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Forward

What if?

What if radical Muslims took over the United States?
How could they do it and what would it look like? What would we do?
How would Christians survive?

Those intriguing questions are answered in “Surviving
Islamerica,” written by Guy Humphries. This prophetic novel uses
the stories of fictitious characters in the same way the “Left
Behind” series does to present the very real scenario of an Islam
takeover of America and the effect on a family in Arkansas.

Live with family as you read this book and see how
their emotions and daily lives are entirely disrupted by the Muslim
Brotherhood. How do they have food when all commerce has been taken
over by America’s new leaders? Will they survive?

Dr. Warren Watkins

Note: Watkins is a 35-year Southern Baptist pastor
who left a 10-year journalism career in 2011 to return to full time
ministry. Contact him at DrWWatkins@juno.com.
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This e-book is licensed for your personal enjoyment
only. This e-book may not be sold or given away to other people. If
you would like to share this book with another person, please
purchase another copy for each person you are sharing it with. If
you are reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not
purchased for your use only, then you should return to
Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting
the hard work of this author. Guy Humphries

 


DISCLAIMER: Surviving Islamerica is a work of fiction
from my imagination. Any similarity or likeness to any events,
locations, institutions, themes, persons living or deceased,
characters or plot are purely coincidental and entirely fictional.
Guy Humphries, Author
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Mini-preface - Jerry is captured, tortured and
beheaded by the ruling Muslim Brotherhood in America because he
would NOT renounce Jesus.

 



CHAPTER 1 - JERRY DIES A MARTYR

 


“Jerry is dead! Let’s go kill his murderers. I hate
them for beheading my son. I despise isolation. I hate God for
permitting his martyrdom just because he was a child of God who
refused to renounce Jesus,” Jerry’s mother shrieked.

Gloom, rage and fear shrouded the Jones family
compound after the radio broadcast of Jerry’s beheading for the
crime of being an infidel, a truly-born-again child of God like
Jesus clearly defined in John 3.

After exiting the hobo freight car and hiding in the
weeds, Jerry was captured while attempting to join his family at
PawPaw’s farm. In solitary confinement, Jerry refused to pledge
allegiance to the Brotherhood to whom Congress had surrendered.
Renouncing Jesus and snitching on his family would set him free if
only he would accept the all-controlling computer chip and submit
to virtual slavery. He refused.

Deprived of sleep, Jerry’s fatigue produced
incoherency. Mental harassment intensified as his interrogators
threatened death. After spinning the chamber, they offered one more
chance while placing the cocked revolver to his head. The firing
pin struck the only empty chamber. He fainted.

Jerry had carelessly retained his billfold with
identifying papers. They searched his home in Memphis. His family
had disappeared without a trace but his home had Bibles and Jesus
artifacts throughout.

Jerry’s torture was intensified but he would not
break. After notifying the media, they blindfolded Jerry and took
him to a public square. The whole world would see what happened to
“Christians” who refused to convert. His execution was to panic
other “infidels” into converting.

With sound and video recorders rolling, they gave
Jerry a final opportunity to renounce Jesus. As he refused, he
quoted Jesus who had prayed from the cross, “Father, forgive them
for they know not what they do.” He began quoting Psalm 23, “The
Lord is my shepherd, I shall not want…” That so infuriated the imam
that he grabbed the sword from the executioner and decapitated
Jerry just as he finished the psalm as Jerry repeated, “surely
goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life, and I
will dwell in the house of the Lord forever.”

Jerry’s horrified family was comforted by as he
steadfastly re-confirmed that he was a truly born again child of
God.

In Chapter 18, Jerry tells how he attained such
faith.

“Conditions in America are ripening for this ‘fable’
to materialize into reality.” Guy Humphries author

 




 


2 - PREFACE

 


SURVIVING ISLAMERICA by Guy Humphries

 


“Surviving Islamerica” is a novel overflowing with
suspense and primitive survival techniques. The looming reality of
this scenario will shake readers into preparing their families for
long term survival by getting ready for a 1940’s economy.

 


This is HOW the children-of-God of the Jones clan
survived in an America controlled by Ikhwan, the militant Muslim
Brotherhood, Islamerica

 


Obituary: The Republic of America

 


Born July 4, 1776. Died March 11, 2015

 


Madly rushing toward its demise while mocking God’s
rules against murdering un-born children, legalizing homosexual
“marriage,” glorifying alcohol & drugs, abusing the sanctity of
marriage, exalting sex, greed & materialism, etc, etc, the
United States of America collected its just reward from God, the
termination of democracy and freedom.

 


After a prolonged worldwide recession/depression
(according to WHERE you were), the devastating tsunami created by
the 9.2 earthquake 100 miles west of Seattle, the detonation by
Iran and North Korea of a nuclear device in the stratosphere that
created an EMP (Electromagnetic Pulse) that wiped out every
electronic device in northern Alaska and the detonation of the
first “dirty bomb” that devastated Wichita, Kansas, crippled
America was ripe for a takeover by the radical Muslim Brotherhood.
Detonation of a “dirty bomb” on Wall Street panicked the city, the
country and especially the leadership of America into
capitulation.

 


As a truly born-again-child-of-God like Jesus clearly
defined in John 3, would you renounce Him to live under Sharia law
or would you struggle to survive until you are caught and martyred?
No matter how difficult and terrifying, the Jones family chose to
go into isolation and survive as long as possible.

 


Individual members of each branch of the Jones family
recount their personal history, salvation experience, memories and
the emotional impact of isolation.

 


Rural Arkansas had “progressed” almost as much as
Memphis, the hometown of the Jones’ offspring. That “progress”
included luxuries that were un-dreamed-of during the Great
Depression just eight decades earlier. This novel is about HOW to
survive in a rural 1940’s economy.

 


Choosing NOT to renounce Jesus by surrendering to the
radical Brotherhood, the Memphis contingent barely eludes
capture.

 


After their escape from Memphis to the Jones’
secluded farm in the Ozark foothills, traumatizing reality emerged.
WHEN will the radical Brotherhood discover and behead these
“infidels?” How long? How long? What shall they eat? How will
primitive conditions impact relationships? WHO will be the first to
“crack” and convert?

 


 


Mini-Preface - Family members assess PawPaw John
Jones’ ranting about his fear of approaching jihad by
terriorists

 



CHAPTER 3 - FAMILY ESTRANGED BY PAWPAW
JONES’ PROPHESIES

 


I PROPHESIED AMERICA’S DOOM by John Jones, Sr.

 


In 2011, John Jones Sr. wrote the following:

 


“After 9/11 and the ongoing multiple suicide bombings
all over the world, the following scenario must be expected:

 


Since access to radioactive caesium-137, the material
for small radiation “dirty bombs,” terrorists could plant one in a
small town then notify our government to surrender or they will
decimate it. When our leaders refuse, terrorists could detonate it
resulting the death and serious illness of all of its
population.

 


The terrorists’ next step could be to plant a higher
yielding one in the financial district of New York. Its detonation
would cripple America and the world financially plus cause vast
human devastation. When they notify our leaders that a bomb will be
detonated in Washington, will they surrender? I think so.

 


If not, terrorists could bomb Washington and other
cities until our leaders capitulate. A distinct possibility that is
too horrible to contemplate but must be acknowledged as real.”

 


Jones yearned to be wrong.

 


Dirty bomb (THE U.S. Nuclear Regulation Commission
“(NRC)
http://www.nrc.gov/reading-rm/doc-collections/fact-sheets/dirty-bombs.html
says that caesium-137 (a radioactive isotope) could make a “dirty”
bomb.”

 


137 is easily obtained since it is used daily to
treat blood disorders in over 1,300 hospitals in America plus
thousands more world wide.

 


From a 2007 article on a BBC website, “The technology
of a dirty bomb is relatively simple in principle. The key
components are conventional plastic explosives and radioactive
material. There are many complexities in the actual process of
making a functional dirty bomb.”

 


On February 4, 2008, the Arkansas Democrat-Gazette
featured a Washington Post article about the failure of present
equipment to locate, in the financial district of New York, a
“black sport utility vehicle containing the components for a
homemade radiological “dirty” bomb”. That test, “followed a secret
concerted search for radioactive materials in Manhattan by hundreds
of local, state and federal officers before the city’s New Years
Eve celebration. America spends “$11 Billion$ on missile defense
but only $40 Million” on detection of radioactive “dirty”
bombs.”

 


My research revealed the following complacent
opinion:

 


“A dirty bomb is one type of a radiological dispersal
device (RDD) that combines a conventional explosive, such as
dynamite, with radioactive material. The terms dirty bomb and RDD
are often used interchangeably in the media. Unless the radioactive
material is expanded, most RDDs would not release enough radiation
to kill people or cause severe illness - the conventional explosive
itself would be more harmful to individuals than the radioactive
material. However, depending on the scenario, an RDD explosion
could create fear and panic, contaminate property, and require
potentially costly cleanup. Making prompt, accurate information
available to the public could prevent the panic sought by
terrorists.”

 


Testifying before Congress in March 2011about, ‘Big
Bang for the Buck’ Richard Meserve, chairman of the Nuclear
Regulatory Commission, said the health consequences from the use of
a dirty bomb would be minimal and said the greater concern is a
"psycho-social one." He added, "The terrorist's greatest weapon is
fear." Also, John Pike, director of the Global Security
Organization, said, "The effects are not instantaneous. You have
long-term potential health hazards and you also have longer-term
psychological social and political impacts that can go on weeks,
months, maybe years.

 


I yearn to be wrong but fear that this will happen to
America. John Jones Sr.

 


 


FAMILY MEMBERS REACT TO PAWPAW JONES PREDICTIONS:

 


I FEAR FOR MY LIFE by wife Janis Jones

 


John’s obsession with America’s march toward oblivion
borders upon insanity. I am beginning to fear for my life when I
confront him. He explodes into a tirade about the blindness of his
family and the American people. Could his preposterous prophesies
emanate from a demented mind warped by researching Islam on the
internet where anyone can post erroneous and inflammatory
information without fear of identity?

 


John becomes enraged when I suggest that he “cool
it.” He rants that I have gone over to satan’s side especially
since I watch my favorite soap opera every day.

 


Yearning to see my family, I finally consent to
accompany John on an unannounced visit even though he refused to
refrain from prophesying doom.

 


DEPRESSED BY PROPHESIES OF DOOM by John Jones Jr.

 


Out of respect for my father, I skeptically listen to
his predictions. More and more, he has become passionate in his
dread of Islam. Although I have little interest in them, he seeks
to indoctrinate me to his beliefs about world affairs.

 


I humor him by listening while trying to change the
subject to the activities of my family. Occasionally, I am
successful but only for a moment, then he returns to his bizarre
forecasts.

 


I conferred with mother and Wilma about how to
convince Daddy to see a psychiatrist. That proposal caused him to
blow his top.

 


FRIGHTENED BY Paw-in-Law by Angela Smith Jones

 


I live in constant dread that my in-laws will pay us
a visit.

 


Invariably, my father-in-law creates an uproar with
his prophesies that America is ripe to be conquered by Ikhwan, the
Muslim Brotherhood in America.

 


During my lifetime, our country has progressed
rapidly toward tolerance of people who are different from PawPaw.
Apparently, that has warped his mind to such a degree that he
frightens my children and me while John Jr. attempts to humor him
without agreeing with him.

 


Gratefully, their visits have become less frequent.
We arrange to have something planned when they propose a visit.
Since they reside near my parents, we spend much less time with my
family.

 


AGREE WITH DADDY by Wilma Jones Wells

 


I listen intently when Daddy prophesies that our
leaders will capitulate to threats and financial pressure from ECC,
OPEC, Russia, Japan and China.

 


Vastly expanded borrowing from those same entities
minimized the greed driven financial disaster of 2008-2010. Greed
not only by stockbrokers, but also by a multitude of private
“investors,” whose speculation on stocks and real estate, was the
root cause. I agree with Daddy that the “fix” is temporary since it
has resulted in unbridled inflation. Now, in 2014, gasoline is
already selling for $8. The cost of food has doubled. Rampant
inflation is the natural result of enormous borrowings to “spend
our way out of Depression” and to prop up the financial industry
worldwide.

 


Although my husband is skeptical, to placate me, he
has agreed to stock freeze-dried food sufficient to sustain us for
a short time.

 


I pray that Daddy is wrong. I KNOW that he is not
insane.

 


JOHN IS INSANE by sin-in-law Jim Wells Sr.

 


What I dreaded most has happened. PawPaw John burst
in on our unprepared family. Our children, Jerry, Jimmy and Penny
quickly disappeared.

 


I respectfully listened to PawPaw rant about the
demise of America until I lost control. I lost my desire to retain
a relationship with that nut since he constantly harps on how
America had rapidly slithered down the slippery slope of immoral,
anti-God activity. At first, I told him “the world has changed.” He
retorted that the world has changed but God’s rules that govern the
human race have NOT. He preaches that abortion is the key example
of America turning its back upon God’s rules against murder. I
reasoned that a woman had a “right of choice” about her own body.
He exploded in rage against “murdering inconvenient babies”
generated by epidemic promiscuity.

 


Changing the subject, I argue that our most recent
President had done a marvelous job of extricating us from near
Depression through radical economic measures that returned America
to prosperity. John contends that creating the enormous expansion
of debt completed the cycle of vulnerability the oil-rich Arabs and
the democracy hating Chinese communists sought to give them the
economic power to cause total collapse by refusing to invest their
trade surplus dollars in America’s bonded debt.

 


After listening as long as I could, I went ballistic.
I vehemently urged Mr. Jones to get psychiatric care while labeling
him a schitzo to his face. I could not continue tolerating his
prophesies.

 


PAWPAW A NUTCASE by Jerry Wilson

 


PawPaw is becoming mentally deranged by his study of
the Bible and world events. Often, I wonder if listening to
end-times preachers fume about the life styles of young people,
especially gays, is the source of his predictions about America
being taken over by some Islamic organization that he calls the
Muslim Brotherhood.

 


Does not everyone, including gays, have a God-given
right to choose how they will live? They constantly remind us that
the Bible says, “Judge not, lest ye be judged.”

 


PawPaw retorts that he is not condemning the sinner
just their sinS. He stresses that Jesus loves them so much that he
came to earth for the sole purpose of dying to saving every
sinner.

 


AGREEMENT WITH PAWPAW’S PROPHESIES by Jimmy
Wilson

 


I respect PawPaw’s efforts in studying the times and
drawing a conclusion that America is disintegrating internally much
like the Roman Empire deteriorated into disaster. World history
classes generate much debate among my friends over ideas that we
could never share with our parents for fear that they would
conclude that we are becoming radicals.

 


TROUBLED BY PROPHESIES by Granddaughter Penelope
Wilson

 


Why can’t PawPaw be like the kindly grandpa that we
spent those long summer vacations with enjoying the wonderful
activities that he and MawMaw planned? I am so terrified of him
that I refuse to sleep in his home. MawMaw tries to minimize his
ranting but he disturbs me.

 


Yesterday, I woke up at 2 A M screaming that Jerry
had been beheaded since PawPaw told us that radical jihadists often
did that to infidels to intimidate the population. Dawn arrived
before I returned to fitful sleep. I prayed that they would go home
before I woke up.

 


DISASTER COULD HAPPEN by grandson Alan Jones

 


My studies of economics at the university confirm
some of PawPaw’s prophesies as distinct possibilities. A case in
point is control of global currency by governments in China, Japan,
Russia, OPEC and ECC. The dollar has lost its economic respect.

 


Economists are espousing a multitude of theories
about how a global currency will impact America’s future. Their
inability to agree reminds me of President Harry Truman’s 1947
statement that he wanted to appoint a one-armed economist to the
Chairmanship of the Federal Reserve Bank who would be physically
prevented from postulating an economic theory followed by saying,
“But, on the other hand.”

 


PawPaw is fond of telling about one hundred Los
Angeles economists being knocked off their feet by an earthquake.
They all pointed a different direction.

 


My study of economics appears futile since textbook
rules are no longer valid although just a few years old.

 


PAWPAW BEGGED TO SUSPEND PROPHESYING by Granddaughter
Pamela Jones

 


I beg PawPaw to cease his ranting about the demise of
America at the hands of the Muslim Brotherhood. That agitates him
even more.

 


He accused me of being blind to the “real” world and
the deterioration of every principle that built America. My only
purpose is to return peace to the family like we enjoyed before he
got on this “kick.” I do not think that he is crazy but his
obsession has caused other family members to question his sanity. I
pray for him and America every day.

 


AM I CRAZY??? By John Jones Sr.

 


After years of peaceful marriage to Janis, my wife-my
life, she is threatening to leave me. She fears that I am mentally
ill since I spend a great deal of time researching the regress of
America into a greed driven, non-Christian nation.

 


I am disturbed, distressed and angry but I am not
mentally ill. I am disturbed by the accelerated decline in
adherence to God’s rules that govern human relationships, rules
that He inspired to be written in His Word, the Bible. Satan’s
world system attacks everything biblical, such as the Ten
Commandments, as being theology, a system of belief. God’s Word
does set forth rules of conduct but they only apply to those who
have already trusted Jesus and received His love gift of salvation,
to become a truly-born-again-child-of-God that Jesus clearly
described in John 3.

 


God’s Word instructs every person about how to get
along with others. Humans must have rules to live by else anarchy
results. When humans choose to violate God’s rules, they undertake
to change or ignore them. Most human relationship laws of our
country are derived from those Biblical rules.

 


God’s Word clearly prophesies the rapid increase of
lawlessness as time winds down. True worship has rapidly declined
as some “preachers” declare the Bible a myth. “Feels right”
situation ethics reign. Supreme court decisions legalize wholesale
murder of un-born, “inconvenient,” babies. “Entertainment” majors
on titillation of animal instincts. Adultery, divorce and murder
are so commonplace as to be considered “normal” by many people.

 


Although they are rules for living more than
theology, after over two hundred years, the Supreme Court ordered
the Ten Commandments that are carved in stone in its own chambers,
to be covered. An epidemic of “Fun” drug and alcohol use is
considered “normal” with little anxiety over the undeniable
consequences. The list of violations of God’s rules explodes
daily.

 


A huge prison population provides a fertile base for
recruiting inmates into Islam. I fear that America is following
other country’s rapid acceptance of Islam’s Sharia law.

 


After the near-Depression of 2008-2013, America’s
economy has partially recovered. U. S. debt explosion accelerated
inflation until it is out of control. Across the board, prices are
skyrocketing. For example, the rare buyer that can afford a new
mid-sized auto must pay over $80,000 for a 2014 model. Since the
value of a dollar had disintegrated, at the behest of China,
Russia, OPEC and the European Common Market, most holders of U. S.
bonded debt demand that a global currency be created.

 


Declaring that my whole purpose is to create
animosity, Janis refuses to visit our children and GRANDchildren in
Memphis. They avoid visiting us.

 


Although they spasmodically attend church, they are
caught up in worldly pursuits while ignoring the dark clouds on the
horizon. When I inform them that America, as they know it, is
doomed, they become agitated, promptly changing the subject or
leaving my presence. Discord mushrooms each time I broach the
subject. Nevertheless, I am quietly planning for the survival of
our whole family.



 


Mini-Preface - America’s leaders were dispirited by
the collapse of capitalism resulting in a debt of
$15,000,000,000,000 (15 trillion$) and the ascension of socialism .
The government took ownership control of the world’s leading banks
and manufacturers.

 


The Chinese, Japanese and OPEC refused to fund our
debt. The result? Rampant inflation as the Federal Reserve Bank
“created” new money.

 


After the Muslim Brotherhood patiently executed
decades long “cultural jihad,” Amerislam embraced a new order,”
Sharia law.

 



CHAPTER 4 - PRELUDE TO CAPITULATION -HOW
DID IT HAPPEN?

 


Following decades of rapid growth, Muslim populations
in most non-Islamic countries, rapidly expanded through legal and
illegal migration and conversion. Many worked at low-paying jobs
and lived in ghettos, a situation that enhanced recruiting
prisoners, poor native youths and migrants. Since
anti-discrimination laws were rigidly enforced, millions migrated
to America and were assimilated into the workforce at all levels.
That migration of radical Islamists accelerated subsequent to the
following Presidential Order:

 


Memorandum for the Secretary of State By the
authority vested in me by the Constitution and the laws of the
United States, including section 2(c)(1) of the Migration and
Refugee Assistance Act of 1962 (the ``Act''), as amended (22 U.S.C.
2601), I hereby determine, pursuant to section 2(c)(1) of the Act,
that it is important to the national interest to furnish assistance
under the Act in an amount not to exceed $20.3 million from the
United States Emergency Refugee and Migration Assistance Fund for
the purpose of meeting unexpected and urgent refugee and migration
needs, including by contributions to international, governmental,
and nongovernmental organizations and payment of administrative
expenses of Bureau of Population, Refugees, and Migration of the
Department of State, related to humanitarian needs of Palestinian
refugees and conflict victims in Gaza.

 


You are authorized and directed to publish this
memorandum in the Federal Register.

 


(Presidential Sig.)

THE WHITE HOUSE, Washington, January 27, 2009 [FR
Doc. E9-2488 Filed 2-3-09; 8:45 am] Billing code 4710-10-P

 


The character of the American recruit was exactly
what Ikhwan, better known as the Muslim Brotherhood in America,
desired in a radical jihadist. They were easily indoctrinated
especially in the teaching that martyrdom during jihad resulted in
going to the most glorious and rewarding part of heaven in the
company of multiple virgins.

 


Radical liberal native-born citizens were a fertile
source of recruits since they had already typecast all leadership
of government, business and churches as their enemies, infidels. As
defined by the Koran, infidels are everyone in the world who is not
a practicing Muslim. "Muhammad is God's apostle. Those who follow
him are ruthless to the unbelievers but merciful to one another."
(Surah 48:29)

 


By the spring of 2015, the Muslim population in the
European Common Market and the U. S. had expanded to over three
hundred million. Many were second and third generation citizens who
enjoyed free schools and universities. Yet, with immeasurable
benefits of a free society, nearly all advocated a holy war to gain
power over the “infidels.”

 


America’s freedom of religion laws nurtured a rapid
increase in the number of mosques through extensive financial
support from oil rich Wahhabia Saudi Arabia who bank-rolled 9/l1.
By 2008 over 2,300 mosques existed as training sites for
extremists. By 2015, the number had grown to an estimated 6,000.
Actual numbers were not available since political correctness
forbade the census to collect of religious information.

 


Over many years, a majority of Federal and State
prisons had installed Muslim chaplains whose primary goal was
recruiting jihadists. The radicals strived to recruit new members
from the ranks of disenfranchised Americans such as convicted
criminals, poor on welfare and/or illegal immigrants who were
“bought” with financial aid. They all resented America. Promising
recruits were sent to Mecca for training as Imams (mosque leaders).
Many returned to America to recruit, direct political intrigue,
lead worship and prepare for holy war, jihad. Some returned to
perpetrate suicide attacks upon key American landmarks much like
9/11.

 


Implementation of the Muslim Brotherhood’s long-term
plan prepared multitudes of activists for participation in
management, business ownership, hotel/motel ownership, the practice
of medicine and law, and employment by government entities at all
levels. Radical jihadists were being groomed to control the
world.

 


Many of the Imams were radical jihadists who were
planted in America at the direction of Ikhwan with the express
purpose of preparing immigrants and recruits to assume all
government and business leadership when America capitulated. Ultra
liberal professors and leaders of universities such as Harvard had
been “bought” by large Saudi “contributions.” That money motivated
them to expand indoctrination of liberal thinking students into a
compliant junior management who could quickly assumed
leadership.

 


In 2008, crude oil first exceeded $150 per barrel
pushing gasoline over $4 for the first time. Having proved their
economic power to the world, OPEC recognized that they were
“killing the goose which laid the golden egg,” quickly ratcheted
the price back to less than $100.

 


On currency markets, the U.S. dollar began to weaken
when traded against the EURO. That prompted a relentless withdrawal
of investments in American debt funded by petrodollars and Chinese
balance of trade dollars. Those investments were essential to
finance America’s sky rocketing deficits. Deficits, enhanced by the
wars in Iraq and Afghanistan, ballooned subsequent to the
“bail-out” of stock brokerages owned by bank holding companies that
failed after the real-estate price “bubble” burst. Further deficit
expansion resulted from futile attempts at stimulating the
economy.

 


Financial markets around the world were decimated
when investments in prime and sub-prime mortgage-backed bonds
collapsed. That bust initiated a domino effect, which resulted in
panic selling of stocks and investments much to delight of
short-sales speculators. Exotic investment instruments that had
been created by criminal investment brokers who were misnamed
“banks,” became virtually worthless. A fifty percent meltdown in
stock market prices prompted government investment of more than a
$5 Trillion in a “rescue-stimulus” program which included direct
government majority ownership in failing businesses. Many
“to-big-to-fail” financial institutions and manufacturers were
nationalized resulting in healthy companies being relegated to
second class status.

 


Federal Deposit Insurance Corp. (FDIC) closed
numerous depository banks resulting in decimation of its
“Insurance” reserves. Healthy banks were assessed exorbitant fees
in an effort to replenish the reserves. The vast majority of sound
banks suffered from the “fall-out.” Except for deposit insurance
being increased to $250,000 and “temporary” 100% insurance of
business accounts, withdrawal “runs” by panicky depositors would
have caused the demise of many otherwise healthy banks much like
the panic that instigated the Great Depression of the 1930‘s.

 


Other nations competed for cash investments while
crafting their own “rescue” plans since one-world
economy/government theorists had finally succeeded in creating
global financial markets.

 


Millions of jobs evaporated resulting in a deep
recession that the liberal media dubbed “The Bush Depression.” True
unemployment grew to fifteen percent. Lawlessness increased in
intensity. Suicides multiplied. Hunger increased. The number of
divorces exploded.

 


The lengthy American housing price boom came to a
screeching halt as prices evaporated. Prices had exploded due to
demand fueled by sub-prime, easy to obtain, home mortgages. Many
greedy investors had speculated on all types of real estate by
paying exceedingly inflated prices in the expectation of continued
price escalation. Plus, millions of unqualified homebuyers were
funded by easily obtained mortgages, which financed an inflated
purchase price plus closing costs usually at initially very low
“teaser” interest rates. “Teaser” rates, subsequently escalated to
reality obligating borrowers to make payments that were far beyond
their ability. Borrowers who had made no investment simply walked
away from homes that when sold covered only part of the debt.
Millions of mortgages defaulted resulting in investments in
sub-prime mortgage backed bonds selling for
pennies-on-the-dollar.

 


A dynamic drug trade in heroin, cocaine, meth,
marijuana, and other illicit drugs compounded economic difficulties
both in America and around the world. To America’s permanent
disgrace, soldiers followed orders to protect the poor Afghan opium
poppy farmers who cultivated the raw material for about 95% of the
world’s production of the heinous drug heroin.

 


Worldwide, drug outlaws were incarcerated in
ever-increasing numbers for murdering each other while competing
for “territories.” Those prisoners were easily converted to radical
Islam with its long-term promise of expanded power through
integration, immigration and jihad, Islamic holy war on
non-believers, infidels.

 


America’s government plunged deeper into debt while
spending almost $20 billion per month during President Bush II’s
occupation of Iraq which appeared to be in retaliation for Sadam
Hussein’s proclamation of a huge assassination contract on his
father following Iraq’s defeat in Desert Storm.

 


By 2010, the Iraq occupation was almost ten years
old. False information sold Congress on financing that war.

 


Wars in Iraq and Afghanistan, resulted in 10,000
Americans dead and 50,000 wounded with no real end in sight.

 


By 2010, the escalated war in Afghanistan had
ballooned to epic proportions as 90,000 troops fought a losing
battle to eradicate al Qaeda. After a ten year war, Russia had
abandoned their attempt to control Afghanistan since America’s CIA
supplied arms to the Taliban “freedom-fighters” who converted into
staunch enemies of the “crusaders” from America. That war was
expanded under the guise of rooting out and eliminating
terrorists.

 


By the December 2011 withdrawal from Iraq, the
Pentagon reported 4,487 Americans had died plus 32,226 wounded in
action. The Pentagon also reported that 229,106 cases of brain
injury by 9-30-2011 not to mention multiplied thousands of
“shell-shock” victims most of which will require treatment by the V
A over the next 60 years.

 


Much of the American population was sickened by the
sacrifice of our troops that resulted in no real change to
democracy.

 


Riding the wave of speculative euphoria, stock
markets around the world peaked at unheard-of levels. When the real
estate bubble “burst,” investments that were purportedly
“protected” by assignment of properly underwritten mortgages
crashed. Speculation by investment brokers motivated millions,
including Muslim banks, to buy-in to the runaway materialism that
had infected the whole world but America in particular.

 


When the foreign investors sensed the on-set of real
estate devaluation, their rapid withdrawal of investments
accelerated the downward spiral leaving small investors
holding-the-bag.

 


The Federal Reserve Bank, coupled with the Treasury
Department proceeded to “spend” more than $5 trillion by increasing
the federal debt. They bailed-out their “friends” in those
speculating brokerage firms that the media erroneously dubbed
“Banks.” Federal officials exceeded their authority by investing in
“stock ownership,” read that donation, in those holding companies,
to permit them to gain control of weak commercial banks that were
deemed “to-big-to-fail” opening their access to insured deposits
and the vehicle for making all kinds of loans to businesses and
consumers. The “wall of separation” between stockbrokers and real
banks had been a vital part of the Glass-Stegall Act, a critical
part of the New Deal Depression banking legislation of the 1930’s.
It had properly maintained the most vibrant financial system in the
world. It instituted deposit insurance and prohibited investment
brokers from owning deposit banks which had been a primary
contributing factor to the demise of the economy at the beginning
of the Great Depression. The most important section of that law
remained in force until its repeal was signed into law by President
Clinton in 1999 during a drive to force deregulation of all facets
of the global economy.

 


Those changes plus dependence on foreign oil,
prompted “super-greed” to capture the motivations of the
industrialized countries and the actions of world financial and
political leaders. The result: Near collapse of the world
economy.

 


Vast numbers of Petro-Dollars, which had accumulated
over numerous years while serving as the prime supplier of oil to
America, gave the OPEC countries the necessary leverage to hold
hostage the economy of the Western world. The emerging economies of
China and India with populations that exceeded four billion
demanded greater quantities of oil which compelled them to support
Islam’s goal of destroying the economy of the “great Satan,” the
United States.

 


Under the threat of a great worldwide depression
triggered by an oil and financial embargo by OPEC, nation after
nation capitulated while offering little resistance to the radical
Muslim Brotherhood.

 


By January 2015, Japan’s economy had ground to a halt
subsequent to OPEC cutting oil supplies by 50%. Refusal to
surrender brought the threat of another 25% cut and/or the
explosion of a “dirty bomb.” Japan’s government resisted while
pleading with other nations for help. Many city dwellers began to
starve. Still their government refused to yield. Then, a low yield
“dirty bomb” was exploded in HiHai, a small town high in the
mountains. Three hundred died of radiation poisoning. Japan’s
government capitulated. Management of government and industry was
immediately reassigned to previously recruited and trained radical
Islamists.

 


OPEC ordered a 50% reduction to any country south of
Mexico. Hugo Chavez, Venezuela's long-term dictator, who had waged
a propaganda war against his country’s only paying customer, the
United States, pledged to protect his “neighbors.” Chavez convinced
the other South American leaders that, if given total control, he
would manage the oil resources and economy of a new “Peoples
Republic of South America.” Fearing mass up-risings by starving
citizens, those leaders submitted, becoming minions of Chavez who
controlled those countries much like Rome organized its empire.

 


The Brotherhood had not anticipated a new Empire of
South America led by Chavez who was solidly supported by Russia.
They chose to prohibit shipment of ANY goods in OR out. Smuggling
became big business especially through the long existing networks
of the drug cartels.

 


Immediately, South America experienced food shortages
that resulted in extreme hunger and escalated lawlessness the
consequence of which was dramatic increases in disease and
death.

 


After threatening to detonate a nuclear weapon or a
large dirty bomb, the militant Brotherhood demanded that dictator
Chavez swear allegiance to Islam and accept a controlling computer
chip under the skin of his forehead. Panic exploded producing
anarchy. Finally, the Brotherhood agreed to install Chavez as their
puppet “President.” He yielded. They took political and economic
control of Central and South America. At first, the Brotherhood did
not make an immediate effort to control the vast poverty-stricken
rural areas. In the cities, they rapidly closed or replaced all
churches with mosques.

 


By September 2014, Central and South America
including all shipping through the Panama Canal was under radical
Brotherhood control.

 


By November 2014, the European Common Community (EU)
had a Muslim population of 350,000,000 many of whom were second and
third generation Europeans. Most had immigrated to fringe EU
countries after infiltrating from Arab and Asian countries.

 


By 2012, as the result of constant agitation
including riotous demonstrations for more “freedom,” most EU
countries had already accepted Sharia law to be applied to Muslims
by Muslims. That created an Islamic state within a “republic.”

 


OPEC, in cooperation with the Brotherhood, withdrew
investments in the debts of EU countries as they had the U. S. The
EU financial system was crippled by the worldwide
recession/depression (according to where you lived). The threat of
an oil embargo and detonation of a series of “dirty bombs” plus
promises to leaders that they would be retained brought immediate
capitulation almost like much of Europe had surrendered to Hitler
during the 1930’s.

 


As in other countries, the Brotherhood had formulated
its takeover plan over thirty years in advance.

 


The next “domino” nation targeted was Australia.
Comparatively few Muslims had infiltrated the Australian society
through limited immigration. The Brotherhood had successfully
recruited from among the Aborigines, the disadvantaged and prison
inmates. Disguised as Hindu’s from India, educated Muslim
professionals attended Universities where they identified and
recruited ultra-liberals into established underground cells.

 


By December 2014, the Brotherhood commenced its
campaign to overthrow the government by initiating a 100% oil
embargo plus severely limiting imports and exports. As planned,
hunger riots resulted. Then, they announced that a series of “dirty
bombs” would be exploded each Friday at noon until the government
capitulated.

 


On a Friday in late November, a small village in the
Outback occupied by 150 members of a religious sect was bombed.
Immediately, 100 died. The remainder became very ill from radiation
poisoning.

 


The Australian government refused to surrender or
negotiate with terrorists. The following Friday, a much larger
“dirty bomb” was exploded in the Tasmanian capitol building
immediately killing 1,253 and hospitalizing 2,876. Australia
capitulated.

 


The militant Muslim Brotherhood issued a surrender
mandate to Mexico on January 1, 2015. It was emphatically rejected
since they had sufficient oil to sustain the whole country plus
export some to the U.S. It felt secure since Canada and the United
States remained independent and committed to defending it. Mexico’s
leadership seemed unaware that local drug cartels had been
systematically infiltrated by opium/heroin producers from
Afghanistan who had gained control by systematically murdering
Mexican cartel leaders.

 


Mexico’s leadership who felt insulated in Mexico City
were not concerned with outlying towns and villages, which they
considered expendable. Realizing this, the Brotherhood chose to
detonate a high yield “dirty” bomb in the capitol building.
Including hundreds of government officials, ten thousand died and
twenty thousand were hospitalized with radiation sickness.

 


The Brotherhood announced that a much larger bomb was
awaiting detonation in an unspecified section of Mexico City and
that it would be detonated exactly one week later. Mexico
capitulated January 11, 2015.

 


Canada and the United States remained sovereign
states. Russia lost control of its Muslim populated states, as did
India. Only Communist China with its two billion people remained
un-threatened.

 


Relatively easy victories over so many nations was a
reminder of the “domino effect” of Hitler’s march through Europe in
the late 1930’s.

 


On Christmas Day 2014, Muhammad Salimas emerged as
the charismatic supreme leader of the worldwide radical Muslim
Brotherhood. He “proved” to the satisfaction of all Muslims that he
was a direct descendant of their militant prophet Mohammad. He had
an inexplicable talent for drawing diametrically opposing factions
into face-to-face negotiations that resulted in agreements in
principal. The consequence was peaceful coexistence and willing
cooperation among multiple Muslims sects.

 


January 2015. With great pomp, Salimas met with
Israel’s Prime Minister who eagerly invited him to speak to the
Knesset. During that speech, Salimas brazenly advised Israel and
the world that a small hydrogen bomb was scheduled to level
Bethlehem during his speech. The bomb exploded killing everyone in
a 10-mile radius. The wind distributed radiation over a much wider
area. He advised the Knesset that a second bomb was set to explode
in Tel Aviv within an hour. He declared that he would gladly martyr
himself, the total government and as many people as necessary for
the glory of jihad.

 


The Israeli Prime Minister proposed capitulation. The
Knesset approved it unanimously. Palestinian leaders took immediate
control, initiating twenty-four hours of carnage. The world watched
the public beheading of most of Israel’s leadership.

 


CNN continuously reported triumphant celebrations by
Muslim’s worldwide including a mass demonstration in
Dearborn/Detroit area. The government officials of the hated
“thorn-in-their-side” state of Israel served radical Islam.

 


The “Great Satan,” America, was targeted for their
next campaign.

 


Church attendance worldwide had rapidly declined as
increasing numbers accepted the teaching by satan’s preachers that
God’s Word contained myths. Right and wrong was usually determined
by “situation ethics” which could be defined as, “there is no
action you cannot perform if, in your sole judgment, the action is
for a good ‘cause’, and if you have a proper motive in performing
it.” For more than sixty years, that mind-set led to a series of
court decisions that encouraged wholesale murder of un-born
children by mothers whose unprotected, promiscuous sex had resulted
in “inconvenient” babies. Rarely would they murder their
one-year-old baby but, since the government encouraged abortion,
murder of an un-born child was “nothing to feel guilty about,” or
so the “freedom of choice” movement advocated.

 


Adultery and murder violated two of God’s Ten
Commandments. They had been removed from public display even in the
Supreme Court chambers where they were ordered covered although
etched in stone.

 


To promote promiscuous sexual activity among children
and adults, Satan motivated the entertainment industry to
accelerate use of filth and pornography to titillate the animal
instincts of humans. Like the frog that was put into cool water
which was slowly brought to a boil, Satan’s dupes brought about the
demise of most Bible based moral rules originally established by a
God fearing nation.

 


The use of drugs, especially alcohol, was glorified
and presented as “fun” without consequences. Resulting lawlessness
filled prisons to overflowing where inmates became fertile
recruiting ground for militant Islam. By 2008, one of every
thirty-six adults were imprisoned or under court supervision.
(Parade 3-29-9) By March 2015 that ratio increased to one in every
thirty adults. Indoctrinated by Muslim “chaplains,” rebellious
convicts were willing students of militant professors of jihad
“universities,” the prisons and gangs.



Barring a revival of true worship of the Lord Jesus
Christ, the demise of America was certain. No revival occurred.
America capitulated.

 


 


Mini-Preface - Under the threat of a third bomb in D.
C., the government capitulates when the second “Dirty” bomb is
detonated on Wall Street.


CHAPTER 5 - WICHCH, KS DECIMATED - NEW YORK
IS NEXT

 


Citizens went about their rural lifestyle unaware
that Ikhwan, the Muslim Brotherhood in America, had notified the
CIA that it would devastate a rural community with a small “dirty
bomb.” Based upon its size, a “dirty bomb” contaminates an area
with deadly radiation.

 


As day broke on March 4, 2015, Ikhwan detonated a
small “dirty bomb” wiping out a Wichch, Kansas convenience store
occupied by clerks and four “early bird” farmers. Wichch was
immediately exposed to deadly radiation devastating the
population.

 


On March 6 at 2 a.m., a natural disaster struck when
the Cascadia Megathrust located about one hundred miles from
Seattle shifted. The resulting 9.2 mega-earthquake produced a
sixty-foot tsunami at Vancouver, seventy-five feet a Victoria, and
fifty feet at Portland. Reduced to “only” forty feet before
reaching Seattle, it decimated the rain forest on the Olympic
peninsula. Measuring human devastation was impossible.

 


To demonstrate support of the Brotherhood, Iran
destroyed a Dutch oil tanker over fifty miles at sea with a
ballistic missile containing a small nuclear warhead resulting in a
worldwide “Red Alert.”

 


Since Russia had recently been accepted into OPEC,
Dictator Putin congratulated Iran on their momentous achievement.
Muslim’s worldwide celebrated. France and Germany sought to
befriend Iran. England trembled in fear. The world waited “for the
next shoe to drop.”

 


The Brotherhood notified the CIA to expect a larger
“dirty bomb” to be detonated in New York City exactly one week
after Wichch was hit.

 


The director of the CIA advised the President and his
cabinet. Although alarmed, they chose to keep it secret thinking
that the jihadists were bluffing. Nevertheless, the news leaked to
the media.

 


Multitudes of frightened citizens clogged roadways.
Resting upon a false sense of safety, the majority mocked them as
they discounted the news as an alarmist right wing ploy to upset
the financial markets that had not fully recovered from the deep
recession of 2008-2013.

 


A beautiful airline stewardess who had flown the New
York to Cairo schedule for five years disembarked from the long
flight carrying her customary small suitcase. Among her clothing
were plastic explosives sufficient to devastate one square block
and enough Caesium-137 chloride isotope to spread radioactivity
over a 10+ block area. The undetectable explosive was attached to
an electronic detonator that appeared as a small digital camera
when scanned.

 


As always, she retrieved her paycheck and hitched a
ride with one of the co-pilots who overnighted at a Manhattan
hotel. He dropped her off at the door of her Wall Street bank where
she calmly unzips the luggage, pulls the detonation cord and blows
herself and the other nearby people to kingdom come.

 


Why would a “good American girl” commit suicide in
that manner? Almost four years earlier, she was dining alone in a
Cairo hotel when a handsome young man caught her eye. After falling
madly in love with him while dating for almost one year, she
learned that he was a militant member of the Muslim Brotherhood.
Educated here, he hated America. Exploiting her love, he took her
to the women’s section of the mosque for prayers.

To please him, she converted to Islam. While
professing his love for her, he set about poisoning her mind
against America and teaching her the Koran especially the part
about jihad and the glories of heaven for those who commit suicide
for the cause.

 


Fallout quickly mushroomed from the relatively small
explosion. A slight wind carried it to adjacent buildings that
housed the New York Stock Exchange, banks, brokerage firms, etc.
Radiation was sucked into air intakes spreading it quickly inside
all nearby buildings.

 


Within hours, those exposed died. For ten days,
others suffered reduced radiation then suffered unspeakably painful
deaths. Over a twenty block area, executives and technicians took
to their sick beds.

 


Within two days, the financial markets crashed. By
2015, America owed more than its Gross National Product resulting
in the first ever downgrade of U. S. credit. We owed over $5
trillion$ to foreign investors led by China who refused to
refinance the $15,000,000,000,000 debt (usdebtclock.org.)

 


Muslim nations ceased oil shipments. Russia and China
were delighted to assist the Muslim Brotherhood in conquering
America.

 


The Brotherhood publicly announced that weekly dirty
bombs would be detonated until America surrendered
unconditionally.

 


Preparation for the takeover of the United States was
centered in over 7,000 America mosques. For education, handpicked
and trained jihadists emigrated. Over thirty years, they filled
management and the professions. They exercised “the patience of
Job” as they slowly expanded Ikhwan by recruiting converts from
prisons, gangs, minorities, ultraliberals and disgruntled
youth.

 


After the Wichch and New York explosions, frightened
delegates to the United Nations and other visitors deserted
America.

 


The jihadists announced that a larger bomb would be
detonated in D. C. unless America capitulated.

 


Homeland Security began a frantic search. Was it a
bluff that existed only in the minds of panicked leaders?

 


The President called a special session but most
congressmen opted to skip it. He presented the Jihadists ultimatum
of unconditional surrender. One bipartisan ballot approved
capitulation by a vast majority. They pledged allegiance to the
Brotherhood. They immediately accepted the implant of a tiny chip
in their foreheads that monitored them 24/7.

 


Wild celebrations broke out all over the Muslim
world. Millions in other countries who envied or hated America
because of its long years of wealth, dominate power and arrogance
joined them in jubilant celebration included burning American flags
and looting everything American.

 


What is that chip? The “About Applied Digital”
Website says:

 


“The Power of Identification Technology" Applied
Digital develops innovative identification and security products
for consumer, commercial, and government sectors worldwide. The
Company's unique and often proprietary products provide
identification and security systems for people, animals, the food
supply, government/military arena, and commercial assets. Included
in this diversified product line are RFID applications, end-to-end
food safety systems, GPS/Satellite communications, and telecomm and
security infrastructure, positioning Applied Digital as the leader
in identification technology. Applied Digital is the owner of a
majority position in Digital Angel Corporation.”

 


Computer technology supporting the tiny chip gave the
Brotherhood absolute control over everyone who consented. Like
baptism for Christians, acceptance was public testimony of
submission to Islam.

 


The chip was developed and implemented rapidly during
the early years of the 21st century. To track money and merchandise
in 2005, Wal-Mart required manufacturers to include a RFID chip to
track merchandise.



Before 2005, parents in Rome implanted chips under
the skin of their children to track their movements through the
Global Satellite Positioning System (GPS). With a chip, missing
pets were traced. In 2006, early release inmates were implanted. In
2007, chips that contained personal medical records were
implanted.

 


In a July 12, 2009 article by Todd Lewan entitled
“Chips in official ID’s raise privacy fears,” he reports,

 


“On June 1, 2009 it became mandatory for Americans
entering the United States by land or sea from Canada, Mexico,
Bermuda and the Caribbean to present identity documents embedded
with RFID tags, though conventional passports remain valid until
they expire. Among new options are the chipped "e-passport," and
the new, electronic PASS card - credit-card sized, with the
bearer's digital photograph and a chip that can be scanned through
a pocket, backpack or purse from 30 feet.” By 2012, chips could
control every implanted person.

 


Wall Street was shaky after the 2008-2010 meltdown
and had only slightly recovered after the $5 trillion bail out of
major industries and financial institutions and “stimulus”
spending. Financing of un-winnable wars accelerated America’s debt
crisis.

 


“Dirty bomb” decontamination of Wall Street closed
the markets.



The ruling Brotherhood installed their pre-arranged
brothers into all leading positions of government and business as
Sharia law was instituted. Although almost everyone accepted the
chip, Americans were immediately stripped of all wealth except a
“credit” of 1,000 IURO’s to each chip.

 


America became Islamerica.

 


 


Mini-Preface - The ultimate power
lays-down-the-Sharia-law.

 



CHAPTER 6 - SUPREME LEADER SPEAKS

 


“People of liberated Islamerica, hear me. This is the
only time that I, Ben Hussein Ali, your Supreme Leader, appointed
by the victorious Muslim Brotherhood’s Assembly of Experts, will
speak directly to Islamerica. Future communications will be through
your elected President. Your infidel vice-president was publicly
beheaded for refusing to follow the will of allah, praise be to
him.

 


As authorized by the Assembly of Experts, I have
“appointed the commanders of the armed forces, the director of the
national radio and television network, the heads of the major
religious foundations, the prayer leaders in city mosques, and the
members of national security council dealing with defense and
foreign affairs. I have appointed the chief prosecutor, special
tribunals and the chief judge who participated in appointing the12
jurists of the Guardian Council – who will decide which bills may
become law and who may run for president.” (Copied from
Wikipedia)

 


Hear my decrees:

 


1. Each citizen who desires to remain alive will
renounce all infidel religions as you validate your conversion to
Islam by accepting the implant of a chip under the skin of your
forehead.

 


To exist in Islamerica, all who refuse to convert
will pay a special tax (Jizya) as decreed by the Imam then receive
provisional chips. Koran 9.29: “Fight those who do not believe in
Allah, nor in the latter day, nor do they prohibit what Allah and
His Apostle have prohibited, nor follow the religion of truth, out
of those who have been given the Book, until they pay the tax in
acknowledgment of superiority and they are in a state of
subjection.”

Workers not immediately replaced by pre-qualified
Muslim managers, may apply to continue your present employment.

The chip will maintain all of your personal,
financial and medical records. An initial gift of 1,000 IURO’s is
on deposit to the chip of every convert. Wages will be added to
enable the purchase of necessities.

 


2. You will immediately destroy everything that
honors any other religion such as Bibles, literature, crosses,
books, statues, icons and computer records.

 


As shown on worldwide television, we have imploded
what you called the Washington Cathedral. ALL other places of
worship will be stripped of everything “religious” and converted
into mosques or warehouses.

 


3. At dawn, noon, afternoon, sunset and evening
prayer times, ALL activity will cease. All Muslim workers are to be
excused from labor to participate in prayers at the nearest mosque.
To prevent distractions, females shall pray separately.

 


4. Everyone who continues worshipping any god but
Allah, praise is unto him, and refuses to pay the infidel tax will
be hunted down and beheaded. Each decapitation will be broadcast to
the entire world over Al Arabiya Worldwide TV and radio.

 


5. All communications will cease until authorized by
the Communications Council that I have appointed. All telephones
are disabled. All newspapers and broadcasts are rendered
inoperative until re-authorized.

Anyone who disseminates unapproved information will
be publicly hanged.

 


6. When in the public presence of males, ALL Muslim
females will be clothed in a burka.

 


7. Each mosque will be led by an appointed Imam who
will exercise final authority on all things.

 


8. For six months, all new Muslims will study the
Koran to prepare for a test to be administered by the Imam. Failure
to make a passing grade of 80%+ will result in severe chastisement
at the discretion of the Imam.

 


These and additional rules will be published in
authorized newspapers.

 


Follow these rules to enjoy peace and good will.
Disobey them and you will be punished.”

 


End of message from the Supreme Leader

 


 


Mini-Preface - As preplanned, new government,
financial, communication, media and worship systems were monitored
by chips implanted in the foreheads of every citizen

 



CHAPTER 7 - MUSLIM BROTHERHOOD RULES

 


After decades of careful planning, preparation and
implementation of which 9/11 was a crowning achievement, Ikhwan,
the radical Muslim Brotherhood in America, with massive financial
aid from OPEC countries, especially oil-rich Iran and Saudi Arabia,
had established over 7,000 mosques in America. Converted churches
multiplied that number.

 


Handpicked and jihadist trained imams (leaders)
quietly immigrated to lead most American mosques and create
training grounds for radicals whose avowed goal was to eventually
place all infidels under Muslim domination.

 


They duped the ultra-liberal, one world media into
publicizing how ALL Muslims were “peaceful” and a valuable segment
of the population. Some uninformed nominal Muslims were peaceful
until compelled to choose ALL of the Koran, which compelled
conflict with their “tolerant” American friends.

 


Encouraged by Muslim delight as jihadists murdered
thousands on 9/11, the Brotherhood intensified its training of
radicals recruited primarily from colleges, the disadvantaged and
seditious black and Hispanic prisoners. Daily, anti-American
rhetoric worldwide escalated.

 


An excerpt from an uncontested document by Mohamed
Akram, an operative of the global Muslim Brotherhood, in a
1991Dallas court case details the Brotherhood’s long-range plan as
follows:

 


“The process of settlement of Muslims in America is a
civilization jihad process. This means that members of the
Brotherhood must understand that their work in America is a kind of
grand jihad in eliminating and destroying the Western civilization
from within and sabotaging its miserable house by their hands and
the hands of the (Muslim) believers so that it is eliminated and
God’s religion (Islam) is made victorious over all other
religions.’

 


Islam’s founder, Muhammad said, “I was commanded to
fight people until they say there is no God but the only God, and
Muhammad is the apostle of God, and they perform all the Islamic
ordinances and rituals.”

 


For over twenty-five years, the Muslim Brotherhood
executed their plan to prepare radical Islamists to conquer the
“infidels” of the “Great Satan.” They, especially Iran, threatened
nuclear warfare after displaying delivery capability by launching
satellites. They threatened germ warfare. They promised to detonate
“dirty” bombs until our government surrendered unconditionally.

 


When the Wall Street bomb exploded, capitulation by a
panicked Congress and President was instantaneous.

 


What precipitated American weakness? The mortgage
foreclosure crisis of 2007/2013 resulted in devastation of the
housing market and financial institutions worldwide. Government
rescue spending to stimulate the near depression economy,
outsourcing jobs and wars in Iraq and Afghanistan decimated the
American dollar resulting in the first ever downgrade of American
debt investments/bonds. U. S. debt had escalated from
$4,188,092,107,183.60 on January 20 1993 to over
$20,000,000,000,000 in 2015. That is Twenty TRILLION dollars. That
near five times expansion was largely funded by Muslim oil wealth,
Chinese and Japanese balance of payments and money created from
thin air by the Federal Reserve Bank.

 


2011 Reports had foreigners investing billions of
dollars in direct U.S. debt as follows: Communist China $1,160
billion, Japan $912 billion, United Kingdom $346 billion, Oil
exporters $230, Brazil $211 billion, Tiawan $513 billion, Hong Kong
$152 billion, Caribbean banking centers $148 billion. The Grand
total was $4.5 trillion.



How much is one trillion dollars? If you earned $1
per second, 24/7, and you paid it all on a ONE trillion dollar
debt, it would be paid off after almost 32,000 years provided you
paid no interest.

 


By 3/11/2015, capitulation day, foreigners had
increased holdings of U. S. debt to $10 trillion, much of it to
China, Japan and the same OPEC countries. Upon receiving their
signal, other holders of U. S. debt refused to renew maturing notes
or fund any new and debt.

 


Over time, OPEC countries had withdrawn most
investments in American financial instruments resulting in the
chaotic demise of capitalism. The march toward communist style
socialism accelerated as the world’s largest banks and industries
were nationalized.

 


After the militant radical Brotherhood finally
succeeded in decimating the world financial system by detonating
the second “dirty” bomb on Wall Street, American leadership
capitulated at all levels of government immediately conveying
unchallenged rule to the Brotherhood.

 


Explicitly trained for this purpose by al Qaeda and
the Brotherhood’s Council of Guardians, Ben Hussein Ali, a
brilliant American educated jihadist, moved into the White House as
(Ayatollah) Supreme Leader. The new President elected in 2012
became their spokesman/figurehead who followed orders from the
Supreme Leader much like President Mahmoud Ahmadinejad who was the
highest directly elected official in Iran.

 


Ahmadinejad took direct instructions from Supreme
Leader, Ali Khamenei, who controlled the military, police,
intelligence, and media plus had the final word over all aspects of
Iran’s foreign and domestic policy. Khamenei appointed by the
Assembly of Experts, a type of legislative body made up of
eighty-six Mujtahids who were elected from a pre-screened list of
candidates. They meet for two days every six months.

 


The Muslim Brotherhood instituted a parallel
government for America. Ali was a charismatic political leader who
had “courted” the American population for many years especially
after financial markets began collapsing.

 


The new Vice President, a professed Christian, was
promptly tried before the Sharia court, which sat in the chambers
of the deposed Supreme Court. Found guilty of being a Christian
infidel (not a Muslim), he was sentenced to be chained to the front
porch posts of the White House for one week to demonstrate to the
world that the Brotherhood was in absolute control. Since he
refused to renounce Jesus, he was beheaded on worldwide television
thus sending an unforgettable message to every “Christian” to
renounce Jesus or suffer immediate physical death or slavery.

 


The Brotherhood immediately replaced all government
officials. To intimidate citizens, they publicly beheaded officials
that refused to renounce Jesus and accept the all-controlling
computer chip.

 


They suspended all non-Islamic media until their
content could be put under the control of rebuilt Old Babylon, the
world headquarters of the Brotherhood.

 


Immediately after surrender, the Brotherhood
nationalized all energy companies, only retaining employees who
agreed to accept Islam and the controlling chip.

 


Transition from the diluted dollar to the IURO, the
currency unit of the Islamic Union, was instantaneous. They
converted all financial instruments to SUKUK, which are “documents
representing a contract or conveyance of rights, obligations or
monies done in conformity with the Sharia law.” That law prohibits
income from or payment of interest.

 


All financial transactions in U.S. dollars ceased as
the Supreme Leader, Ayatollah ben Hussein Ali, declared the dollar
equal to wallpaper. Wealth amassed by OPEC provided the Brotherhood
with control of most of the world’s financial markets. Since
precious metals had been a medium of trade for most of history,
many people attempted to make them the “coin-of-the-realm” but the
Supreme Leader declared that a violation of Sharia law. All
precious metals became worthless for anything other than jewelry
and industrial purposes.

 


Detonation of the “dirty bomb” on Wall Street
shattered the remainder of the American resolve to continue a
capitalistic economy that had been decimated by the monetary crisis
of 2007/2014.

 


All homeowners were required to pay rent to the
nationwide Islamic bank, which controlled all property.

 


Prior to 2015, the overwhelming economic power of the
Organization of the Petroleum Exporting Countries (OPEC) plus
demand by the rapidly expanding economies of China and India, the
world’s most populous nations, escalated oil prices to $400 per
barrel resulting in $12 gasoline. That placed overwhelming economic
power in the control of the OPEC financed Muslim Brotherhood. That
gave them the authority to force conversion to Islam on most of the
population of the world at an economic “point-of-the-sword” much as
Mohammad had “converted” most of the Arab world by his sword.



The Brotherhood removed and placed under surveillance
all management for refusing to display their conversion to Islam by
accepting the chip; those who continued to refuse the chip were
publicly beheaded as infidels, enemies of Islam. That intimidated
the vast majority of the American population into personal
capitulation.



Under the forehead skin of all who converted, whether
by choice or fear, the Brotherhood inserted computer chips that
gave them total control of a majority of the world’s population
except the huge populations of communist China and India.
Bureaucrats and junior political and religious leaders who
converted to Islam and accepted the chip received credentials and
responsible positions on a provisional basis.



Computer enabled scanners validated each individual’s
business transactions by “reading” the computer chip which
contained all financial, personal and health data. Acceptance of
the chip automatically rewarded the new convert with a deposit of
1,000 IURO’s into the nationwide Bank of Islam. In addition to
that, they converted previous bank deposits of up to $10,000 at a
rate of 1 for 10 resulting in some “converts” having total
purchasing power of up to 2,000 IURO’s.

 


As control became absolute, economic opportunity
diminished for the “New” Islamists. For those who refused the chip,
the Brotherhood eliminated all economic opportunity especially for
every truly born-again-child-of-God that Jesus clearly defined in
John 3. To retain sufficient labor, the Brotherhood “graciously”
gave them an extension of time to choose conversion. Those who
refused were subjected to Jizya as decreed by Koran 9.29: “Fight
those who do not believe in Allah, nor in the latter day, nor do
they prohibit what Allah and His Apostle have prohibited, nor
follow the religion of truth, out of those (Christians and Jews)
who have been given the Book, until they pay the (Jizya) tax in
acknowledgment of superiority and they are in a state of
subjection.”

 


All communication devices were promptly disabled.
Only those who accepted the chip could utilize the system. ALL
communications were monitored.

 


Food purchases required IURO’s on deposit in their
chip.

 


The ONLY permissible religion was Islam, so all
“Christian” church houses were converted to mosques or state run
food warehouses. Everyone was required to cease his or her
activities five times each day to go to a designated mosque for
prayer to Allah.

 


Surviving in seclusion despite the ever present dread
of discovery and death, one-by-one, each member of the Jones family
narrates their life history up to America’s capitulation followed
by their survival experiences while in isolation even as they wait
for the abrupt end of physical life.

 


BROTHERHOOD REGULATIONS

 


Allah's orders were clear, "When the forbidden months
are past, then fight and slay the Pagans wherever ye find them, and
seize them, beleaguer them, and lie in wait for them in every
stratagem (of war); but if they repent, and establish regular
prayers and practice regular charity, then open the way for them:
for Allah is Oft-forgiving, Most Merciful." Surah 9:5



The Quran did not call for Christians deaths, but
commanded Muslims to, "Fight those who believe not in Allah nor the
Last Day, nor hold that forbidden which hath been forbidden by
Allah and His Messenger, nor acknowledge the religion of Truth,
(especially if they are) of the People of the Book, until they pay
the Jizya (infidel tax) with willing submission, and feel
themselves subdued." Surah 9:29

 


To remain alive as servants of Islam, Christians and
Jews, People of the Book, and other religions must subject
themselves to the following "Pact of Umar."



We shall not build new monasteries, churches,
convents or monks' cells in our cities or in Muslim neighborhoods.
Should any of these fall into ruins or disrepair, we shall not
repair, by day or night, those in our own neighborhoods or those
situated in the quarters of the Muslims.

 


We shall keep our gates wide open for passersby and
travelers. All Muslims that pass our way are to be given board and
lodging for as many as three days. We shall not hide any spy from
the Muslims or give them sanctuary in our churches or shelter them
in our homes.

 


We shall not proclaim our religion publicly nor
attempt to convert anyone to it. We shall not forbid any of our kin
from entering Islam if they desire to do so.

 


We shall show respect toward Muslims. If they wish to
sit, we shall rise from our seats.

 


We shall not seek to resemble Muslims by imitating
any of their garments, turbans, footwear or parting of the hair. We
shall not imitate their way of speech.

 


We shall not mount on saddles, gird ourselves with
swords, bear any kind of arms, or conceal weapons on our
bodies.

 


We shall not engrave Arabic inscriptions on our
seals.

 


We shall not sell fermented drinks.

 


We identify ourselves as non-Muslims by clipping the
fronts of our heads.

 


We shall always dress in the same manner wherever we
go and we shall bind the zunar, identifying us as non-Muslims,
around our waists.

 


We shall not display our crosses or our books on the
roads or in the markets of the Muslims. We shall use only clappers
very softly in our churches. We shall not raise our voices in
mourning when following our dead. We shall not shine lights on any
of the roads of the Muslims or in their markets. We shall not bury
our dead near the Muslims.

 


We shall not take slaves who have been allotted to
Muslims.

 


We shall not build houses of taller elevation than
the houses of Muslims.

 


We accept these conditions for ourselves and for the
people of our community, and in return we shall receive
safe-conduct.

 


If we in any way violate these regulations, for which
we ourselves stand surety, we forfeit our covenant [dhimma] status
and shall become liable to the penalties for contumacy (Dict -
rebelliousness) and sedition."

 


Each infidel will execute and receive a copy of this
"Pact of Umar.”

 


The free America enjoyed by millions for over 200
years, was no more.

 


 


Mini-Preface - How did I qualify to guide the
survival activities of our family? The rigors of growing up under
similar conditions prepared this graduate with a Ph. D. in
“Survival” from the “University of Hard Knocks.”

 



CHAPTER 8 - HISTORY OF PAWPAW JONES

 


I was born near the end of the Great Depression to
James Earl and Minnie Mae Jones on a forty-acre farm 12 miles into
the Ozark foothills.

 


I was fortunate that murdering unborn babies was not
legal in 1940. Although nearly destitute, my parents were not
tempted to abort me. They were truly born-again-children-of-God
like Jesus clearly described in John 3. Although I was a sickly
child, they considered me a blessing from God.

 


Daddy’s younger step-brother fought in the Normandy
invasion then across Germany as an infantry platoon sergeant. He
was a hero. As a result of quickly obeying orders, his platoon had
the record survival rate in their regiment. He returned to a hero’s
welcome. When I inquired about the war, he replied, “The memories
are too painful.” Although disappointed, I respected his desire for
privacy. On rare occasions, a memory would slip out.

 


Daddy was my “hero.” He was a veteran of World War 1
and a Deacon servant of his church. Churches were located about
three miles apart. One & one/half miles was the maximum that
most neighbors would walk or drive a wagon. The building frequently
served as the school and community center.

 


Daddy enjoyed telling about taking his rifle to
church in the early years. After tying the team to the hitching
rail, he placed it in the gun rack just inside the door. When it
was his turn, Daddy sat by the one window to listen to the animals
and the preacher. That was difficult since Daddy enjoyed urging the
preacher on by “Amenin” his strong points. He said that an “Amen”
energized the preacher like saying, “sick-um” to a good coon dog.
Neighing by frightened horses resulted in Daddy shooting varmints.
One was a 70-pound gray wolf. Another was a hungry 90-pound
panther. Daddy affirmed, “The preacher ‘never missed a word.”

 


Mother enjoyed reminding me that I heard my first
sermon when I was only 10 days old while on a pallet near the wood
stove. When I cried, the preacher would “out-holler” me. By age
four, Daddy would take me out, lean me up against the building and
remind me that I was to be respectfully quiet in church or be
spanked. If I chose to disturb the second time, he administered a
painful spanking. I soon learned to respect worship.

 


Although Daddy only finished seventh grade, he served
on the board of my one-room school. He studied God’s Word and read
voraciously. He read two books the week that he died. Attendance
was not compulsory so most 12-year-olds dropped out to work on
their family farm. One neighbor fathered 18 “field hands.”

 


I was five and a half my first day at school. Miss
Ida prayed for each of us by name, read from the Bible and led the
Pledge of Allegiance followed by an enthusiastic demonstration of
the "Little Engine That Could." She convinced me that "I can."

 


When I was in fifth grade, Daddy led in consolidation
with a neighboring high school. Thirty-two children, grades five
and six had one teacher. My work completed, I listened intently to
the sixth grade instruction resulting in the teacher “putting me
up” a grade. I was much younger than the average sixth grader. That
created jealousy. Classmates alleged that I was promoted because
Daddy was President of the School Board. My conceit did not
help.

 


Many other teachers influenced me. My ninth grade
agriculture teacher taught tenacity by his reply after inspecting
the table I was building, saying, "Sand it some more John, and make
it as smooth as glass." Mother was so proud of that little table
that certainly was as smooth as glass.

 


The next agriculture teacher continued encouragement,
which resulted in my earning the Arkansas Farmer Degree in Future
Farmers of America (FFA), a club. I was elected to a state-wide
office which I served during my senior year. All other state
officers were already enrolled in college.

 


Public speaking was an essential qualification. That
contest helped this stuttering, shy child to "think I can, I think
I can, I know I can, I did!" Just like that “Little Engine That
Could.”

 


My practical education was expanded at the local
blacksmith shop. I enjoyed pumping the bellows to create white-hot
fire and watch him build tools, sharpen plows, shoe horses, etc.
One day, while at rest, he said, "I will teach you something
important." He instructed me to break a length of iron, which only
took a tap of the hammer. Then, he instructed me to insert the iron
into the white-hot fire then into water for 50 counts, and then
back in the fire, then back in the water. After a few repetitions,
he challenged me to break it. I placed it on the anvil and beat it
with a large hammer. It would not bend. The fire and water had
converted fragile iron into tempered steel.

 


He preached a great one-sentence sermon, "The Lord
lets us go through the fires of adversity to make us stronger."

 


My favorite scripture on adversity is found in James
1:2-4 “My brethren (all you Children of God), count it all joy when
ye fall into many temptations (trials) knowing this, that the
trying of your faith worketh patience but let patience have her
perfect (complete) work, that ye may be perfect and entire
(mature), wanting nothing.” My education continues until this
day.

 


I was born between two boys and one girl. Velma was
born on Pearl Harbor day, Sunday December 7, 1941, the
world-changing day that President Roosevelt correctly portrayed as
“a day that will live in infamy.” She was the “apple” of Daddy’s
eye. I was jealous of the special interest paid to sickly
Velma.

 


Grinding poverty of the Great Depression began to
fade during World War II. Virtually everything was rationed because
of the concerted effort by every citizen to defeat the Axis.
Cotton, our fall “cash crop,” sold for 50 cents per pound as
compared to 5 cents in the depths of the depression. Strawberries,
our spring cash crop, brought $6 for a 24-quart crate as compared
to $2 in 1938. We owned no vehicle. Strawberries were hauled by a
neighbor over “washboard” dirt roads to the market 15 miles
away.

 


Potatoes were the other “cash crop.” Since they were
heavy and few people had enough ration stamps to buy gasoline, #1
potatoes were sold at sacrifice prices to the only buyer who came
to the “country store” with his one-and-a-half-ton truck.

 


We transported potatoes five miles on a horse drawn
wagon. We would leave home before daylight. Pulling the heavy load
out of our valley exhausted the horses. Near the crest, friends
refreshed man and animal with cool water from their 30-foot
hand-dug well. They urged us to partake of that water and fresh
milk cooling in jug at the well bottom.

 


Even at age 8, working on the family farm was as
natural as waking up. At breakfast, we discussed the priority of
tasks that were assigned based upon ability. I worked hard on my
assignment because it benefited the whole family.

 


Some friends “cussed” their parents for “making” them
work without participating in the planning. Their defiance
continued for a lifetime. Daddy opined that they were just plain
lazy. I tried to convince Daddy that it was because they were
“told” what to do like hired hands who had no part in planning.



Mother’s chickens produced surplus eggs that we
bartered for groceries, haircuts, etc. For meat, an annual
“fattening” hog was fed with kitchen garbage, “slop.” “Truck”
patches of peanuts, peas, sweet potatoes, and corn nourished
us.

 


Best of all was Mother’s garden. To maintain
fertility, twice each year, I had the “honor ” of covering it with
manure from the hen house. Fresh chicken manure has an overpowering
odor. Phew!!! Some honor???

 


Mother “canned” produce in glass jars that were
stored in the root cellar.

 


Mother knew the location of all blackberry thickets.
Vines had inch long thorns that would “grab” clothing. Mother
dressed us in overalls and “gum” boots. I complained about being so
heavily dressed in the summer heat until a copperhead snake sank
fangs into her rubber boot. My complaining ceased.

 


During the Spring harvest, Mother worked all day
grading and packing strawberries reserving the “culls” to be canned
that evening. I love blackberry but strawberry remains my favorite
jam.

 


Muscadines made delicious jelly. My task was to climb
the tree and shake the vine until the fruit fell.

 


Some popcorn, beans and peas were dry when picked and
shelled. My job was to stand on the edge of the barn roof to let
the wind separate the chaff as I poured them into a number three
washtub. The clean produce was stored in rat-proof containers.

 


With all of that food preservation, we were well fed
although I developed a distaste for turnips since we “enjoyed” them
so often.

 


In season, farming was paramount. At 14, I was
performing at full adult capability.

 


My “growing-up” experience prepared me for survival
while hiding from the militant Brotherhood.

 


Family members had difficulty reverting to a
primitive existence.

 


I was not a good hunter. Quail was my favorite wild
meat but I could not afford a bird dog. Knowing where they fed,
often, I walked them up and bagged three for breakfast. When
hunters asked permission, my parents would approve only if I was
included. An unsurpassed hunter was retired from the New York
Yankees. Bill Dickey owned two champion bird dogs and was an
incredible shot. He killed the singles after I missed. With the
same acute eyesight and hand-eye coordination that made him a
baseball Hall-of-Famer, he killed twelve to my four leaving sixteen
for us to clean and consume.

 


Janis, the love-of-my-life, was a vivacious young
lady who relished life. Since we attended different schools, our
only contacts were at church youth rallies, County 4-H club
competitions and sports contests. Sports, studies and near-fulltime
farm work consumed me.

 


An average softball and basketball player, I relished
the competition. Occasionally, coach called upon my insufficient
skills to relieve our pitcher when he could not throw strikes. My
strikes were easy to hit.

 


At Morris Institute, I was called upon to relieve
after our pitcher walked in three runs. Surprisingly, my ball was
“dropping” as it crossed the plate resulting in frequent ground
balls.

 


Morris was a boarding school for incorrigible boys.
One excellent athlete thought my pitches were below the strike zone
so he chose to “take” the first two which the substitute umpire,
his PE teacher, promptly called strikes. He fumed after each call.
The next pitch was low but the ump called him out. He cursed the
ump. The ump clenched his fist and “cold-cocked” the boy, ordering
two boys to put him in his bunk. The game resumed. From that point
on, I was even more respectful, spell that “s-c-a-r-e-d,” of
officials at that school.



Thirteen small schools in our county competed in
softball, basketball and track. To qualify for the district
tournament, being county champion or first runner-up was required.
My basketball team earned only one trip to district.

 


At a track meet, our team was barely leading. A third
place finish in the mile run would earn a trophy and a trip to
district. No one ran the mile. When the coach asked me to compete,
I could not assure him that I could even finish. He insisted that I
try.

 


At the quarter mile, I was in sixth place. The second
lap was painful but I remained in sixth. The third lap produced
intense pain and tears. Incredibly, the pain stopped.

 


Much to my surprise, Janis cheered for me, a runner
from a competing school. That energized me. Almost immediately, I
moved into first place widening my lead and winning by ten yards.
Janis gave me a congratulatory hug. That reward superseded the race
medal and qualifying for district. That was our first physical
contact. I liked it!!!

 


I had first noticed Janis at church youth rallies.
She could sing like a bird. Her eyes flashed when ours met.

 


At the county fair, my steer won a red ribbon and
Janis’s steer won the white ribbon. For one day, I teased her while
we shoveled manure and tended our animals. The next day, her steer
sold for two cents more per pound. She teased me unmercifully.

 


Over hamburgers, we consoled each other about our
failure to realize our dreams of a blue ribbon to qualify showing
our steers at the State Fair.

 


During that conversation, I gathered my courage and
asked her to go with me to a Southern Gospel music concert by the
Stamps-Baxter Melody Boys. I knew and admired their sixteen year
old bass singer. At the concert, I told him about Janis’ rendition
of Amazing Grace begging him to let her sing during intermission.
Much to her surprise, he introduced her and requested that she play
and sing. Although the crowd was also in intermission, she
captivated it by the emotion in her clear voice and the words of
their most favorite song. When she started verse five, “When we’ve
been there ten thousand years….”, the quartet ran on to the stage
begging the crowd to sing that verse over three times. Tears were
flowing. Some of my Pentecostal friends were shouting. People were
hugging. I heard one man beg another’s forgiveness as they
embraced. It was a revival!!

 


Twice, the quartet announcer expressed appreciation
to Janis exclaiming that her singing was the highlight of the
concert. What a first date!!!

 


As I approached sixteen years of age, Daddy and
Mother chose to mortgage the farm to buy a new pickup truck. It had
no heater or back bumper which reduced the cost to $1,850.

 


I took driver’s education so I taught Daddy how to
shift a stick-on-the-wheel. While learning, his shifting was very
noisy.

 


That pickup provided me the opportunity to court
Janis. We agreed upon a “standing” date every Saturday night. We
were “going steady!!”

 


At age sixteen, my parents trusted me to hitchhike
125 miles to a cotton plantation in northeast Arkansas. When a
traveler responded to my thumb, I would size them up by asking
their destination. If it did not “feel” right, I declined the ride.
Five different benefactors were very kind to this skinny youth with
the beat-up metal suitcase. The 125-mile trip took most of the
day.

 


I had been invited to “bach” in a tool shed near our
friends, the Woodards. They were day-workers on the plantation who
occupied our migrant worker shotgun house each January after
nearing starvation since they were unemployed from cotton harvest
until planting time. Daddy provided them with the house, such as it
was, and invited them to help themselves to the hilled-out
potatoes. Mr. Woodard was permitted to cut and split oak posts “on
the halves,” meaning that he could sell his half. Along with
spasmodic day-labor jobs in the community, that sustained them
until the more lucrative strawberry harvest.

 


After the Woodard’s became good friends, they begged
Daddy and Mother to permit me to come to Milligan Ridge to pick
during our school’s two-week “cotton vacation” that had shrunk from
six weeks as education gained priority over fieldwork in the
post-World War II economy.

 


At the end of those two weeks, I was fearful of
hitchhiking with $50 in my pocket so I bought a bus ticket
home.

 


When I returned with more money in my pocket than
ever before, my busy-body “best friend” told of observing Janis and
a boy “necking” at the drive-in movie. That news devastated me
since being away from her for two weeks had made me realize that I
was head-over-heels in love with her.

 


I chose to ignore her by refusing to return her phone
calls. Besides, it was not proper for a girl to call a boy.

 


After nearly two weeks, I could bear it no longer. I
drove that new pickup to her home unannounced. I honked the horn
then sat there. Her parents detested honking. They required her
suitors to present themselves at the door. After a five-minute wait
that seemed like a year, an angry Janis appeared. Our heated
exchange lasted five minutes that felt like a year. It resulted in
Janis challenging me to confront my “best friend” with his lies.
Her parents would attest that she did not leave home on the nights
he claimed that he “saw her necking.” She was devastated that I
would mistrust her and believe such malicious gossip.

 


I immediately drove to my “best friend’s” home and
found him working with his father. When I confronted him, his
father confirmed that he was at home both times. He claimed that
his purpose for the lie was an attempt to break my relationship
with Janis because he was “struck on her.” Although he outweighed
me by 50%, I unleashed my fury upon him prompting his father to
pull me off and send me away. Later, he asked for and received my
forgiveness. After all, I could understand anyone getting “struck
on” Janis.

 


I immediately confirmed to her that he had lied.
Repentant, I earnestly begged her forgiveness. I fervently swore to
never mistrust her again, ever. She replied that she would pray
about it as her temper cooled and give me her decision before
bedtime Sunday.

 


I spent much of the next twenty-four hours in
impassioned prayer. Tears ran down my face in torrents. Had I lost
her?

 


Either Janis loved me too much or she had the most
forgiving nature of any teen. Immediately after church, Momma took
her phone message, “Come over,” the two most beautiful words in the
English language.

 


This time, I had no need to honk since she was
waiting on the porch. Before the pickup stopped rolling, she flung
open the door and smothered me with kisses. Boy! Having a fight was
almost worth it.

 


Since that day, our trust has not wavered. We counsel
young people that “trust” is the key to a solid marriage.

 


Friends contended that ours was “puppy-love” since we
were only 17. It has matured into a lifetime of love reinforced by
that 100% trust. From that time, we were never tempted to even look
at another.

 


All through our senior year, we lamented that we
could not be together during the school day. In retrospect, that
was a blessing since her presence would have been so distracting as
to prevent my graduation. Fortunately, her graduation was one week
later than mine making it possible for us to attend each one.

 


To celebrate her graduation, we went for a drive.
Much to her disapproval, I pulled off into a deserted side road.
She denies it, but I will always believe that she expected me to
attack her.

 


Instead, I turned on the dome light, removed the
engagement ring from my pocket, and asked her to be my wife for
life. Her immediate answer was “Yes! Yes!” as she smothered me with
kisses.

 


After buying necessary clothing from my
cotton-picking earnings, I had purchased a $25 engagement ring with
a tiny diamond.

 


At 18 years of age, we had so much to learn but there
was great value in all of that growing together. For six months, we
were young, strong and healthy. Then, Janis woke up ill with
“stomach flu,” our diagnoses of morning sickness. After it
persisted, Janis asked Mother how to cure it. Happily, she
exclaimed, “Give birth to my first GRANDchild!!” Janis would not
believe it. Mother secretly took her to the doctor. When the doctor
confirmed it, they entertained him by hugging him and each other
while dancing around the room.

 


When they returned, I was helping Daddy saw stove
wood. Janis literally ran to the forest to find me. She asked Daddy
for permission to take me to the creek bank to rest.

 


Before we could sit, she blurted out, “We are
expecting a son.” I was stunned. Was she jesting? No. How did she
know? The doctor had confirmed Mother’s diagnosis. When will he be
born? Six months from now. Was she happy? Delirious!

 


After hearing the answers to my questions, the impact
of being a “Daddy” finally dawned upon me so I went into shock. She
led me to Daddy who asked what was wrong. I was so stunned that I
could not answer. Janis finally told him. That announcement was met
with glee that only a first-time expectant GRANDfather could
express. He gently hugged Janis, his first overly protective act
that continued until John Jr. was born.

 


That evening, we borrowed Daddy’s pick-up to announce
their GRANDchild to her parents. When we arrived, her mother had
supper on the table but Janis was to excited to eat. A workday
visit was so rare that Janis’ mother could not contain her
curiosity. She blurted out, “When is the baby expected?” How could
she know?? She described the “signs” that she had observed. We
hugged and laughed and kissed and laughed and Praised God until our
supper got cold. No one was hungry.



Mr. Wells repeatedly exclaimed, “I am a GRANDpa!!”
Mrs. Wells wept for joy. I had a silly grin on my face that I could
not erase. Mr. Wells convened a family worship time to pray for
Janis, the baby and his future. They even prayed for me! Prayers of
praise expressed our gratitude to God for His blessing of a new
life.

 


Janis suffered with morning sickness and worried
about getting “fat.” I exclaimed to everyone that some fat was
necessary to nourish our boy. I refused to let her do things that I
imagined would do harm to our family. Our mothers finally convinced
me that Janis was sufficiently robust to care for our home and
me.

 


At two one morning, Janis shook me awake to announce,
“The baby is ready to be born.” I leaped from bed. I could not get
my pants on. My shoestrings were in knots. I excitedly ran to get
Mother and Daddy’s pickup for the fifteen-mile ride over washboard
gravel roads. She tried to suppress her gasps from painful
contractions. Every gasp caused me to drive dangerously fast.

 


Finally, we arrived at the hospital. Her contractions
were closer and more intense. When I reported that to the nurse,
she immediately took Janis to the delivery room. I was so excited
that I could hardly complete the paperwork. John Jr. was born
twenty-three minutes later. Before cleaning him, the nurse called
us in to see him in the arms of an exhausted Janis. She announced
that he has ten toes and ten fingers before going to sleep.

 


I did not tell her, but he was ugly. His head was
misshapen. He had blood on his face. I turned to Mother and asked
her, “Will he always be that ugly?” She laughed hysterically. The
nurse told us to wait 30 minutes then view him in the nursery. His
looks improved dramatically. At the nursery window, I challenged
strangers to view my “handsome” son.

 


John Jr. slept in a cardboard box “cradle” near our
wood heater. To keep him warm, it was necessary to add pieces of
wood to the fire day and night.

 


Even though I live in a rural area with only a high
school formal education, the advent of the Internet made it easy
for my inquiring mind to study God’s Word, track the activities of
the Muslim Brotherhood’s cohorts and monitor them as they recruit,
train and convert new radical Islamists. I studied information
gathered by other truly born-again-children-of-God like Jesus so
clearly described in John 3 who were students of prophesy and world
events.

 


That curiosity began when I was very young. We always
listened to the “Farm News at Noon” on WLS Chicago radio. In 1948,
an announcer broke in to proclaim that Israel had revived into a
sovereign nation after being scattered all over the world for 1,878
years. I asked Daddy where they were all that time. He described
how the Romans had destroyed Jerusalem in 70 A.D. scattering the
Jews over the known world. Miraculously, Jews retained their
identity in every nation where most were good citizens. Although
many leaders tried to exterminate them, God blessed and protected
them. Everywhere they went they were especially adept at making
money.

 


The world was rapidly changing by fulfilled
prophesy.

 


 


Mini-Preface - HOW WOULD YOU SURVIVE IN
ISOLATION?

 


How would you react to news of Wichch, Kansas’
devastation by a “Dirty Bomb” detonated by radical jihadists bent
upon taking over America? Would you act upon a thoughtful plan for
the survival of your family or would you apathetically dismiss the
report as an isolated act of some “nuts?”

 


Wichch spurred us into cashing out all investments to
fund urgent acquisition of survival equipment and supplies.

 



CHAPTER 9 - SURVIVAL PREPARATION by
PawPaw

 


While observing world events in light of prophesy in
God’s Word, as early as 2005, I had predicted HOW the jihadists
would compel the feeble American leaders to capitulate by exploding
small “dirty bombs” in strategic cities. I shared that prediction
with numerous brothers in Christ. Most shrugged it off as fantasy.
I was convinced that the moral fiber of our government and country
had deteriorated to the point that capitulation was inevitable. I
suspected that Islamists were also convinced. That motivated me to
make preliminary preparations for the anticipated take-over by the
radical Brotherhood. Their threat of detonating a third “dirty
bomb” in Washington D C resulted in capitulation on March 11, 2015,
the most heartrending day in American history.

 


Immediately after the militant Brotherhood
obliterated Wichch, Kansas with their first “dirty bomb,” I called
an urgent family conference by cell phone to assure them that we
were acting to prepare for their survival.

 


Reasoning that the Brotherhood would disavow our
retirement assets, we cashed had them out to fund acquisition of
survival material. After Wichch, we plowed all tillable ground
before selling the tractor equipment. We sold Janis’ sedan. For
strength and endurance, I swapped our two cow ponies and saddles
for a team of large draft horses. We traveled to Indiana Amish
country on “vacation.” There, we purchased harness and horse drawn
equipment like a wagon with a hayrack, ground sled, disk,
cultivator, harrow, mowing machine, hay rake, and various plows.
Also, a hand cranked grain grinder, a large wood burning kitchen
range that contained a hot water reservoir and warming ovens, two
wood burning heaters, material to install insulated metal flues
through the roof, two clothes scrub boards, two cross-cut saws to
harvest trees, a hand cranked wood splitter, a butter churn and
other necessary items.

 


When we returned, we bought muscle powered garden
tools including seven new hoes. Janis added ten dozen pint, quart
and half-gallon glass jars in which to “can” produce. She bought a
new sixteen-quart pressure cooker to supplement the six quart that
had been a wedding present from her parents. To capture and store
“soft” rainwater for laundry and bathing, we purchased six very
expensive two hundred gallon molded fiberglass cisterns to half
bury under each gutter. I added gutters to the barn to capture rain
in two new metal 400-gallon water troughs.

 


Our creek has two continuous springs. To expand that
supply of “soft” water, we would remove soil from the creek, create
a small dam and line the pool with available rocks resulting in
reservoirs of clean water. The four-acre flood control/stock ponds
provide water for the animals, fishing and swimming. A cold stream
feeds the 100-year-old 36-foot hand-dug well. Shortly after buying
the farm, we hired a “dowser” to “witch” an underground stream that
could be penetrated by a well drill. The “dowser” marked a spot
about fifty feet from the planned new home. The driller struck a
strong stream of water at 166 feet. It filled to within ten feet of
the surface. It produced delicious pure drinking water that was
“hard”, that is, harmless minerals prevented detergent from being
efficient. After the family was safe, we built scaffolds to support
new ropes and pulleys necessary to draw water, a strenuous
undertaking.

 


Janis found a working “antique” Singer sewing machine
on E-Bay. Her winning bid was $500. In 1948, it sold for $50. The
piece-goods clerk was curious at the volume of cloth and thread she
purchased. Curiosity escalated when she paid for pairs of rubber
boots, work overalls and insulated coveralls for each member of the
family.

 


While mourning the loss of her automatic washer,
Janis bought three new number 3 washtubs. We searched the flea
markets to find two twenty-gallon iron kettles in which to heat
wash water, render hog lard and make lye soap. Sellers of those
antiques charged exorbitant prices for them plus four antique
clothing irons to be heated on the kitchen range. Shopping E-Bay
resulted in the winning bid on two pairs of hand powered hair
clippers. From an online backcountry hiker catalogue, I ordered two
radios equipped with hand-cranked chargers.

 


Our farm was not overrun with game but a small
quantity of rabbits, squirrels, quail, and deer lived there. For
protection and to harvest meat, I purchased ample ammunition and a
rifle or shotgun for each man.

 


Our 1968 home had three bedrooms, one and one/half
baths. It could not house our ten-member family. I purchased
material for later construction of additional animal shelters and
three 16’ x 16’ buildings attaching one to our home for the
granddaughters to share. Including twin bed room suites for the
girls, we acquired additional beds plus day beds for the boys in
the living room.

 


We invested in sealable containers to protect a large
supply of seed to plant much of the farm in food crops. From
survival websites, we invested in a large quantity of freeze-dried
food plus salt, coffee, tea, flour and cornmeal packaged in sealed
twenty-five pound containers.

 


At the county livestock auction, I bid on two
100-pound shoats for slaughter, four sows and artificial
insemination kits. Primary hog feed was food waste from the kitchen
known as “slop” supplemented by ten 1,500-pound plastic containers
of shelled corn.

 


Janis selected one rooster and thirty pullets that
would soon be laying eggs. They would provide the family with
sufficient protein and the vital ingredient for egg shampoo. Each
spring, some hens would be “set” on eggs to incubate chicks. When
grown, they would replace aging chickens that would be eagerly
consumed as “chickin-n-dumplins.” Young roosters were caged,
fattened and consumed as “country fried chickin.”

 


We acquired four ewes and one ram for mutton, wool
and lawn mowing.

 


A dairy farmer guaranteed that each of cow would
“give” four gallons of milk daily. I was shocked at $4,000 for each
cow plus $500 for each artificial insemination kit.

 


My favorite fruit is strawberries. Since we would
have sufficient labor to “goose” crabgrass out of the rapidly
spreading vines, we acquired plants to set three acres.

 


To supplement our small crop, I discovered that a
neighbor had “hilled out” his abundant harvest of potatoes. After
much dickering over price, we bought one thousand pounds to
“hill-out” by placing them on a bed of straw then covering with
layers of straw and soil for insulation. Surplus turnips were added
after consuming their leaves.

 


Over the Internet, I bought thirty sealed twenty-five
pound kegs of dry beans plus a large volume and variety of treated
bean seed.

 


I love peanuts. A favorite memory is shelling parched
peanuts stored in a pan on top of mother’s warming oven. I acquired
sufficient “seed” peanuts to plant three acres. At harvest time,
peanuts are plowed up, the dirt shook out by hand and the “green”
peanut laden vines stacked on a pole to cure before moving them to
the hayloft to be “picked-off” as needed.

 


Delicious candy, hand-made peanut butter and parched
peanuts would provide valuable protein.

 


To provide food for the cattle, sheep and horses, we
invested in one hundred half-ton plastic covered round bales of
high quality hay to supplement the hay that we expected to harvest
from our meadows.

 


The family met to plan evacuation to isolation on our
farm and destruction of all possessions that could identify its
location. “Essential” possessions were immediately transported to
the farm.

 


After Wichch and Wall Street “dirty“ bombs, the
threat on Washington triggered our Memphis family to immediate
escape to our farm. To prevent identification, all automobiles were
sunk into a secluded part of Greer’s Ferry Lake.

 


 


Mini-Preface - Determined to survive until discovered
by the jihadists, we were surviving in isolation on our farm.

 



CHAPTER 10 - STARVATION AVERTED FOR TWO
YEARS - HOW WE SURVIVED As told by MawMaw Janis

 


After isolating our family from the ruling
Brotherhood, hunger haunted us since we were unable to buy food
because we chose to refuse to renounce Jesus and accept their chip
under the skin of our forehead.

 


After two years our one goal remained: Survival
secluded in our family complex. Out of desperation, we were forced
to execute extensive plans for food production on our farm.

 


Beans and potatoes prepared from a wide variety of
recipes became our “staff of life.”

 


Each spring we debated the number of acres to plant.
Adverse weather could cause the edible potatoes to rot resulting in
an expanded prospect of hunger.

 


“Seed” potatoes were sliced into small pieces being
careful to retain an “eye” from which a plant would sprout.

 


In anticipation of surplus production, in late
February of the first year in isolation, we planted five acres of
“Spring” potatoes. An excellent growing season could produce a
bountiful crop which would prevent starvation.

 


“Fall” potatoes planted in June or July could not
produce bountifully due to a dryer, hotter growing season. Summers
in Arkansas are usually very hot, humid and dry. With a heat index
often exceeding 105 due to stifling humidity, grass and crops
wither from lack of rain.

 


For example: A neighbor was shooting crows who were
feasting on his corn. Leaning his double-barreled shotgun against a
fence, he went to dinner. A local shower occurred. One barrel was
empty but the other was full. At least, that is how he recalled
it.

 


Harvesting potatoes is a back-breaking chore that
employed everyone. Alan plowed them up with a middle-buster pulled
by Jack and Dollie, the team of horses. We searched through the
vines and dirt with our hands to retrieve every potato. None were
small enough to cull. We dumped full buckets on a ground slide to
transport them to a shady and well-drained knoll to be spread out
to “cure.”

 


Later, “Spring” potatoes that were not consumed by
harvest time of “Fall” potatoes were closely examined and
deteriorating ones sorted and fed to hogs.

 


After searching the dirt for every “Fall” potato, we
“hilled them out” by making a pyramid covering them with straw and
enough earth to prevent them from freezing. As needed, one end of
the “hill” would be opened to retrieve a supply quickly replacing
the insulating straw and dirt.

 


History tells about the disease-driven potato famine
in Ireland that provoked a huge migration to America. Millions died
of diseases enhanced by lack of nutrition.

 


After two years of isolation from supermarkets, we
have not starved because of John’s wise planning. We were blessed
with good spring growing seasons, which produced ample food.
Endless servings of potatoes become boring especially to our
Memphis family members who were accustomed to varied choices of
culinary fare.

 


We were challenged to create “exotic” recipes like
potato pancakes, casseroles, scalloped, salad, baked potato soup,
garlic roasted potato and sausage baked potato (at hog killin’
time).

 


Drought and lack of “natural” fertilizer reduced the
second fall harvest. When we “hilled out” the production of that
five-acre crop, it was only half of the previous year. That created
a dread of starvation which was not discussed to avoid panic.



“City” living prior to seclusion had accustomed our
taste for exotic foods like catfish, butterfly shrimp, lobster,
crab and oysters . Except for two hand-enlarged and rock-walled
springs, Double Creek only had two ponds big enough for fish to
propagate and grow. They were constructed in the 1960’s with
financial help from the U.S. Soil Conservation Service. They
totaled seven acres. They watered the livestock. The government’s
vital purpose for assisting in the building thousands of ponds
resulted in slowing runoff of major rains thus limiting flooding of
vital cropland bordering rivers.

 


We had obtained catfish, bass and crappie from the
Arkansas Game and Fish Commission to stock the ponds. During their
summer visits, our grandchildren spent many joyful hours “fishing
for their dinner.”

 


To avoid depletion of the breeding stock, Jim rigged
a seine to harvest only the larger fish. We were permitted to fish
for recreation but only prescribed sizes could be retained.

 


Fish fried in hog lard is not as tasty as fish fried
in the store-bought peanut oil but when you are especially
fish-hungry that unique taste loses its importance.

 


Daily, two Guernsey cows provided us with almost four
gallons of milk to drink, churn into butter and make cottage
cheese. Surplus milk helped fatten pigs. John has the cows on
alternating breeding cycles since mother cows “go dry,” or stop
producing milk, for a period of time prior to calving. One Hereford
cow which “gives” little milk but produces quality beef calves
completes our herd.

 


A Hereford bull who fathers only three calves each
year, has it made. Occasionally, John hitched him to an
easy-to-pull farm implement and let one of the young men drive and
goad him while preparing soil for planting.

 


The birth of three calves were staggered throughout
the year so we could anticipate eating up to 300 pounds of beef at
least three times yearly. To retard spoilage, some beef was placed
in a sealed container and placed in a cold water spring.

 


Much time elapsed between servings of fresh beef.
When a calf grew to about three hundred pounds, it was slaughtered.
Including the “beller,” every part of the animal was utilized for
something. Even the tongue was preserved for later use as flavoring
for soup or stew. The hide was converted into leather. The offal
and blood fertilized the garden.

With no electricity to power refrigeration, excess
beef was promptly “canned.” First, it was broiled until “very
rare”, sliced then packed into quart jars, broth added and placed
in a pressure cooker. Broth is created by cracking the bones to
cook out the marrow. After food freezers, many canners had been
discarded.

 


After inserting the jars, the pressure canner was
filled with cold water then placed on the wood burning cook stove.
The fire was stoked until it produced heat sufficient to raise and
maintain the internal temperature until steam was emitted. That was
maintained for about 90 minutes. Our canned beef never spoiled. It
makes excellent stew and soup.

 


Surplus venison, although not as appetizing, was
canned.

 


Prior to capitulation to the Brotherhood, John built
a hog pen. He bought two one hundred pound shoats for slaughter,
four sows and a boar. They were fed primarily with surplus milk and
waste food, known as “slop.” It was supplemented by grain that John
had stored during the week between Islam’s two “dirty bombs.”
Annual harvests extended supplies of feed grains.

 


Hogs smell awful and are dirty but they produce a
large amount of meat for the family table. At 114 days after a sow
is bred, six to ten piglets are born. They suck milk from their
mother for about six weeks when she weans them by refusing to nurse
them. By that time, she is expecting another litter. She will
produce 2.5 litters annually. Pigs were slaughtered at 75 to 125
pounds.

 


Pork became our primary source of protein.

 


“Hog-killing” was a rare experience for the city
dweller segment of our family.

 


Since they named each piglet and watched them grow,
the girls were not required to observe the slaughter/dressing
procedure. The animal was killed by crushing its brain with a
ball-peen hammer or a rifle shot between the eyes. It was
immediately transferred to a barrel of scalding water heated in the
washpot thus softened their stiff hair which was hand scraped with
a butcher knife.

 


When the hair has been removed, the hog was hung by
the back feet to be dressed. A very sharp knife opened the belly to
facilitate removal of internal organs and the offal. One of those
organs, the liver, being high in protein, is relished by many as a
special reward for their labor. To fertilize garden soil, the blood
and offal was distributed along pre-plowed furrows then
covered.

 


Lard is a by-product of fat removed from just under
the skin and from the internal organs. It was placed in an iron pot
made hot by an open fire. After the fat began to slowly boil, skin
with some fat attached was added then stirred as it boiled for
about two hours. The “skins” turn brown and rise to the top which
is a signal that most of the moisture has boiled away leaving a
creamy “Crisco” look. The lard was strained into buckets, cooled
and stored in a cool place to be used for cooking. Those skins were
consumed as “cracklins”, a tasty, chewy snack.

 


After a summer “hog-killing,” we become weary of
fresh pork at every meal. Pork that was not consumed before
spoiling was canned like beef.

 


After each “hog killin” much of the hog was hand
ground into sausage. To flavor the sausage, we grew sage and other
spices in the garden, gathered it when mature, dried and stored it
in sealed glass jars.

 


Cold prompted fall hog killing. Careful planning
resulted in numerous large hogs being ready for slaughter. When
dressed, the shoulders, hams and sides were removed and hung in the
smokehouse which the men had constructed of hand hewn logs with
clay “chinking” in the cracks. Hickory wood smoke “cured” pork
resulting in a savory treat. After being cured, the meat hung
unspoiled in the smokehouse.

 


Constantly, a herd of deer browsed our forests and
pastures. The men (me too) enjoy hunting them but taking only one
at a time for family consumption.

 


For some time after the surrender, the city girls
refused to eat “Bambi.” Eventually, they became hungry enough for
meat that they changed their minds.

 


Originally, the city girls had no taste for fried
squirrel, squirrel stew or fried rabbit. Hunger for meat finally
motivated them to join in although on a limited basis.

 


The twenty hens lorded over by “old Jack,” the
strutting rooster, provided our family with sufficient eggs for
cooking. Since chickens are short lived, each spring fertilized
eggs were accumulated in the nest of a hen who would “set” on them
until cute little chicks hatched. The city girls named each chick
as they speculated about how many eggs they would eventually
produce. Some of the chicks proved to be roosters. Soon one of was
selected, pampered and raised to replace the breeding rooster who
became stewed chicken for the dinner (noon meal) table. When six
weeks old, the other males were locked into a separate pen to be
fattened.

 


The city girls vowed to never eat any of their pet
chicks. They were especially steadfast when they witnessed John
teaching the boys how to cleanly chop their head off with an ax
then throw him down to wait for the headless body to stop flopping
around. The chicken was scalded with hot water to cause the
feathers to “turn loose” from the skin. The feathers were “picked”
until the chicken was totally naked. Next, the insides were removed
being sure to save the liver which Jim Sr. considered a special
delicacy. To enrich the soil, the insides were buried in the
garden. Next, the chicken was cut into twelve pieces that were
smaller than Kentucky Fried. They were dipped in an
egg/flour/milk/spice batter and fried to a golden brown in hog
lard. One chicken disappears from our table rapidly. Once it is on
the table, the city girls forgot the name of their pet chick.

 


When analyzed, it is amazing how many ways eggs can
be prepared. Having an ample supply nourished the family’s strength
necessary to perform hard physical labor crucial to survival in
isolation.

 


After two years of survival, we became adept at
planning and executing gardening and “truck-patching” vegetables of
many kinds. During the week between the “dirty bombs,” John
acquired every kind of seed that he could imagine would be useful.
That was a life-saving decision.

 


History tells us that New York City had much more
dysentery during the Great Depression than Boston since many New
Yorker’s refused to make beans a staple in their diet. Thus, Boston
earned the nickname “Beantown.”

 


Beans were relatively easy to farm, harvest and
store. Every spring, we planted four acres of our best soil to a
variety of beans.

 


Fresh beans were delicious but can only be enjoyed
until they mature. With four acres to harvest, most of the beans
naturally dried on the vine. Those were the most valuable since
they were simple to store for consumption all through the off
season. First was the backbreaking job of hand picking them into a
tow sack. Then, the sack was sealed and a wooden paddle used to
break the hulls and release the hard beans.

 


How to “clean” the beans? The roof on our shed was
almost flat. On a windy day, the sacks of “thrashed” beans were
placed on the roof, the sacks opened and slowly poured on to a
tarpaulin on the ground resulting in the wind blowing much of the
chaff away. Shelling was finished by hand and the cleaning process
repeated until the beans are clean and ready for storage in sealed
containers.

 


Our family enjoyed popcorn during long winter
evenings with nothing to do but read and listen to the
Brotherhood’s propaganda on the hand cranked radio.

 


Popcorn was harvested by hand after the corn dried on
the stalk. It was removed from the cob by feeding it through the
hand-cranked sheller that John acquired at a yard sale some years
ago. That process leaves a flakey chaff that is easily removed by
“blowing in the wind.”

 


“Seed” peanuts which John acquired as part of his
seed-to-be-stored-until-needed project were planted on four acres
in April. Grass and weeds were removed by hand.

 


This spring, the vines were stunted by the drought.
When John plowed them up, so few had matured into edible peanuts
that we abandoned them to the cows who needed every bit of food of
any kind to survive.

 


To provide food for the cattle and horses, John had
originally purchased one hundred 1,500-pound plastic covered round
bales of high quality hay to supplement hay that we hand harvested
from our established meadows. Big bales deteriorate little although
stored outside.

 


After two years, that hay was consumed. We harvested
insufficient hay from our meadows by a horse drawn mowing machine
followed by loading, hauling and storing it loose. It was
insufficient to maintain the livestock.

 


Between the “dirty bombs” that were exploded in
Kansas and New York, John spent most of our savings hoarding food
stuffs necessary for survival. Especially valuable was the large
cache of freeze-dried food bought from the Texas firm that
furnishes it to poverty stricken countries. Thankfully, hardly any
of it has been consumed. Now, we are drawing from that supply
almost daily.

 


Salt was essential as was granulated sugar. On the
Internet, John had ordered salt and sugar sealed in fiberglass
barrels. After two years, the sugar is gone as is most of the salt.
We have survived in our isolated compound much longer than
anticipated. Lack of salt is most crucial since it is the basic
ingredient used to preserve hams and bacon.

 


John had provided two avenues of help with the
sweetening problem. Part of our savings was invested in10 occupied
bee hives that provided a steady source of sweetening that does not
spoil without refrigeration.

 


Included in the seed purchases was an ample supply of
sorghum seed. When sorghum cane is harvested, grain heads are
severed to ripen and provide seed to plant next season along with
grain for the animals.

 


The second spring, we planted our usual five acres of
sorghum. What a waste of grain. Since it is a cousin of corn, the
results were similar. We cut a few of the scrawny stalks then
turned the squeezer until we verified the non-existence of
sufficient juice to go to the trouble of cutting the cane. The farm
animals ate everything possible.

 


Honey that could be used to sweeten some food was
available from our hives plus rare hollow trees in our woodlot. It
was the only sweetener that we had left.

 


Many bees died after being infected by a virus that
killed bees by the millions nationwide. Brotherhood radio reported
that production on more than one million acres of California fruit
and vegetables was vastly reduced for lack of bees to pollinate the
blossoms. Winter will not be a “sweet” time.

 


Starvation seems imminent unless we receive
much-needed rain.

 


Jimmy and Alan have requested permission to try to
steal foodstuffs from homes in the area that are occupied by
Brotherhood sympathizers. Once all of the animals and freeze-dried
food are consumed, that will be our only opportunity for
survival.

 


Will we starve? How long before the Brotherhood
discovers and executes us? The fear, worry and tension builds.
Emotions explode more frequently from our dire situation.

 


 


Mini-Preface - I worked hard on our farm until
college where I found Angela, my wife for life, and a good job at
Global. Two children made our life ideal until “dirty bombs”
panicked our leaders into capitulation.

 



CHAPTER 11 - JOHN JR’S STORY

 


I was born during the history-altering race movement
and Viet Nam war protest riots. My limited knowledge of that time
comes from history class, constantly repeated accounts by the media
and Daddy’s stories. Each were diverse versions.

 


Obviously, those events fostered an atmosphere of
“tolerance.” One consequence was the assimilation of fanatical
adherents to Islamic jihad into the mainstream of America.

 


Daddy excitedly told of his experience in Washington
D. C. during the “March on Washington” led by Martin Luther King,
Jr. He accompanied a delegation that testified for a farm bill
before a Senate Committee.

 


An extraordinary component of that story revolved
around a taxi ride from the Capitol to their hotel on Embassy row.
Accompanied by three other farmers, they had called on the
Congressman from White County, Wilbur D. Mills, since all new
spending legislation had to be approved by the House Ways and Means
Committee of which he was long time chairman. Most people
considered him to be the second most powerful man in Washington
behind President Lyndon Johnson who came to power after the
assassination of President John F. Kennedy. Daddy thinks that Vice
President Johnson had Kennedy assassinated since that was the only
way he would ever be president.

 


After testifying before the Senate Committee, the
delegation entered a stretch taxi. Sitting next to the driver,
Daddy asked him to drive them by the Mall to witness firsthand the
activities of the huge crowd. The taxi driver stopped, opened
Daddy’s door and ordered him from his taxi exclaiming that anyone
who wanted to do that was insane. The delegation finally convinced
the cabby that they would sit Daddy between them and maintain
control over him. He finally agreed to deliver all of them to the
hotel.

 


During my formative years, we attended every church
service possible. The unwritten law was that we did not play ball,
go swimming or do other “fun” things during church service
times.

 


My Sunday School teacher seemed to enjoy scaring
little kids by repeatedly telling us that we were so bad that we
were bound for Hell. Then, she would vividly describe Hell. Never
once can I remember her talking about God’s love for us that He
demonstrated by sacrificing His Son.

 


When I was only six, she was very animated in her
description of Hell telling us over and over that we might die in a
car wreck and go straight to Hell. I shivered with fear at the end
of each class.

 


A visiting evangelist preached on, you guessed it,
Hell. He had attached four light bulbs mounted on a board sitting
on the front of the pulpit. He asked for total darkness as he
preached, “When the Lights go out on the Road to Hell.” As he
described my road to Hell, he turned off one light then another
then another until only one dim bulb remained. While yelling that I
was a going-to-Hell-Jesus-rejecter unless I repented and trusted
Jesus, he turned off that last light leaving the church in pitch
darkness. It was so quite that you could hear people breathing.
Overwhelming fear drove me to react to his invitation to come down
the aisle and join the church.

 


I assumed that getting baptized would alleviate my
fear. It falsely relieved my fear but did NOT save my soul since
this scared little kid had not trusted Jesus.

 


Our isolated farm home was so lonely. Playmates were
miles away. Little League was 15 miles distant. Occasionally, Daddy
would play “catch” with me. I longed to play organized baseball. If
only I had the opportunity, I dreamed of becoming a
big-leaguer.

 


When I was 10, a family moved to a farm that was only
one-half mile away. While living in Ft. Smith, their 13-year son,
Wilbert, had been a Little League all-star. For lack of a playmate,
he condescended to playing with that “little kid” down the
road.

 


“Will,” who threatened to “whup” me if I called him
Wilbert, decided that I had baseball talent. He began putting me
through fielding drills. We took baseball equipment to school where
we continued “baseball school” as Will named his mentoring. Soon,
other nine and ten year old boys joined in.

 


Will was nearing the age that forced him to play in
an older league. His parents were busy with their factory jobs and
farm chores that prevented transporting Will to practices. That
caused Will to rebel, something that I had never witnessed
firsthand. He debarked the school bus at our farm to spend time
“making a ball player” out of me. Will’s parents recognized his
frustration. They expressed delight that he was helping “a deprived
country kid” with his baseball skills.

 


All through that winter, Will tutored my classmates
plus one very talented girl. She bruised our self-images but our
desire to play exceeded our male egos.

 


On March 1, Will announced that he and his father
were forming a “Country League” team that would challenge the
“city” teams to scrimmage us. His father was employed with some of
their coaches who agreed to bring their team to our country school
to “stomp” us. Their snappy uniforms contrasted with our gray
sweatshirts and jeans. At least, we were dressed alike.

 


Will was the primary coach but his experienced father
would often arrive from work before the game ended.

 


Will communicated well with every team member
especially Sallie Anne, that “old girl” who played like a fourteen
year old boy.



Our weakness was pitching. The first game ended with
a score of 18 to 3. Guess who lost? The second score was 12 to 5.
Guess who pitched. That girl!!!

 


Will constantly drilled us on bunting under the
theory that if we could bunt on base that our team speed would help
us score as we learned hitting. Will’s tutoring helped me to become
the best bunter especially since I could run faster than any
teammate except “that girl.”

 


We made rapid progress. By Little League opening day,
the city teams were winning but only by two or three runs since
three of our pitchers had progressed, especially that “old
girl.”

 


When the little league season started, we continued
competing against each other by playing “work-up.” Each of the
thirteen-team members would leave the field to bat. With constant
practice time, the subs gained valuable experience and proficiency.
To our parents, we asserted that we were developing into a very
competitive baseball team.

 


Daddy’s co-workers who coached Little League agreed
to a post season game. Guess which team was first? The champion!!
It seemed that every rural parent, grandparent, teacher, uncle,
aunt and cousin attended.

 


Sallie Anne, that “old girl,” was our starting and
ending pitcher. By the third inning, the “city” coach was
challenging her age of 12. Her mother produced her birth
certificate. She struck out two but only pitched to twenty-six in a
seven-inning game. Her wicked curve resulted in ground balls that
our team fielded with only two costly errors, which resulted in
their one run.

 


Their pitcher was striking us out with a blazing
fastball that we had never experienced. During my first at-bat, I
hit a foul that drew cheers from our fans. Before my third at-bat,
Will changed his signs from “hit” to “bunt.” My friend Jack laid a
perfect bunt down the first base line. The pitcher overthrew first.
Will yelled, “Get a hit. Bring Jack home.” But, he was giving me
the bunt signal!! I bunted toward shortstop. The pitcher hit Jack
as he “slud” into third. The ball careened into no-mans-land behind
third. Jack ran home and I “slud” safely into second. Our next
hitter was “that old girl.” She faked a bunt on the first pitch.
The infield moved closer. Their pitcher chose to throw a change-up,
which she promptly dispatched over the left field fence to the wild
cheers of everyone in the stands including the city team’s fans.
The final score was 3 to 2. We WON!!!

 


We were unaware that the city newspaper had assigned
a reporter to write about the “scrimmage” between the inexperienced
“country” team and the Little League champions. He published photos
of the team and of Will and Sallie Anne along with a play-by-play
report of that winning inning.

 


Our only fear was that other teams would refuse to
play us since we beat the champions. Instead, they wanted to beat
the “country” team that had defeated the champions. Their
unofficial “second season” resulted in six wins to our four. We won
FOUR more than they thought possible.

 


I felt constrained from being considered as “one of
the gang” who was free to do what “every one else was doing.” Over
time, remarks by my “friends” at school motivated me to resent
being “drug” to church.

 


Although I dissented in my mind, I did not contest
Daddy’s rules since chastisement achieved the desired result,
obedience.

 


God’s Holy Spirit initiated the process of convicting
my spirit that I was NOT really a child of God, or saved. He would
not let me rest although satan reminded me, “Don’t worry about it.
You are a good boy. You are a baptized church member. Your parents
are good church-going people.” I listened to him.

 


Conviction continued all of that summer. I could not
concentrate. I was obnoxious. My parents were impatient with me
until mother began to ask questions that revealed my miserable
condition.

 


I had ignored thousands of Sunday school lessons,
readings from God’s Word and powerful sermons preached by
uneducated but persuasive God called preachers. All of that was
taken away by Satan as he crowded my mind with every worldly
thought that it had the capacity to entertain. That is, until one
night in my 13th year. Daddy took me to the brush arbor prayer
meeting during the second week of a protracted “preachin’ meetin’”
at my future wife’s church. I was stunned to hear my name repeated
over and over as God’s children fervently prayed for each lost,
Hell bound Sinner. After that disturbing experience, I tried to
slip away and hide but Daddy ushered me into the church house and
sat me next to him. During the sermon, he uncharacteristically sat
with his eyes closed. His lips wiggled occasionally but I heard no
sound. Later, I learned the he was making an impassioned plea to
God to send His Holy Spirit to convict me of choosing to reject
Jesus’ love gift of salvation.

 


On Friday night of that revival, the evangelist chose
Luke 16 for his text. In it, Jesus told about two men that died.
One went to paradise and the other to Hell. The one in Hell begged
the people in paradise for only one drop of water crying out, “I am
tormented in this flame.” Jesus continued by telling about how the
man in Hell prayed that someone would go tell his brothers to avoid
the torment of Hell.

 


I began to visualize myself in Hell with that lost
man. God’s Holy Spirit had my attention but Satan reminded me that
I was young with plenty of time to choose Jesus. He reminded me
that I was a baptized church member that would be embarrassed if I
admitted that I was lost. He reminded me about how much “fun” I
would miss by trying to act Christ-like like my saved parents and
friends.

 


The next day, Daddy assigned me to feed hay to the
animals. With pitchfork in hand, I began climbing the ladder to the
barn loft. Almost to the top, the pitchfork slipped from my hand.
As I grabbed for it, my other hand slipped. I hit the ground with a
thud just inches from the handle that had stuck in the manure with
the sharp spines pointing up. I had nearly been impaled!

 


On Saturday night, the preacher told of Jesus’
sacrifice for ME and that trusting/believing in Him, as Jesus
defined in John 3:18, was all that was required of me. I prayed the
prayer that I had read in Luke 18:13, “God be merciful to me a
sinner.” The load of fear and guilt lifted immediately and
completely. I became a truly born-again child of God like Jesus
clearly defined in John 3.

 


That experience remains crystal clear until this day.
Every time I study God’s Word, I am reassured that I AM His child.
What a difference that day made in my life. From that time, I
enjoyed restful sleep enhanced by pleasant dreams of going to God’s
Heaven.

 


When I exerted myself, I could make straight “A’s.”
Hard work earned a scholarship to Arkansas State University. I
continued earning high marks. I majored in computer science with a
second major in business administration.

 


Most young men and women search for a soul mate. Many
marry their high school sweetheart or find that “perfect” mate at
college.

 


I met Angela, a part time employee of the ASU Book
Store. I was attracted by her flashing eyes and her wonderful sense
of humor not to mention a “knockout” figure. I soon learned that
she had trusted Jesus as her personal Savior at an early age so she
would not permit any “hanky-panky.” My raging hormones was deterred
by her “I am a child of God” testimony.

 


I utilized every excuse that I could think of to shop
for “something” at the bookstore. Finally, she agreed to let me
walk her to the dorm after the 9 p.m. closing. Until she knew me
better, she refused permission to hold her hand.

 


After that first time, I made it a point to be in the
bookstore before nine. Most of the time, Angela would permit me to
walk with her. Shortly, she permitted me to hold her hand and carry
the books that she studied during lulls.

 


Angela had arranged for her night off to coincide
with the prayer meeting at the Baptist Student Union. We met there
to fellowship and pray with older students who became effective
mentors to us “country” freshmen.

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/5349
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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