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PROLOGUE

This book completes the story of my ﬁrst book, Tough
Shit Eliot, which is a ﬁctional story of American political
oppression and subsequent revolution, where the characters
come of age and mature into the men and women in this
book. The story unfolds historically and encompasses
all the fantastic wonderful ideas of American liberty and
freedom and is described with the same comic reverence
used by my father, a World War II combat veteran, which
I learned growing up when he would sing all the funny
silly anecdotes with his friends to forget the horror they
saw. I hope you enjoy this story and ﬁnd the funny side of
describing war as the only way to stomach it.

ix

1
Meeting Richard Stands

R

ichard Stands stood for something. He stood for all
that was decent and pure about America. He stood
for things like Mom and apple pie, like Boy Scouts
and puppy dog tails, and like tall white church steeples
on snowy white Christmas mornings. Richard Stands was
like most men in America. He was ready and willing to
do his duty and serve God and country, to take on the
responsibilities of manhood and serve his wife and family.
He was ready and willing to lay down his life if need be,
like the POW ﬂag that says, “All gave some, some gave all.”
Richard Stands stood six foot tall. He sported a curly
moustache and long sideburns. His clothes were modest,
neat, and clean. Normally he wore blue jeans held up by
suspenders that hung from his broad shoulders. Most of the
time, he smiled and chuckled a lot. Some said that they never
knew a man like him who always seemed to be laughing.
Others commented that when Richard Stands entered a
room, he made the atmosphere turn joyfully positive, and
he emitted a sense of extreme conﬁdence. They said he had
a lot of common sense. Richard Stands was well respected
around town and around the county.
1
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Richard Stands grew up in a historic town along the
east coast of the United States. His father was a Presbyterian
minister and raised him with all the Puritan ethics and
beliefs of that religion. Richard Stands worked hard all his
life and became extremely well to do. On June 14, 1985,
he married Ima Flagg, his childhood sweetheart who was a
beautiful girl from Morristown, New Jersey, and he began a
life ﬁlled with glory, pride, and honor.
Years later, it was pretty much known that the mere
presence of Richard Stands affected the lives of almost every
American. The very mention of his name inspired others to
do great deeds. And it was known by everyone that Richard
Stands changed the course of American history. Richard
Stands became one of the greatest Americans who had ever
lived. He was as great as John Adams who once said, “There
is no greater falsehood as modern history.”
Before Richard Stands married Ima Flagg, he used to love
to re-enact the American Civil War. He found great pleasure
in dressing up in his blue wool jacket with light blue pants
and square-tipped shoes. He kept wearing his suspenders,
but now he hung white bandoliers and canteens from his
broad shoulders. Tin drinking cups tinkled from his side
as he marched down dusty sunken roads, and he always
cocked his blue Yankee infantry cap slightly to the right. He
shouldered a .58 caliber cap and ball musket that he always
loved to ﬁre as he imagined what it would be like standing
face-to-face with the rebels on top of Cemetery Ridge in
Gettysburg or on the Sunken Road at Antietam.
Richard Stands imagined the Civil War as righteous
and glorious; that the war was fought bravely with the two
opposing capital cities right smack on the front line. That is
where he believed all politicians should be--on the front lines.
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After all, it is the politicians who start the wars, so why not
have them out front like Washington, D.C., and Richmond,
Virginia, were during the Great American Civil War?
But one day Ima Flagg reminded Richard Stands what
John Adams had said. The falsehood of modern history,
in this case, is that today Americans think the Civil War
was glorious and righteous. They believed, like Richard
Stands, that there was great honor, chivalry, and bravery
in marching off to war to save the Union and free the
slaves. But truthfully, back then, Americans hated the Civil
War. There was nothing glorious about it. It was bitter and
bloody, and Americans slaughtered each other wholesale.
Major manufacturers invented new weapons to add to the
slaughter, and draft riots engulfed the city of New York.
Almost every American family felt the sting of battle and
the loss of a family member. Eventually Richard Stands
hung up his blue wool suit, white canteen, and bandolier.
His musket never rang out again, and it collected dust in his
closet. Ima Flagg was right. The inevitable fact remained that
in modern America, the politicians were not on the front
lines of America’s newest war. Instead, they were knee deep
in a political quagmire, hidden in the lush carpeted halls
of Congress, scheming and voting on legislation that would
once again send American soldiers to foreign soil, to do
the bidding of corporate America. It seemed that America
had forgotten all the harsh lessons of the Civil War. That
made Richard Stands stark raving mad. He unfurled his
new beliefs and ﬂew into action.
It wasn’t an entirely new belief that Richard Stands now
practiced. It was really an old American belief. The belief
was simply that all Americans have the right to question
authority and ask ‘why are we doing this’ and ‘is this the
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way it’s going to be.’ Richard Stands understood that in
America the majority opinion would make any policy into
law and that, once any issue is thoroughly discussed and
debated, the honorably elected ofﬁcials would vote as true
representatives of the people. Word would become law,
and policy would become action. But his belief was new,
because although he always knew he had these rights and
privileges as an American citizen, he ﬁnally acted on them.
So Richards Stands charged up the courthouse stairs the
next morning to ask the Supreme Court of the United
States why they had ruled that it is legal to burn the ﬂag of
the United States in protest. In 1989, Richard Stands ﬁnally
felt like he was standing tall.
In those years, and the years that followed, Richard Stands
would question authority almost daily. By the beginning of
2001, he witnessed a decade of economic prosperity and
foreign diplomatic resolutions. Richard Stands was able
to support the Sons of the American Legion Citizens Flag
Alliance and in 1994 he petitioned the Supreme Court
to reverse its decision. Although Richard Stands lost the
argument, he respected the freedom of debate and the
freedom of speech in which the majority opinion arrived.
He admired the greatness of the First Amendment to the
United States Constitution and reveled in the fact that he
was a citizen of the greatest country in the world, and that
he had the liberty and freedom to say what he believed
and worship as he believed without fear of persecution.
So why, Richard Stands asked one day, are there foreign
troops training at our military bases? Once again Richard
Stands charged up marble stone steps to ask the Congress
of the United States ‘Why do I see German troops eating
breakfast burritos in Alamogordo, New Mexico, right next
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to Holloman Air Force base and the United States Army’s
Fort Bliss?’
Richard Stands was shocked to ﬁnd out as he entered the
hallowed halls of Congress that he would not be allowed to
speak to the Congress or his representative or senator, and
that he would have to ask his question by ﬁling paperwork
at the newly formed congressional ofﬁce Government in
Action or the GIA.
Richard Stands was burning mad as he waited hours in
line to ﬁll out the paperwork that would enable him to ask
his question. His blood was boiling, almost spurting out of
the top of his head like sparklers on the Fourth of July, by
the time he ﬁnally ﬁlled out the thirteen-page questionnaire
only to be told by the clerk that someone would reply to his
question within ﬁfty days. Years later, he couldn’t believe
that the government he loved so dearly could be so lame as
to create a bureaucracy so thick in red tape that it allowed
itself to be secretly attacked by soldiers it previously trained.
Or in the case of World War II, a nation it used to sell scrap
metal to so it could shoot our own boys dead. He couldn’t
believe nobody ever questioned why the United States
government was training the military of our once sworn
enemies and allowing them access to our best weapons
and aircraft. It didn’t seem logical to Richard Stands. His
heart ﬂuttered as he thought that maybe America wasn’t a
true democracy at all, and that the once glorious Civil War
changed America into a republic so far removed from the
common citizen and run by government ofﬁces like the
GIA. Government inaction, Richard Stands thought, I am
going to have to do something about this.
Fifty days came and went as each correspondence told
Richard Stands that the GIA ofﬁce was still investigating
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his complaint and that they would answer his question as
soon as they knew all the facts. And then September 11,
2001, rolled around, and Richard Stands witnessed those
events in horror with the rest of America. By now Richard
and Ima lived in Albuquerque, New Mexico, but because
they both grew up back east, they knew a family nearby
that was crushed that day. They were eating breakfast and
watching Good Morning America when the news came on.
That day an old volunteer ﬁre company buddy of theirs
lost his wife and son on American Flight #11 as it plowed
into the World Trade Center. Richard Stands and Ima Flagg
knew they would have to visit their old friend, Eliot Stearns
Thomas, as soon as they could. They would try to console
and comfort him as they helped bury his wife, Tina, and
son, Evan.
Soon after the funerals of Richard Stands’ friends in
the northern New Mexico town of Bernal, Richard and Ima
returned to Albuquerque with hearts feeling low, like they
were ﬂying at half-mast. Ima told Richard that the United
States would soon be at war again, and that once again
American troops would be in combat somewhere around the
world. Richard Stands felt proud and patriotic. He started
handing out ﬂag pins and yellow ribbons. He supported all
the fund-raising activities at the local American Legion Post
in an effort to raise money for veterans who would soon be
spending all their time at the VA hospital. He marched in
Memorial Day and Fourth of July parades, and he sold red
poppies. He was seen all around town proudly waving to
the citizens who honked their car horns when they drove
by. Meanwhile, the mighty United States military, on a
revengeful crusade, was engaged in and winning stunning
victories in Afghanistan and Iraq. The world was in shock
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and awe at how quickly Iraq was invaded, and how efﬁciently
their government was toppled. Justice was handed out with
the end of a rope, and the war seemed won.
Ima Flagg admitted years later that she never saw it
coming. She never saw that the Iraqi War would deteriorate
into the wildﬁre of democracy, into the heated question of
which form of government shall prevail, into the similar
bloodbath that our own country took four score and
seven years after the Declaration of Independence. Indeed,
Richard Stands never foresaw the huge political differences
of the common United States citizen start to divide the
country and bring it to the verge of perhaps a third war of
independence or another so-called glorious civil war. But
when Governor Billy Littlebitsilly of New Mexico personally
presented the Congress of the United States, New Mexico’s
Letter of Secession, Richard Stands truly believed that the
world turned upside down. He knew that once again he
would charge up a hill to ask the inevitable question ‘Why
do I pledge allegiance to the ﬂag of the United States of
America, and to the Republic, for which it stands, one
nation, under God, with liberty and justice for all?’
Before long, Richard Stands and Ima Flagg started to
grow apart as the political mood of the country seemed to
tear and gnaw at the patriotic soul of every citizen. They had
been married in a small community church in Brookside,
New Jersey, that had a tall white steeple and ﬂagstone steps
that led up to massive white wooden doors surrounded by
white Ionic pillars. The thick red carpet inside the church
led straight from the entrance, directly to the altar, and
past rows of white wooden pews with polished, stained
wooden arms and back rests. The marriage ceremony was
simple, strict, and Protestant. Ima took the name of her
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husband like most modern women do: with a hyphen.
When introduced at various functions, Ima Flagg-Stands
usually drew loud claps that desperately tried to cover up
snickers and laughter. Ima always thought the audience was
smiling at her tremendous good looks, and all the men in
the audience were making sexual innuendo jokes like little
boys do. But ﬁnally one day, Richard Stands explained it
to her, and she stormed out of the room. What an idiot
I’ve been, thought Ima, what a complete fool, how could I
have been so mistaken? Men are real assholes. Nonetheless,
Ima tried to be a good wife. But when civil war struck
New Mexico, Ima wanted to go home. She never adjusted
to the Land of Enchantment as Richard Stands did, and she
never felt quite at home there especially when everyone was
critizing the USA and wanted to seceed. Ima only wanted
to return east to her home state, one of the original thirteen
colonies, where her ancestors lived, and become once again
simply Ima Flagg. There she knew she would always be safe,
and no one would laugh at her anymore.
But Richard Stands heard the beat of a different drum.
When he saw the Iraqi war escalate, and saw the United
States turn into a country of fear, suspicion, and mistrust,
Richard Stands once again took a course of action. When
the German Army, who had been stationed in Alamogordo,
arrived in Santa Fe to arrest the New Mexico state senators
and representatives, Richard Stands became very concerned.
He knew that because the mighty United States military
was engaged in various wars around the world, and
German troops had to be used, it was his duty to explain
to the Germans the rights of every American citizen. He
approached the German colonel to ask them to leave the
state government intact as diplomatic representatives to the
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United States government and not harm any citizen. But
he only arrived in time to hear the command to ﬁre. As
the occupying German Army massacred the legislature of
New Mexico, Richard Stands’ resolve turned into deﬁance.
He stared at the German colonel and yelled, “You haven’t
seen the last of me, you murdering bastards!” The German
colonel smiled back and waved him off.
Outraged, Richard Stands ﬁlled out the thirteen-page
Government in Action form, asking why the United States
used German troops to quell the uprising in New Mexico
instead of New Mexico National Guard troops. Fifty days
later Richard Stands received a reply from the GIA, and it
said this:
Dear Richard Stands,
The Government in Action ofﬁce cannot process your request
because you have not signed the form on page 13 next to the
box showing your social security number and date of birth.
Please sign the form where indicated and return to us at your
earliest convenience. Thank you for your prompt assistance in
this matter.
Richard Stands read the letter, and his heart ﬂuttered.
Do you believe these guys? he thought. The entire legislature
of New Mexico had been shot down like dogs, and all the
Government in Action ofﬁce was worried about was that
there was no signature on his request. “More bureaucratic
red tape,” Richard Stands yelled. What is this nation coming
to? he thought.
The next day Richard Stands drove to the town of
Bernal to see his old ﬁreman buddy, Eliot Stearns Thomas.
He wanted to voice his concerns to a man of reason. Perhaps
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there was something they could do. Richard Stands felt like
his country was coming apart at the seams. He felt like
the common red, white, and blue Americans were being
mislead and were heading for some serious trouble. It wasn’t
economic trouble Richard Stands was worried about. He
had withstood that many times before. It was the kind of
trouble men ﬁght and die for. It was the kind of trouble that
would break his heart.
When Richard Stands arrived at Eliot’s house, he saw
Eliot loading camping gear in the back of his pickup truck.
He asked Eliot where he was going, and Eliot looked up and
said, “Nobody wanted war, but if they can come into our
capital and execute us without trial, then war it will be!”
Richard Stand froze in his tracks. He had known Eliot
to be a man of peace and reason. Now he sensed a ferocity
and hatred emanating from his old friend.
“I have a new axiom to live by,” Eliot explained to Richard
Stands, “trust no one, expect nothing.” Eliot smiled as he
said it while he ﬁnished loading his truck. “I’m heading for
the hills, my friend. I’ve been called to a special meeting of
our new provisional government. This is not merely a war.
This is a revolution!”
Richard Stands stood erect and strong. He listened to
his old friend’s words and forgot all about his frustration
with the Government in Action ofﬁce. He couldn’t believe
his eyes and ears. He was watching his old friend, a man
of peace and reason, shake his hand goodbye, and jump in
his truck to go off to war. My God, Richard Stands thought,
here we go again.
Richard Stands watched Eliot as he hurriedly drove out
the driveway. The pickup truck crunched the gravel in the
driveway as Eliot sped away. Richard Stands stared at Eliot’s
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determined face as if he was responding to a lonely ﬁre
siren moaning across distant hills, alerting the countryside
to a wildﬁre that would soon sweep across New Mexico. He
thought back to the time when he and Eliot were in Boy
Scouts together, and they were hiking through a foot of
freshly fallen snow on their way to a winter campground at
the base of Buttermilk Falls, along the west branch of the
Raritan River, deep in the wooded hollows of the Watchung
Mountains. Richard Stands thought at that moment that
Eliot was being extremely brave, and as they say ‘had a lot
of balls,’ so he began singing the old Boy Scout marching
song sung to the tune of “Turkey in the haystack” to himself
as Eliot sped away. Here is how it went:
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