-given and not subject to the whim of government or politicians,” Murray admonished. While Jenson was not dissuaded from his opinion, he was deeply impressed with the depth of Murray’s understanding and passion. At least both men could agree that no president or founder exceeded the talents and contributions of George Washington.

Dottie knew her Jack was on fire now, speaking of his beloved Constitution. She smiled as she thought, “That Mr. Jenson has no idea what he has gotten himself into,” and quietly drifted off to sleep.

It was now ten in the morning and just in time to tune in to the Josh Anders show. He too would be broadcasting from Independence Hall that morning, so Jenson focused on how Anders would kick off his show. Jenson’s show followed and he did not want to copy anything the master would say out of the gate. But for Jenson, the best was yet to come.

Anders had agreed to appear at the beginning of Jenson’s show today. The host from Charlottesville would be ready. Jenson and Keaton would be set up on “radio row” at the Statehouse before two, at least an hour before his spot with Anders and in time to begin his broadcast after the news update. Anders had only promised ten minutes, but Jenson was looking forward to it, keenly aware that even a few minutes with Josh Anders could potentially open doors for him nationally. It was exactly the kind of opportunity he wanted and hoped for when he originally planned the contest and trip. He liked the fact that he and Anders thought alike, both wanting to be in Philadelphia for the weekend. Jenson smiled as he turned his attention to Anders’ voice roaring over the radio.

Anders opened with a fury, exclaiming that he was disgusted by the few remaining candidates sniping at each other rather than focusing on defeating the current president, who they all agreed was dismantling the fundamental principles of our nation. The attack on each other by way of negative ads, filled with lies and distortions, made him sick. He continued his rant that the candidates were engaging in the kind of class warfare usually confined to the Left, and using labels like “Vulture Capitalist” to describe one another.

As the van approached Philadelphia, Jenson added that it was unbelievable that these supposed capitalists would use terminology like that.

“I despise campaign catchphrases like ‘Compassionate Conservatism.’ If adhered to without intervention, there is no more compassionate, no more equitable a system as capitalism, and it need not be apologized for, nor should it be tinkered with.”

Murray was on the same wavelength, following almost reflexively with a quote from Adam Smith.

“It is not from the benevolence of the butcher, the brewer or the baker that we expect our dinner, but from their regard to their own interest. We address ourselves, not to their humanity but to their self-love.”

Murray could not contain himself.

“Unlike today’s liberals, the founders understood human nature, you know, Smith’s ‘Invisible hand.’ The founders designed the Constitution with this as a guiding principle. Human nature demands pursuit of one’s own interest. The Invisible hand aligns self interest with societal interest through risk and reward, upper mobility, unfettered financial incentives and minimal government intrusion. As Smith said about man, by pursuing his own interest, ‘He frequently promotes that of the society more effectually than when he really intends to promote it. I have never known much good done by those who affected to trade for the public good.’”

It was evident to him that he found in Murray a kindred spirit who understood that the only vultures in capitalism were those in the government who, through taxes and regulation, picked on the bones of once vibrant businesses.

“I knew I liked this guy, he’s my kind of people!” Jenson yelled to Keaton, startling his producer and everybody else in the van.

Dottie, having woken up with about half an hour left in the ride, listened intently to the conversation as they pulled up to a red light in front of Independence Mall in Philadelphia. All heads were swinging back and forth taking in the immediate sights in the foreground and distance. With Independence Hall and the famed Liberty Bell to the left, Dottie happily noted to herself that Jack was really in his element now.

Jack needed this. She had sensed his recent restlessness and knowing her husband as she did, knew that he needed fellow conservatives with whom to discuss his frustrations; people who would listen, unlike many of his students who came to him already jaded by their liberal instructors. His words to them fell on deaf ears more often than not. Even the members of his local Tea Party were falling into the “all talk and no action” trap. Jack needed men of action who could affect a kind of real change that was not just words on a bumper sticker. Maybe Jack had found what he needed. Maybe he had won this contest for a reason other than an all expense paid weekend.


Chapter 4

What we need is a candidate this country can rally behind. I don’t care what his political party is. I want a president that puts the good of the country first and not the good of himself, his wallet or his political cronies!” Josh Anders was in the latter part of his third hour on the air live from Independence Hall. It was the Fourth of July eve and he had spoken to just about every type of person that day. Even a handful of ninety-nine percenters who descended upon the City of Brotherly Love stuck around just to give their two cents to the radio behemoth.

His nerves were getting frayed and he consistently looked at the clock to see if it was time to wrap up. He glanced toward his producer, who signaled that they needed one more commercial break. Anders continued, “Well we have one more break before we wrap up, but stay tuned. We will take a few more calls before we finish with a reading from the nation’s most cherished symbol of liberty and Thomas Jefferson’s most enduring monument, The Declaration of Independence. So stay tuned.”

As the show’s jingle began, Anders leaned back in his chair and motioned to his producer to bring the section of the document to be read on the air. His assistant, Betty, a middle age brunette, pulled a chair next to him.

“We have time for two more calls before you read the passage and we pack up,” said his producer.

Anders gave a quick nod and then turned to his assistant. “What do we have left on the agenda today?”

Betty handed him a folder and reminded him that he agreed to go on Jenson’s show at one o’clock.

“Yeah yeah, I remember, we’re giving him ten minutes right?” Anders asked.

“Yes,” his assistant said. “We explained to his producer that we have a hard stop at ten minutes. When we finish with Mr. Jenson, we go back to the hotel for lunch, then up to the suite.

You can freshen up there and relax for a little bit before we come back here at four for the interview with that gentleman from The Impoverished Review and a private tour of Independence Hall for you and Steve.”

Anders turned behind him where his cousin Steven was sitting and nodded to him.

“Steverino, five o’clock, you good with that?” Steve simply responded with a thumbs up. Anders turned back toward his assistant and with the radio console before him, asked what she had planned for the group for dinner later that evening. “We have arranged for a private room at the Philadelphia Art Museum where the chefs from Vetri, supposedly the best Italian restaurant in Philly, will prepare a great menu for us.”

“Good, that sounds great. I’ll eat light at lunch if that’s the case. How many are we expecting?” inquired Anders.

His assistant was about to speak when Anders’ producer motioned that they were about to go back on the air. Anders began, “Welcome back to the Josh Anders radio show!” Anders looked over to his assistant who put up eight fingers. Anders gave a puzzled look, but then continued “Bob from Raleigh, welcome to the show.”

The caller from Raleigh began his rant by stating that the prior president of the United States did more damage to the economy than all previous presidents combined and that the current president was just trying to clean up his mess.

“Bob, how many times have we gone over this the last three and a half years? You sound like an intelligent fellow, so listen up....”

After explaining the president’s policies of massive debt and tax increases, Anders turned to his producer while still on the air and asked if people were really that ignorant out there. He continued by saying that he knew a lot of smart and rational people from Raleigh but would hazard a guess that this gentleman is not one of them. “Who do we have next?”

“Joe from New Jersey will be our last caller of the day,” the producer whispered in his ear. Anders jumped on it. “Joe, you’re the final caller on this Fourth of July weekend, the pressure’s on so make it a good call.”

The caller gushed that he was excited to speak with Anders on the eve of our country’s 236th birthday and cautioned that the Republican party candidates were in disarray. He wondered if Anders could forecast any candidate differentiating themselves in the two months leading up to the Republican convention.

“Well Joe, as of right now, I cannot lend my support to any of them. Out of the four that remain, not one has distinguished himself among the voters and it seems like each new day brings a new front runner. None of the contenders have been able to gain even an iota of momentum and each state has a different favorite each week, day and hour. Just when you think one of these guys is ready to take the reins, he’s bumped from the horse and has to scramble to get back on. So my opinion is that it’s going to be a horserace right up to and into the convention in September. This should make for a lively get-together in Tampa, wouldn’t you say?”

The caller then quickly added that maybe Anders should run as the Tea Party candidate because he would vote for him.

Anders let out a big laugh. “Well I’m flattered but I don’t know if I’m the running type. To paraphrase Marx, Groucho that is; ‘I wouldn’t want to join any club that would have me as a member.’ Thanks for the call Joe.”

Anders then reached down to the table to get the passage he planned on reading as he finished up his Philadelphia remote show.

“As promised, given we are in Philadelphia broadcasting live from Independence Hall, what is a more fitting tribute to this great edifice before us than to conclude today’s show by reading a passage from the Declaration of Independence. Here, in exalted and unforgettable phrases, Thomas Jefferson expressed the convictions in the minds and hearts of the American people. The political philosophy of the Declaration was not a new idea; its ideals of individual liberty had already been expressed by John Locke and the Continental philosophers.”

Anders began reading the Declaration. “The unanimous Declaration of the thirteen United States of America; When in the course of human events, it becomes necessary for one people to dissolve the political bands which have connected them with another.... “

Anders was halfway through the Declaration when he motioned to his producer. “Do we have enough time?” After his producer notified the audience that only a few minutes remained, Anders pushed onward, skipping the assertions and reciting the last three paragraphs. As he finished, he marveled at what he just shared with his audience. He could not help himself and decided to repeat the passage concerning Divine Providence before concluding how the founders mutually pledged to each other their Lives, Fortunes and sacred Honor.

Anders then turned to the crowd and said, “If that didn’t give you goose bumps, then you might as well pack it in!”

The crowd in the foreground let out applause and started chanting Josh, Josh, Josh. Anders shouted over the din.

“My thanks to the audience and to everybody who made this remote broadcast possible, you did a terrific job. Have a great Fourth of July weekend and I will be back on the air live on Monday July twentieth. The best to you and your family and God bless this great country of ours.”

Anders leaned back again, took his earphones out and spun in his chair to face his producer. The producer leaned in and said that Anders had about three minutes before being introduced on the Jenson show. He pointed Anders down the row of portable radio console tables to where Jenson was gathering papers in front of him.

Anders looked over his shoulder toward Jenson, then turned back and asked his producer what radio station was that again. The producer answered, “1220 WJMD out of Charlottesville. It’s in a college town but it has a strong conservative following. And this guy Jenson is good, really well-read, up on his history. You’ll like him.”

Anders countered, “I read your notes and saw some of his writings, sounds intelligent. Make sure you signal me at nine minutes. I’m getting a little hungry.”

On the other end of the row sat Jenson. He was going over some last second talking points before beginning the show. He was calm and composed, distinctly opposite of his frantic producer Keaton, who seemed to be having a minor nervous breakdown. “He’s right over there, why isn’t he moving yet?” yelled Keaton to the trees above.

The yelling startled Jenson for a moment, then looking toward the other end of the row, looked back at his frenzied colleague and told him to relax. A commercial for a local car dealer was playing in the background as Anders approached the chair next to Jenson.

Jenson stood, extending his hand to Anders. “Mr. Anders, thank you so much for giving us some time this afternoon.” Anders shook Jenson’s hand while sitting down.

“Don’t mention it, the pleasure is all mine. Glad to do it. I’ve heard you’ve developed quite a little following in Virginia.”

“Miniscule compared to you but we’re trying,” Jenson responded. “Hopefully today’s broadcast will keep folks tuned in following you.”

Anders, putting his headset on and lounging in his seat, replied that he was happy to help.

As the introduction song finished, Jenson commenced his show. “Welcome to a special Fourth of July weekend edition of the TJ show. As always, I am your host, Tim Jenson, and we are sitting live outside of Independence Hall in Philadelphia as we celebrate the eve of our nation’s birthday. We have a lot in store for you today as we discuss the historic significance of this great city and the role it played in our independence.

“We will also have a full slate of guests over the next three hours including our contest winner, Jack Murray, who traveled with our team to visit the sights. But our first guest here on the TJ show needs no introduction. He is the host with the largest radio audience in the country and is heard live on WJMD 1220am weekdays from ten to one. It is my privilege to introduce Josh Anders to the show.”

“Thank you, Tim,” Anders boomed.

“You decided to broadcast your show today from Philly as did we,” Jenson continued.

“What inspired you to come to the City of Brotherly Love on this particular day in this specific year? As you mentioned to us prior to coming on the air, this is the first time you’ve done a live remote show for the Fourth of July weekend in all the time you’ve been on the air.”

Anders shuffled in his chair for a brief moment and then took over. “Tim, this country is at a dangerous crossroad. It’s teetering on the brink; a cliff is a better description. And if we do not grab it by the neck right now, we are in jeopardy of losing it forever the way a lot of European and foreign countries have been lost. So we felt it was important to come to this great city and set foot on such hallowed ground with this great monument before us and try to inspire the masses to wake up and rouse their patriotism once again. We had this idea to come to Philly months ago because I was overcome with this feeling that I needed to be here, almost drawn to it. It may sound funny to the audience, but it was almost as if I was obligated to be here on this precise day. Although they didn’t have to build anything, I just came.”

Jenson laughed at Anders’ long-winded response and told him he felt the same way.

Anders reiterated his feeling and began reading a passage from the Declaration aloud.

“That whenever any Form of Government becomes destructive of these ends, it is the Right of the People to alter or abolish it, and to institute new Government. Ain’t that the truth, wouldn’t you say?”

Jenson stunned Anders by completing the passage from memory.

“Laying its foundation on such principles and organizing its powers in such form, as to them shall seem most likely to affect their Safety and Happiness. Prudence, indeed, will dictate that Governments long established should not be changed for light and transient causes.”

Anders sat silent, staring speechlessly at Jenson as an awkward quiet ensued.

Jenson apologized for interrupting but explained that he was caught up in the moment and felt it was important to finish that specific thought verbatim.

Anders stood, beamed a big grin and haughtily boomed, “Precisely! Mr. Jenson, I am quite impressed at your knowledge of this great document.”

Jenson, looking satisfied but a bit embarrassed, said, “As most of my audience already knows, I am a self-proclaimed expert on the Declaration of Independence.”

Anders, waving to the growing audience, confessed that he was no expert on the Declaration and asked Jenson if he could recite the names of the signers from Virginia.

Jenson rattled off in no time flat, “George Wythe, Richard Henry Lee, Benjamin Harrison, Thomas Nelson, Carter Braxton, Francis Lightfoot Lee, and Thomas Jefferson.”

Anders turned to folks on the other side of the console table, clapped his hands and led a rhythmic applause that built to a stadium like roar.

“C’mon folks, let’s give it up for this great patriot’s impressive display. So Tim, to you, what is the most meaningful passage in the Declaration?”

Without hesitation, Jenson stood as if addressing the Virginia statehouse.

“Well, the most quoted part of it, and for good reason, is the strongest political text ever written, in my opinion, and that is, ‘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.’

“My contest winning guest sitting to my right, Jack Murray, may disagree, saying that the preamble to the Constitution is the most powerful of all. And he may have a point.”

Anders repeated his question noting that Jenson gave him the most quoted words, not the words he found most meaningful.

“Josh,” Jenson said. “The words I find most consequential come from the conclusion, which states, ‘And for the support of this Declaration, with firm reliance on the protection of Divine Providence, we mutually pledge to each other our Lives, our Fortunes and our sacred Honor.’”

Jenson went on to explain that this was great foresight, how these special men knew they were doing something historic and realized the impact these words would have on generations to come. They knew full well that failure would mean facing the hangman’s noose. They would live together in freedom or die together in honor.

Jenson, without realizing it, closed his eyes and spoke. “Finally, they understood that it was Divine Providence that brought them together, that by mutually pledging their lives, fortunes and honor, that the success of the group hinged on the success of the individuals. That was the only way they could declare their independence and survive as a new country.”

Keaton gently tapped Jenson on his shoulder to break the spell, letting him know that they needed a commercial break. Jenson sat back down and leaned into the microphone.

“Mr. Anders, thanks again for spending a few minutes with our radio audience. Let’s do it again if you make it down to Charlottesville.”

Anders glanced toward his producer, then to his watch.

“Boy, ten minutes certainly goes by fast when you’re having fun. Let’s have our people talk so we can get you on my show sometime soon.” Jenson smiled a big smile.

“It’s a plan! We’ll be right back.”

Keaton quickly motioned to the group that they were in commercial. The gathered crowd broke into applause again. Anders, taking off his earphones, turned to Jenson and said, “Tim, what are you doing later on this evening. We have a dinner set up over at the art museum and we would love to have you. What do you say?”

Jenson looked toward his producer and Murray, and then back to Anders. He then replied that he would love to attend as long as it was okay to bring his guests along.

Anders smiled, “Bring them along. The more the merrier. I think we’re on for seven-thirty, is that correct Betty?”

Betty shot him a stern glance as she nodded her head in disgust. She thought to herself that he had done it again.

Anders looked back at Jenson. “Listen,” he said. “Go talk to my assistant Betty here. She’s a darling and will give you all the details. Just give her the exact number of people because we’re arranging an Italian feast. See you later.”

As Anders and his cousin turned and walked through the autograph seekers, Keaton put his hand on Jenson’s shoulder. “Mission accomplished, the guy loves you. National syndication, here we come!”


Chapter 5

The red light was on but this was a good light. It was again time for William Fredericks to shine again.

“Good evening all you colonists out there. My name is William Fredericks and like all Englishmen based here in our former outpost, this weekend is my least favorite time of the year. Tomorrow all you descendants of émigrés will be sweltering in the hot sunlight, grilling up your wieners, hamburgers and beans and drinking down that disgusting yellow colored concoction you refer to as the king of beers. Budweiser, a beverage that Americans worship and drink by the gallons. And what Brits call a specimen can. Calling it a lager is an insult to lagers.”

Fredericks let go a hearty laugh.

“Well, I’ve digressed. What is on tap for today? During The World Today we will be focusing on the pathetic yet dangerous race for the Republican Presidential nomination and the future honor of being swept away by another historic Democratic Presidential victory.”

William sat back in his chair.

“We will listen to some inane clips from the Josh Anders show, which aired earlier today among many of his flag-waving, single digit IQ lapdogs making their yearly pilgrimage to Independence Hall in Philadelphia. It’s getting bad out there for you red staters when even the water boy for your party, big Josh, and his monosyllabic callers are frustrated by the lack of quality in the GOP field and are calling for an uprising against society.

The manic host stood and began his trademark of pacing the studio as he spoke.

“I find it most amusing that these Conservatives, so-called Tea Partiers who quote their revered founders so often that they must wear powdered wigs to bed, have posters of Betsy Ross in a bikini on their walls and believe they are direct descendants of the sterile George Washington himself, cannot find a single soul even remotely suitable to become president.”

Fredericks extended his hands out and continued.

“Am I right? You would think these over paid, trust fund leaching onepercenters could at least pool their considerable wealth and purchase a candidate. Or perhaps have mummy and daddy buy one for them. It’s quite sad, really. My heart aches for them.”

He began by sharing a few clips from that day’s Josh Anders show. He described Anders whining on and on about the horrible group that continued to spew hate onto the public and mainstream media. Disgusted by the patriotic passage, William played the first clip. He dripped of sarcasm and contempt as he mocked the conservative broadcast.

[image: image]

“Boo hoo, yes it is so sad, please bring me a box of Kleenex! My tears are flowing. First of all, Americans have been weaned on the medium of television for half a century. So what does old Anders expect, that sweet old grandma is going to change her routine after fifty years? To grandma, the voice coming out of the idiot box at six-thirty might as well be Walter Cronkite. She wouldn’t know the difference. You can just see the scientists in the Pavlovian Institute in Moscow high-fiving each other as they listen to American television and talk radio.”

[image: image]

Fredericks glanced up and asked for the next sound bite, which was an Anders’ quote about needing a candidate who would excite the electorate and put country ahead of political party.

Fredericks, a big grin across his face, self-servingly interpreted the words for his audience.

“Even Anders is starting to see the light of social justice. It’s about time. Jolly Josh is calling for a candidate who is inclusive, one that believes in fairness and social justice. Finally we can move away from those stale old dark ideas and into the light of progressivism. Even Josh Anders agrees! Somebody, get on the phone and give Hell a call to see if the ice skating rink is open.”

He then asked his producer for the audio reading of the Declaration of Independence.

“I want you to hear for yourselves how pathetically reactionary and incendiary the party of Dumbo really is.”

Anders reciting of the Declaration on the Tim Jenson show was the next excerpt. Fredericks ignored the fact that the audio originated from the Jenson show and forged on with his commentary.

“Who does this guy, Timmy Jetson, think he is, Thomas Jefferson? ‘Governments long established should not be changed for light and transient causes?’ He sounds like a dumb waiter if you ask me. They are quoting from a document over a hundred years old and finishing each other’s sentences. How adorable. Two grown men slobbering to each other over an outdated piece of trivia like a duet in a bad country song. It seems so utterly precious until you listen closer and understand what they’re really saying.”

He accused the conservative movement of being dangerous subversives; racists openly calling for ‘the citizens of the USA to take matters into their own hands.’

He shouted, “Mass anarchy! What they are really doing is calling for a violent overthrow of our president. Those founding fathers that these sheep quote over and over in their sleep used to refer to this type of aggressive action as treason, punishable by, a drum roll please... death!”

The host worked himself into a lather as he walked behind his desk and sat down once again.

“And I can tell you right now my dear audience these men who are quoting a document written by nothing more than racist slave owners hate our president because of the color of his skin. This is a fact. Anders and his ilk are bigoted dinosaurs and have no place in our modern society.”

Flinging the notes off his desk, he alerted the viewers that he would be back in a moment.

His young engineer was immediately in his ear.

“Great segment boss. You really stuck it to them.”

Fredericks winced and doubled over in pain. Even with his ongoing stomach issues, the blustery television personality managed a smile and a maniacal laugh.

“I did, didn’t I? We have so much more to do with those tea-bagger types. We never have to do research to prepare for the show. We can just play daily audio clips and comments and we would have enough ammunition for three years worth of shows. As a matter of fact, I would love to get Anders or that other fellow, Tiny Tim, on the show. It would be great for ratings but I won’t even bother asking. We know they would not accept. But you know what, ask anyway. Call their producer or agent or anybody that could give us a no answer. We can then use that with our allies in the press corps. Now be gone and do something I am actually paying you to do, whatever that is.”

Fredericks still had over a minute until the show came back on. He sat silently in his chair as his earphone rang with praise from the WNN general manager. He had hit Anders right in the mouth this time. Who cared if he misrepresented what Anders and his colleague had said earlier? Fredericks was cunning enough to know that if repeated enough, the American people would start to believe that Anders and the Tea Party movement were actually heading left.

Fredericks did not doubt this for a second, convincing himself on a nightly basis that his rhetoric was reality and these citizens were pure putty in his hands. He felt they were so beneath him that he could mold them any way he wished. The recent ratings attested to that fact.

Just keep pouring it on, he thought. The current Administration would love the results, and in return, would most likely promise more access to the president and his advisors. On top of that, WNN would be their first stop for headline-grabbing leaks.

Clearly Anders had not called for a progressive candidate. Quite the opposite as the message he exuded was for a more conservative candidate to emerge. At this point, with all the turmoil brewing within the Republican ranks, William couldn’t shake the notion that, while this group of GOP pretenders did not pose any kind of threat to the president, the real candidate had yet to show his face. Maybe he was lurking in the shadows, waiting to unveil himself at some time and place that remained to be seen. Sure it was late in the primary cycle process, but from where could a credible candidate like that emerge?

“He better show up soon, for the sake of the future of the Republican Party,” Fredericks snickered to himself as he prepared his next television segment. “And maybe for the sake of the country.”
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