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Dedication

To President Donald J. Trump, the man who shows us every day how to love; serve; and fight, fight, fight for America
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Epigraph
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Oh, it’s home again and home again, America  for me!

I want a ship that’s westward bound to plough the rolling sea,

 To the blessed land of Room Enough beyond the ocean bars,

Where the air is full of sunlight and the flag is full of stars.

—Henry Van Dyke,  “America For Me”



[image: A photo of a boy in a boat on a lake, with two other boats visible in the background. The boy is wearing a blue American colonial costume, along with a white wig. An American flag is on the end of the boat, behind the boy. The boy is pointing, and a small, light-colored dog is at the boy’s knees, looking out over the side.]
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Foreword

Charlie never got to see America turn 250, and some days that thought still settles heavy in my heart. He would have loved it because he loved the visible reminders of who we are as a country. He believed America was meant to be seen and celebrated out loud, not quietly tucked away or spoken of with hesitation. Whether that’s historical statues that told stories without needing to explain themselves, neighborhoods dressed for Memorial Day, flags waving from porches, or fireworks stretching across the sky on the Fourth of July. In our home, that love often showed up through football: Autumn weekends built around kickoff times. The Chicago Bears on the screen, win or lose, because loyalty mattered more than outcomes. The Oregon Ducks charging onto the field in a sea of green and yellow. Charlie loved the pageantry of it all, the fight songs, the traditions, the way sports gathered people around something shared and enduring.

In an ironic way, to some extent, football was never just a game to Charlie, especially when he was playing in high school. It was symbolism for America at play. It was a form of community, discipline, teamwork, and hope renewed every season. It was one of the many ways Charlie saw young people learning what it meant to belong and to carry something bigger than themselves. It was the same reason he loved college campuses and spirited debate. He believed young people needed places where thoughts and ideas could be shaped and purpose could take root and create a space where that open dialogue could be on full display.

That belief was why he cared so deeply about the next generation, the courageous generation.

So many young people today have been raised under a quiet weight, taught to feel embarrassed instead of thankful for being an American. They’ve been handed fragments of their country’s story, stripped of context and hope. And unfortunately, they’ve seen more things torn down than built up, more apologies than celebrations. They’re told the American story and dream is diluted, or, worse, that it was never worth telling at all.

Charlie knew that wasn’t true. He understood that the powerful and heroic stories about this nation, especially during its founding, shape hearts, and that when a nation forgets its story, it eventually forgets itself. America is not perfect, but my goodness, is she remarkable. She proved that freedom could be entrusted to ordinary people, that millions could govern themselves without a king, and that faith and liberty were not enemies but partners. At her best, America showed the world that true freedom flourishes when it is rooted in responsibility, humility, and reverence for God.

That is the America Charlie loved and spent his life defending. He didn’t just speak about freedom; he lived it. Charlie understood that deeply, which is why he poured his life into young people. He knew the ideas shaping them would shape the nation, and he knew losing one generation could cost everything. Even when it was exhausting, even when he was mocked or misunderstood, he showed up again and again, campus after campus, knowing that truth would always withstand scrutiny.

Charlie traveled the world and saw extraordinary places, but nothing ever compared to home. From rocky coastlines to wide open plains, from deserts to wilderness, and all of the National Parks in between, he loved this land. When Charlie returned from abroad, he would always say how blessed we are to live in this great nation. America is great not because she is perfect, but because she is good, and that goodness is a gift of God’s grace. And the American experiment survives only if each generation chooses to pass it on, alive and intact.



So, as America celebrates her 250th year, may we pause with grateful hearts and steady our gaze on the Giver of every good gift. May we ask the Lord, with humility, to continue His mercy over this land, to guide our leaders, to guard our people, and to turn our hearts back toward what is true, good, and beautiful. May we never forget how richly we have been blessed, and may the promise entrusted to us not fade with time, but be tended carefully and passed on, brighter and stronger, to those who come after us.

For Charlie. For our children. For the generations yet to come.

—Erika Kirk

[image: A frame from FOX & Friends Weekend showing Charlie Hurt, Rachel Campos-Duffy, and Charlie Kirk seated on a white couch in the Fox News studio. Charlie Hurt is in a dark suit and Charlie Kirk is in a blue suit, while Rachel is in a yellow dress. Rachel has her left arm around Charlie Kirk. On the chyron is written, “How farms can help make MAHA more accessible.”]
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Introduction

[image: A photo of the old courthouse in St. Louis, Missouri, with a pink, flowering tree in front of it. The St. Louis Arch is visible in the background.]
It’s easy to forget just how dangerous it was for our founding fathers to defy the English monarchy and establish a new government based on freedom and self-governance. It was high treason—punishable by death. By signing the Declaration of Independence, the fifty-six Americans who signed it pledged their lives, their fortunes, and their sacred honor. Nine signers died of wounds during the Revolutionary War. Five were captured or imprisoned. Wives and children were killed, jailed, mistreated, or left penniless. Twelve signers’ houses were burned to the ground. Seventeen lost everything they owned. Not one defected.

For nearly all of American history, the sacrifice of the founders has been a point of national pride and unity. Lately, however, a new narrative of American shame has sprung up. Plymouth Rock vandalized. Statues of George Washington and Abe Lincoln torn down or splattered with red paint. Our original Constitution and Declaration of Independence slapped with “Harmful Language Alerts” by our own National Archives. Quintessential American holidays, like Thanksgiving and the Fourth of July, marred by insistences that America is a racist, colonialist, and even genocidal country.

It’s no wonder that a 2025 Gallup poll1 revealed that a record low number of American adults said they were “extremely” or “very” proud to be American. Only about four in ten Gen Z adults expressed a high level of pride in being American. Many of today’s progressives insist that the only thing that makes America great is our so-called “diversity.” So according to them, what makes us great and strong are all the things we don’t have in common. But that’s not what the founders thought.

The Latin phrase E Pluribus unum, translated to “Out of many, one,” was selected for placement on the Great Seal of the United States by a committee made up of Benjamin Franklin, Thomas Jefferson, and John Adams. The phrase was symbolic of our federalist system, which forged a united republic out of disparate states. In other words, it was a celebration of America as a cohesive whole rather than the celebration of differences. E Pluribus unum was the unofficial motto of America until 1956, when Congress formalized “In God we trust” as the official motto. This is another phrase symbolizing something we share as Americans: a Christian heritage. The Mayflower Compact of 1620—America’s earliest foundational covenant of self-government—explicitly declared its purpose “for the Glory of God, and Advancement of the Christian Faith,” establishing a biblical pattern of covenant-keeping that later shaped the Declaration of Independence and Constitution. Natural law, inalienable rights granted by a Creator, and the fallen nature of man requiring checks and balances are all biblically inspired principles in our founding documents. This is why John Adams famously said, “Our Constitution was made only for a moral and religious people. It is wholly inadequate to the government of any other.”

As America celebrates her 250th birthday, it wouldn’t be unfair to say that we’re facing an identity crisis, especially as Americans have sadly become more secular. What I hope this book accomplishes is simple enough to say, but harder to achieve: I want you to know America—truly know America—her glorious landscape, regional customs and celebrations, and her amazing people. Each chapter begins with me introducing you to a patriotic member of my Fox family. Then, in their own words, they share their very personal stories of what America means to them and why they’re so proud to be a citizen of this great nation.

My hope is that this collection reminds us of who we are. We are the descendants of conquistadors, pilgrims, rebels, freedom-loving revolutionaries, Indian chiefs, pioneers, outlaws, emancipated slaves, missionaries, and rugged cowboys. Ultimately, I want this book to give you a clearer sense of our shared character, shattering once and for all the identity crisis that grips the nation. As we mark our 250th anniversary, may these stories serve as a celebration—of the people, the resilience, and the spirit that have made us the greatest nation in human history on the face of the Earth.

[image: A photo of the Duffy family standing in front of glass doors. On the floor, the seal of the United States Department of Transportation is visible.]







Part I

Land That I Love

[image: A black and white photo of the Horseshoe Bend, where the Colorado River carves its way through cliff faces at the east rim of the Grand Canyon, forming a horseshoe river and canyon formation.]
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Sean Duffy
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Rachel

Sean is proudly a small-town boy. He was born and raised in Hayward, Wisconsin, tucked deep in the Northwoods—the same Northwoods I remember reading about in Laura Ingalls Wilder’s Little House on the Prairie. It’s no wonder Hayward, surrounded by towering pines and some of the most pristine lakes in the country, became a beloved summer escape for city dwellers from Minneapolis, Milwaukee, and Chicago. The town has a Norman Rockwell–perfect Main Street, complete with an old-fashioned candy shop called Tremblay’s, where you can still watch fudge and taffy being made through the window. Friday nights still mean fish fry at the local restaurant, and on Sunday mornings the local Catholic church is packed full. For Sean, Hayward offered an idyllic childhood—riding bikes with friends until the sun went down, free as the wind. In summer, he’d pedal to the Lumberjack Bowl on Hayward Lake for logrolling lessons. Learning old-school lumberjack skills—logrolling, chopping, sawing, tree climbing—felt natural for a boy from a long line of Irish lumberjacks who helped settle Wisconsin in the 1800s. Hayward proudly celebrates that legacy and hosts the annual Lumberjack World Championships, drawing competitors from around the globe. Sean would go on to become a three-time world champion in the most thrilling event of all: the speed climb, racing up and down a ninety-foot tree. I met Sean on MTV’s The Real World, when he was still collecting medals. From the start, it was clear how deeply he loved his family and his hometown. When we were dating, he brought me to Hayward to meet his parents and ten siblings. We spent most of our time at his family’s charming log cabin on Round Lake in Hayward. It felt like stepping into the Katharine Hepburn and Henry Fonda movie On Golden Pond. I was smitten—with Sean and with the place that shaped him. Today, we have our own cabin on that same lake, where we spend every summer making memories with our kids and now our grandkids. It’s our happy place. Like Sean, our kids grew up there—swimming, water-skiing, catching frogs, and making s’mores by the campfire. It doesn’t get more American than that.

Mr. Duffy contributed this chapter in his personal capacity. The views expressed are his own and do not necessarily represent the views of the Department of Transportation or its components.





[image: A headshot of Sean Duffy. The flags of the United States of America and the U.S. Department of Transportation are behind him.]
I come from a big family. I’m the tenth of eleven children. We took family road trips when I was very young, but eventually, our numbers dwindled as the older siblings went off to college, got married, and started families of their own. Before long, only four of us younger kids were left living with Mom and Dad. Every year, my mom would drive us kids to Florida and Dad would meet us there. Like all kids, we complained about having to be in a confined space for so many hours. In those days, there were no iPads or portable video games to keep us occupied. My mom would have us pick a book and take turns reading it aloud. Your shift as car ride orator lasted as long as you could fight off the nausea that came from reading in the car. My mom also kept us entertained by turning our car time into an opportunity to share stories, family lore, and our own adventures growing up.

Seeing how the American landscape changed as we drove south from Wisconsin to Florida was also interesting. From barns and farms to skyscrapers and busy highways. There were no movies to watch in the car. But looking outside my window felt like watching a movie all the same. That all helped pass the time, but nothing was better than stopping along the way. Ruby Falls in Tennessee always springs to mind. The falls themselves are only about eighty-five feet tall (not exactly Niagara Falls), but they are located inside a cave in Lookout Mountain. Stalagmites, stalactites, a waterfall—how cool was that?

I have so many fond memories of the places we stopped to see on our way to Florida each summer. That time was about being with family and having a shared experience. I think phones and the busier pace of life have changed the family road trip experience. Now, lots of families prefer to fly so they can get to their destinations faster. The worst trend of all is people choosing not to go anywhere at all and instead experiencing life in front of a screen. That’s a travesty we need to change! It’s especially sad because we live in such a beautiful country.

In 2025, President Trump asked each of his cabinet members to find ways to celebrate America’s 250th birthday. I decided I wanted to bring back the great American road trip in honor of our beautiful nation and my own childhood memories.

We’re an expansive country with an incredible history of traveling and discovering new things. Think of the pioneers who ventured west in covered wagons—now that’s the ultimate road trip! I want American families to get out on the road, see our nation, learn our history, and spend time with their families.

You’ll never get to know America by listening to the nightly news or scrolling through TikTok or Instagram. Too few of us have traced the spine of Route 66, watched the sun set behind the majestic Grand Canyon (one of the seven natural wonders of the world), stood beneath a two-thousand-year-old, three-hundred-foot-tall California redwood, or hiked the Smoky Mountains at dawn.

Rachel and I road-trip with our kids because it brings us all closer together. When you’re cruising down Route 66 instead of blasting along on an interstate, you get an appreciation for all the things that America has to offer. The winding roads that take you through the hollows of Appalachia, the forest and rugged coastline of Maine, the austere beauty of the Badlands, the deserts of the southwest. There’s something for everyone.

Encouraging people to celebrate America by seeing America was the driving force (pardon the pun) behind the idea of bringing back road trips. But the most important reason to gas up the car, load up the kids, get behind the wheel, and hit the road is to build those family bonds that so many people are losing because of the influence of technology on our lives. The true strength of this country is our people and our families. It’s what makes us great. So whether it’s a road trip with your college buddies over spring break or a family vacation, just know that the memories are made on the way to your destination, in the car and on the great open road.

Every time you set out on a journey or a road trip, you never know what you’ll encounter. When I was thirteen, Mom was once again behind the wheel of our station wagon as we headed west to Arizona. My dad didn’t join us for the driving portion of the trip—while we drove, he worked (it’s not easy to put food on the table for eleven kids!). Once we arrived at our destination, he would fly out to meet us for the rest of the vacation. Many decades later, when my mom was dying and all of us kids came to her bedside and shared those beautiful, fun memories with her before she died, my dad, in his nineties, expressed regret and sadness at not having joined us for those road trips. “It was a big mistake,” he told us. I’m so grateful he shared his regret with us. What a lesson for me as a dad. I’ll never forget that!

On these road trips, we were always on a tight budget. We stayed at the cheapest motels Mom could find. Mom packed sandwiches and snacks in a cooler to keep expenses down. I can still feel what it was like to sit on the tailgate of that station wagon on the side of a road as we ate with the sound of other cars driving past us. One of the great things about traveling with Mom was that we could deviate from our original plans. That’s how we ended up at the Grand Canyon. None of us had ever been there before, and we decided it needed to be seen in person.

We got to the canyon late at night and found a budget motel nearby to stay for the night. The next morning, we were up bright and early. We drove into the park and then went to one of the lookouts near the rim of the canyon. All of those spots along the drive were filled with people. They got out of their vehicles, walked to the railed vista points, and then got back into their cars and drove on. That seemed like a perfectly good way to see this magnificent site. Not to Mom!

She insisted we walk down into the canyon itself to a place called Phantom Ranch. It’s the only lodge below the canyon rim, and the only way to get there is by hiking, riding a mule, or rafting down the Colorado River. The problem is that Mom did not fully understand what was involved in hiking down to the Phantom Ranch. Today, the National Park System has all kinds of advisories posted explaining how long the hike is, the temperatures you will face, signs of heat stroke, and how much water each person should carry. You know, warning signs. But they weren’t there back then. So we set off with no food, no water, and no real idea of exactly what we were facing. We weren’t sure what we were getting into, but we trusted Mom.

The hike was long. Some sections of the trail were very narrow. I remember taking in the beauty of the rock walls that changed color as we descended. I learned those colors change because each layer of rock is impacted by minerals and the angle of the sun. It was an amazing real-life science lesson.



But after a while, we became hot, hungry, and thirsty. After about five miles, we kids started to let Mom know that we felt like we’d seen enough. But Mom said, “No. We are going to get to Phantom Ranch,” and that was that. There was no changing her mind.

If my memory is correct, it was twelve miles to get to the bottom of the canyon and the lodge. We arrived a bit worse for wear, but happy to have a place to rest. We had no money for food, but there was a well on the premises. We pumped the handle until our arms were sore and our bellies full. I still remember that moment drinking water. Well water had never tasted so good.

After a short rest, we started the trek back out of the canyon. Gravity was our friend on the descent. It was our enemy on the way back up. One foot in front of the other, for hours on end, we made the climb. As a teenaged hockey player who also did lumberjack sports, I remember thinking how much all that training was helping me. But I was still so tired. At one point, my little sister started to cry. We actually discussed whether or not we should find a way to be rescued by helicopter, but none of us wanted to resort to that, so we forged ahead. To keep my little sister motivated, my mom came up with a plan. She told my sister Amy that if she made it to the top, she could have her ears pierced—something my mom had forbidden her from doing. Amy noticeably perked up.

When we finally made it to the top and to our parked car, we were so exhausted. Our mom was so proud of us and probably feeling a bit guilty because she decided to surprise us. Instead of heading to the cheap motel, she drove past the motel and took us to a restaurant where we blew a lot of our budget on a delicious meal. The next day, none of us could walk. We stayed an extra night at the motel because the thought of bending our tender limbs into a cramped station wagon would have been cruel and unusual punishment.

I lost my mother in 2023. When she was enduring her last days, we talked a lot about family memories. That Grand Canyon hike was one of the fondest ones we shared. My mom didn’t sit down and devise a lesson plan for that excursion out west. The trip to Phantom Ranch was an impromptu decision. It wasn’t part of a plan to teach us the value of perseverance. But it did. And now that I’m older I see that it was a natural extension of what we Duffy kids had seen our parents do our whole lives—work hard, have grit, and try new things. You start something; you finish it. When things get tough, look around and see that you’re with family who will have your back and help you get through the tough times.

In hindsight, I can see now that Mom was also teaching us something about US history. We Americans come from good stock. All of us—not just my family, but all Americans. The people who crossed the oceans, cleared trees to get through deep woods, drove draft animals through vast stretches of prairie, carved passes through mountains—all of them left an imprint on the land and on our spirit. We talk about people having “get up and go.” We’re an energetic people and we get up and go—we get after it. We have grit and we have heart. We’re willing to push ourselves past our comfort zone. We do that repeatedly. That’s the Great American Road Trip we’ve been on as a people for more than two hundred and fifty years, when the pilgrims first settled here.

We are, and always have been, a great nation. But to truly love America, you’ve got to see America! We are all on the Great American Road Trip. How we navigate is up to us. We’ll get there somehow and along the way enjoy the wonder and beauty of this great country.

[image: A vintage photo of a mother and three children (two boys and a girl) in front of a gray station wagon.]
[image: A vintage photo of a large family. An older couple is in the center, surrounded by their eleven grown children (six men and five women). All of them are wearing a yellow t-shirt.]
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Jesse Watters

[image: A photo of a snow-covered path through a forest. Many of the trees are pine trees, and visible from the path is a downward slope and a lake, which is not frozen. The path leads upward, toward hills.]





Rachel

One of the most pleasant surprises Sean and I had was when the Watters family finally left the Big Apple and moved to our neck of the woods in New Jersey, where we now live. That geographical closeness means it’s easier for our families to see each other outside of the studio. Sean occasionally goes shooting with Jesse, and Emma and I serve on the same board of our favorite charity, Hope Through Education. We will sometimes get together for dinner or the 4th of July BBQ. It’s a reminder that the FOX family is a real thing. The Duffys love the Watterses. The secret to Jesse Watters’s success on television is the twinkle in his eye and that playful smirk that tells you he’s not taking himself too seriously, despite the perfect hair. He’s also wicked funny. Watching him ad-lib his way through the annual FOX Christmas Tree Lighting show is a reminder of his raw talent, quick wit, and sense of humor. One thing he is serious about is his love for New England—the landscape, the food, and the history. His childhood memories are so steeped in the region—Maine, Philadelphia, New York, New Jersey, and Washington, DC. Jesse Watters—with his popped collars, preppy style, and East Coast confidence—is a reminder that America truly is a regional place. It’s heartening to know that social media and Starbucks still haven’t fully homogenized America’s regional character. It’s one of the things I love most about America, or as Jesse calls it—Watters’s World!





[image: A headshot of Jesse Watters.]
My maternal great-great-grandfather was the editor of The Saturday Evening Post. For a lot of people, that magazine represents a bygone America. They remember the classic Norman Rockwell covers. When I was growing up, that was something my mother mentioned, but it wasn’t until later, as an adult, that it hit me that I’m part of that lineage.

I’m on television; I tell stories. So I’m honored to be related to someone who had such an impact on American culture. When the Post was at its height of popularity, it was in many ways an idyllic American period in the twentieth century. Moms, dads, and kids celebrating Christmas; celebrating Thanksgiving; sitting down at a big table to a big meal; enjoying the festive spirit and honoring God. Post–World War II America was an amazing time to be an American. With a victory under our belts, we came home, soldiers got married, they helped raise families. Everyone felt like they could live the American dream.

Americans embraced customs and traditions, many of which involved getting outdoors and being active—sledding, building a snowman, hunting, playing football in the yard, playing baseball, and packing your car and going on a vacation in the summertime. Those things are still an important part of the American experience. That will never change. For me, my parents took us to Maine every August. We’d pack up the car and drive the eight hours from Philadelphia to get there. Sometimes we’d break up the drive by staying with relatives along the way, but mostly what I recall are the long, long car rides. We also drove to Disneyland a couple of times. My sister and I would ask, “Why can’t we fly?” But Mom and Dad wouldn’t budge on that. I think they thought those long road trips helped us build character. We had the classic American station wagon with wood paneling on the side. The back was loaded with stuff, and we’d cruise along the interstate. At some point, I probably could have recited every exit from I-95.

In Maine, we went to Damariscotta. You go to the city’s official web page, and the photos on the home page tell it all. Houses and buildings down at the waterfront, canoes and kayaks in racks, a fireworks display over the water, a snow scene with a church steeple rising up into an amazing blue sky. It sits in the Pemaquid area, near Pemaquid Point, which has a famous lighthouse commissioned by John Quincy Adams back in 1827. If any place I’ve visited looked like a Saturday Evening Post cover, this is it. It’s a beautiful spot to visit, even if you’re not into lighthouses.

From the time I was two until I was eighteen or so, we spent a month up there, first in a rental and then at a house my parents bought. My family still goes there in August. There’s more of us now, but we make the pilgrimage, repeat the road-trip experience, and we love it. Life is simple there. It is pretty much unchanged since we went as kids. I enjoy being on the water, and the cooler temperatures. There’s something more enjoyable about putting on a sweater at night instead of sweating at night. I know that I’ll be going there for the rest of my life, and I hope my kids will too.

The escape from urban areas to the country—whether it’s to the coast, the mountains, the plains, wherever—is a great American tradition. It’s a retreat, a place where you can detach yourself from the craziness of life. You can breathe in the fresh air, reconnect with nature, and renew your spirit. Americans have always had a desire to push against boundaries. We don’t like to be confined by our circumstances, or by a government imposing too many controls on us. A major part of the American experience has been to push out against the wilderness. The pioneers moved west, and movement and expansion is a constant theme in our lives. We made it to the Pacific Ocean, then we looked skyward to the moon and now beyond. Americans always seem to want to test themselves.

One year when we were in Maine, we went to visit my aunt. Rather than just going to her house, we met up at Acadia National Park, specifically at the Mount Desert Island sector. I think that I was twelve and my sister was nine at the time, and the two of us joined Dad on a hike on a trail called the Beehive Loop.

I didn’t know a thing about the hike. I was with Dad, and I trusted him, so I never had any other thought besides Let’s go! And so we did. We walked along for a bit, and then the trail got steeper. Then it got really steep. We pressed on and came around a bend, through some thick foliage, and we were now alongside a large rock face. Granite, as I later learned. We edged along, one hand on the rock face, feeling its grittiness.

That’s when we had to come up with some grit of our own. The path now ascended steeply. Instead of going up a regular, predictable rise like the previous section had been, we moved along a tumble of rocks that we had to clamber over. Later, I read that the Beehive Loop is considered one of Acadia’s famous rung-and-ladder trails. Well, that may be a nice way to describe this arrangement, but at the time, I didn’t have much sense that I was moving along an orderly set of rungs on a ladder. I’d played Chutes and Ladders as a kid, but this outdoor version was a lot more dangerous.

The trail was precarious. There were iron bars to use as handholds along the trail, and they helped, but they couldn’t account for the vast difference in leg length all the people who traversed the route would have. We were making our way up a cliff, but the edges were exposed. Climbers use the word “exposure” as a way to minimize the dangers of a route. “Exposed” means that if you fall to one side or the other, there’s nothing there but air. You will fall to your death or be seriously injured. Maybe what they mean by “exposure” is that you’re exposing yourself to fear and death.

When we got to the wooden bridges that were wrapped around that rock face—I later learned that it was 450 feet tall—doubt hadn’t crept in; it had barged in boldly. What to do? Dad decided (and in hindsight, I think he was right) that turning around to descend wasn’t a good option. The only way to go was up. For the next few sections of this rugged staircase, my dad hoisted my sister and me up so that we reached the handholds. If you slipped, there was nothing below you to catch you.

I’m not afraid to tell you that I was afraid. It was scary. It was hard.

We made it to the top, and yes, it was worth the effort. The views of the ocean and the mountains were spectacular. We took them in for a while before descending. That wasn’t easy, but again, we made it. I remember looking at the trail map afterward and thinking that my dad had taken us on a trail that was for experienced adult hikers. The usual “warnings” and “advisories” were there in black and white. We’d climbed something as steep as a double black diamond ski run. No snow, of course, but in my mind, something we would have needed ropes and rock anchors and harnesses to safely get up and down.

Still, the views were amazing. I could see for miles and miles. When we got back down, I could also see this: the look on my dad’s face. I’d like to be able to say that this was one of those character-building moments Dad had thought out in advance. I’d like to be able to say that he looked his two kids in the eye and said that he was proud of us and that we had the right stuff. Instead, I saw genuine fear in his eyes, and he admitted that he was scared. He said, “Oh my God, you have no idea how terrifying that was.”

Yes, Dad, we did. Maybe not as much as we did later, but as kids, we trusted my dad and got on with it. Only later did it all sink in.

Why am I sharing this story? Because it’s a part of family lore. You can’t say Beehive in my family without it eliciting some response. The slow headshakes and distant gaze say it all. But we survived and lived to tell the tale.

Now, in thinking about America’s 250th anniversary, that story resonates with me in ways it hadn’t before. Because we know many of America’s heroes only as figures in history books, we don’t think of them as being frightened at any point. We don’t think of them as maybe biting off a little bit more than they could chew and wondering, at some point, How did I get myself into this?

Maybe Columbus felt that way. Maybe the revolutionaries did. Maybe Lewis and Clark did. They all didn’t know exactly what lay ahead of them. The men aboard the landing craft at Omaha Beach kind of knew, but reality and expectation are two different things. Go through our history books and you can find dozens and dozens of examples of people forging ahead into uncertainty.

We’re a people who take risks or find themselves in risky places and manage to survive and then thrive. Americans keep going. We don’t stop. We see a mountain, we climb it. We come to a river, we ford it. We see a desert, we cross it.

What common thread motivates Americans to do that?

Family. What keeps you going is family. Your father is there, literally or figuratively, giving you a boost. You put your trust in him.

Because you survived some peril, you continue to reach for the sky. As Americans, we enjoy living in a country where the people who came before us sank handholds that we can use to keep moving up and over. I’m not talking about handouts. I’m talking about the examples they’ve set, the encouragement we derive from our shared history of beating the odds and thriving. I think that in this nation, we’re born with a degree of confidence in ourselves and our abilities, but also a faith in something higher, a belief that a God is watching over us, and we will succeed.

Everything we’ve done in our lifetime has been made possible by the previous generations. We have to honor our forefathers and thank them. That’s what marking 250 years is all about.

For me, one of the most significant of these individuals is Theodore Roosevelt. Someone once said of him, “[He] is an electric battery of inexhaustible energy.” He always pushed the limits. He always was a man of action. Nothing could slow him down.

My favorite Teddy Roosevelt story comes from an incident that occurred after he was president. He was on his way to give a speech in Milwaukee. He was wearing a thick overcoat. An assassin’s bullet hit him in the chest. Without that coat, he would have likely died. Instead, the bullet didn’t go through his heart. It lodged in his chest. That didn’t stop him. The shooter was apprehended right away. Roosevelt spoke with him, wondering why the man had taken a shot at him. Roosevelt’s aides were trying to hustle him away. They wanted him to get medical attention.

Roosevelt wouldn’t listen. He had a speech to deliver. It was going to be a long one, as speeches tended to be when people weren’t rushing home to catch their favorite NFL team in action. Roosevelt did the best he could, but by the time the fourth quarter of that speech began, it was clear that he should go into the tent as part of the concussion protocols recommended following a concussive blast that would have taken out a weaker man. Still, he got to the end of the speech. That’s an American! That’s who you want leading the country; that’s the kind of person who will keep going, no matter what gets thrown at him—pandemics, wars, bullets.

In my years as a producer on The O’Reilly Factor, I got to meet many Americans and see a lot of America. Forty-eight out of fifty, for those of you who keep score. I haven’t been to Alaska, and I haven’t been to North Dakota. I’ve been primarily an East Coast guy—the Acela corridor from Boston to DC is my stomping ground—but I do love to get out and push against the boundaries and the wilderness.



I can think of few places more beautiful than Telluride, Colorado. It was once a mining town, and I was there during a mushroom harvest festival held in what is now a resort town. You would think that you were on psychedelics when you step out on the main street and see the most majestic-looking mountains in the near distance. I’ve also been to places like the thick, thick wilderness of Missouri, seeing people who are eking out an existence in real economic poverty. I’ve been on a python hunt in the Florida Everglades. I’ve been to the far reaches of Michigan’s Upper Peninsula when it was minus twenty degrees. America is a vast and very special place. It’s not just the landscape; it’s the people, too, that make this a great country. The terrain may vary, but the people remain the same—resilient, hopeful.

At a time in our history when differences get more attention than similarities, it’s good to remember that we are united. Our predecessors built in those handholds to help us make it through the dangerous times. So even if we don’t read the map before we set out, if we trust in God and in our heritage, we’ll live to enjoy another day, another 250 years.

[image: A photo of a lighthouse, surrounded by other buildings. It looks out over the ocean from its perch atop a cliff formation.]
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Abby Hornacek

[image: A photo of Abby Hornacek, seated on rocks and looking out over a high overlook. Other mountains and forests are visible from the overlook. Abby is wearing hiking boots and shorts, with a blue coat and white baseball cap.]





Rachel

Like America itself, I count Abby Hornacek among the beautiful things that God has given us. Her beauty is matched only by her passion and love for our nation’s magnificent landscapes.

The host of FOX Nation’s PARK’D since 2018, Abby tells everyone she was born to host the show. I agree! On PARK’D, Abby travels hundreds of thousands of miles across our country to showcase Amerca’s gorgeous national parks.

An accomplished college athlete from a famous sports family (her father is an NBA coach and a former NBA player), Abby uses her athletic prowess to climb, hike, and reach hard-to-find places and hidden gems off the beaten path.

For those of us who have the privilege of knowing Abby, we appreciate her American spirit and genuinely happy personality. Like the Arizona desert sun of her childhood days, Abby radiates warmth and goodness. It’s the reason why our viewers love to watch her and we, her lucky colleagues, enjoy just being around her.



[image: A headshot of Abby Hornacek.]
I feel really blessed that I was born in the United States, and to my parents. Their life experiences shaped how they raised us kids. We moved because of my dad’s basketball career, so I grew up in Utah and Arizona. They did a really good job of getting us outside. We didn’t really play video games or watch a lot of TV. They both encouraged us to go explore and find all of the things that the great outdoors had to offer.

That didn’t always mean just going out there and playing. My mom’s family was really tied to the land—to farming. And even though we weren’t involved in agriculture on a large scale, we did build a chicken coop at our house in Utah, and that was a lesson in hard work. I don’t mean just the construction of the coop; the chickens also needed tending to. So along with a sense of what was needed in order for us to have food on our table, we developed gratitude and appreciation for the people who spent long hours raising crops and livestock. To me, those amber waves of grain are just as beautiful as the purple mountains.

My parents instilled in me a fascination with nature. I even used to wear all red and lie down in my backyard to attract hummingbirds and then take pictures of them. Before I studied journalism at the University of Southern California, I considered studying marine biology. My family provided me with unwavering support, no matter what I set my mind on doing. So even if there was some job that I didn’t know existed, when I found out about it, I could pursue that interest. I always joke that if I mentioned some area of pursuit to my mom, even if I did it today at age thirty-one, she’d say, “Okay, well, let’s find some classes you could take.”

Now, as a journalist for FOX, I get to travel to new parts of America and meet people all over this country. One of my favorite moments of doing PARK’D actually took place just outside of Great Smoky Mountains National Park in Tennessee. Before we went up for a hot-air-balloon ride, many of the farmers in the area joined us at the launch area. We all said a prayer for a safe flight, and it was safe—and spectacular.

When we landed, those same farmers were at that site. We prayed again, this time in gratitude for being safely returned to the earth. We all mingled for quite a while, and I got in a conversation with the balloon pilot. He explained that he could directly control our altitude, but not our path of travel. We were subject to the whims of the air currents. So when he first started flying in that area, he went around and introduced himself to the local farmers. He asked for their permission to land on their property, if necessary. Everybody gave him the okay, and the pilot became friendly with many of them. That was why they’d shown up that day. That kind of community and support is what we all hope to find, and often do find in America. That’s not unique to Tennessee by any means, but this seemed unique to what it’s like to work the land and to raise livestock. At one point, I spoke with one of the farmers who made up the welcome committee. We talked a little bit about the fact that he had cows out in his fields. I asked him if they were dairy cows or female cattle. He told me that they were cattle, raised under the best conditions and care for their meat. Then he added, “I’m a vegetarian actually.”



I asked him why he raised beef cattle if he was a vegetarian. “Well,” he told me, nodding his head and gesturing his hand at those gathered in this field, “these people are my neighbors. I want to make sure that they get the best, healthiest food that they can.”

I was blown away by his selflessness. Ranching isn’t an easy way of life, and when you do it you sacrifice a lot. And along with traveling around to see these beautiful national parks, I felt privileged to travel around and meet beautiful people. This man was selfless, and there are so many others in this country who are just like him.

Sometimes I think that gets lost, and people don’t talk about it much. We tend to think of it as a small-town thing, but I know that’s not completely fair. But at least in this case, this was a small-town experience. All of it, the balloon ride, the reception we received from those hardworking farmers, and the lesson about giving to others, was worthy of celebration. All those experiences demonstrate what makes this country so special. I can’t think of the American flag anymore without remembering this experience. I once was in line at the post office in Arizona. After I finished my transaction, I headed out the door, but then I heard the faint voice of a woman, asking one of the clerks if she could buy an American flag.

Something about her voice caught my ear. I stopped and listened for a few seconds. The clerk explained that the post office didn’t sell flags. The woman thanked the clerk. When she turned toward me, I saw that she was tall and slender, only slightly stooped at the shoulder. She was in her nineties and carried herself with a real grace.

As she neared me, something about her eyes led me to believe that she was disappointed, but determined. I searched on my phone for a store nearby that would likely carry American flags. One of the results was a store about a five-minute drive away.

“Ma’am,” I said to her, “I overheard what you asked the clerk. If you like, I can maybe help you.”

She smiled and thanked me. I gave her the address of the store and some brief directions. I could see her hand trembling a bit. I thought of my own grandparents and what I’d want someone to do if they were in this same situation. I suspected that she might not be the safest driver. I didn’t want to offend her, but I also wanted to be sure that she wouldn’t come to any harm or harm anyone else. She agreed to let me drive her to the store.

Kindness is always its own reward, but she gave me something that day that exceeded anything I could have expected. Once we were settled in the car, she explained that the flag was for her husband. He had recently passed away and was to be buried at Arlington National Cemetery. My heart went out to her. She was gracious as she accepted my condolences. She sat with her pocketbook in her lap and kept her eyes focused ahead. With great pride, she filled me in a bit on his service in World War II. He was a colonel in the US Army, and he had served beyond the victories in Europe and Japan to make a career out of his service.

She went on to tell me that she hadn’t traveled for quite a while, but she was going to make the trip to Virginia. She was determined to place that flag on her husband’s casket. Nothing was going to stop her, I could tell. I was pleased to be able to offer my little assistance in making that trip a bit easier for her. She told me that she was going to travel nearly all the way across the country to make this important gesture and preserve his legacy. I thought that she was also preserving their legacy as a couple, and as proud Americans whose grit and determination could serve as an example for us all.

Each in their own way, these two members of the Greatest Generation demonstrated the dedication that typifies the American spirit of sacrifice and effort, and it’s up to each of us, as members of the successive generations, to do the same and pass our patriotism down to those who succeed us.

That’s probably why the Fourth of July plays such a large part in my family’s expression of gratitude and patriotism. For many years, we would go to a local Fourth of July parade. When I was young and in school, we always said the Pledge of Allegiance in the morning, along with a prayer. And I still have fond memories of those parades, standing along the curb, waving a little American flag. And, of course, the Fourth was also about fun and fellowship. My family would gather on the beach and have a typical all-American picnic. We’d grill hot dogs and hamburgers, and we’d play sports. We’d mark out a paddleball court in the sand. We’d also play football—I was the quarterback. And you have to keep in mind that I come from a very competitive, very athletic family. That big football game was one of the highlights of the day. Nothing beat taking a break during those games to enjoy a snack. My mother and I baked a specially decorated sugar cookie. After applying a base layer of frosting, we’d add strawberries and blueberries and stripes to make them look like the American flag.

So celebrating the Fourth of July truly taught me love of country, but every national park I’ve been to has also definitely made me proud to be an American. I deeply appreciate how God has been the architect of our country. Recently, I went to Theodore Roosevelt National Park in North Dakota. Nearby, I met a gentleman who allowed me to spend time riding his horses on his land. I was out there with some of the cowboys he employs to see what their work lives are like. We went out at sunset, and as we rode along, I asked the rancher why ranch hands and owners are so tightly woven into the fabric of our country. He told me that it’s interesting how that romantic idea of cowboys is still present, but he didn’t think that many people sat down to dinner and gave much thought to what it took to get their food on the table. He went on to say that the job he and his employees all did wasn’t just a job. It was a way of life.

And it’s a hard life. They work really long hours every single day. They don’t get much time off; the word “vacation” isn’t really a part of their vocabulary. I thought about that and nodded. I live in New York City now, far removed from the northern Great Plains that dominate the landscape in the American heartland. If these guys were slackers, then the nation’s food supply would suffer.

As we continued our ride, our route led us downhill, past a cluster of trees. Around the corner, I saw the sun resting on the horizon. I glanced to the side and saw the ranch owner and his chiseled facial features. I looked in the other direction and saw the white patches on the faces of some of the cattle in the dim light. I held an American flag in my hand, and it rustled in the cooling breeze. To say it was picture perfect doesn’t do it justice. We halted, and my horse bent his head to feed on the cool grass. I took in a deep breath, enjoying the smells of grass and horse and fresh air. This was such a change from the fast-paced, frantic life in the big city. It gave me time to relax and also to appreciate what these hardworking Americans do for all of us. They provide for us. The land provides for us. God provides for us. They don’t know us personally, but they do this difficult work because they care. They do it because it’s what they know, but also because it’s what they love. Most of them are part of a long tradition of families working the land or raising livestock. They want to keep the tradition alive, and in doing that, they help keep us alive.

Every time I visit a ranch, I say, “If you guys need a ranch hand, I’m your girl. I’ll wake up before the sun comes up. I’ll feed all the animals. I’ll do all the hard work,” because the reward is more than money. The reward is a sense of accomplishment by providing for other people around the country, which I think is so cool. I also love rodeos. The crowds at these events may come from different backgrounds, but they’re united in their love of the sport. They are there together making memories and keeping family traditions alive, since rodeos include men and women using skills rooted in ranching. There’s also something about wearing a cowboy hat that appeals to me and reflects the American tradition. That hat represents more than something you wear on your head. When you see someone tip their hat to you, they’re being more than just polite. They’re reminding you of the people who get up before sunrise, going to work, and not complaining while doing hard work in all kinds of weather.

As I sat there, I also marveled at the fact that the view I was taking in was little different from the one that Theodore Roosevelt took in when he came to the area to hunt bison in 1883. He was just twenty-five years old when he came west from his home state of New York. He was severely asthmatic as a child, but by getting out and being active, he overcame those health problems. He’s often referred to as “the conservation president,” and his impact on what would eventually become the National Park System was profound. In his time in office, he established five new national parks. He also created many national monuments, including the Grand Canyon. It seemed that he appreciated the opportunity to enjoy the natural splendor and wanted to preserve that opportunity for future generations.

The National Park System was deemed America’s best idea. Going to so many of them has reinforced that notion. I love doing the show because it’s a bonding experience for me. The trips tie me to the places and people and remind me of what incredible blessings we have. Getting to explore those locations is wonderful, but when I factor in the people I interact with—the crew, the people who work at the parks, the people visiting them—I’m almost at a loss for words to describe how that makes me feel. “Connected” is the best that I can come up with.

I’m very close with my family, and I was even able to include my parents in a road trip for season four of the show. During one portion of that trip, we visited a few parks in Utah. On the Fourth of July, we were right outside of Capitol Reef National Park. My mom had acted as a kind of hair and makeup person for me and assisted me in other ways. Dad was rising early to make coffee for the whole crew. That’s how they are. They pitch in.

So on the Fourth, we set up tables and chairs and blankets. We had prepared some food and put together a cooler of beer. As the day wound down, I remember sitting there watching my mom and dad laughing with crew members, and I felt an enormous sense of peace and gratitude. We were in this beautiful place. New bonds were being formed between Americans who maybe otherwise wouldn’t have known one another. And I was seeing my personal and professional life merging. That was cool, but even more than that, the memories and images of that trip and that particular night will never leave me. We had planted an American flag in the ground of Utah’s Red Rock Country. In His wisdom, God created all the minerals that combine to make up the distinctive colors of the sandstone on Utah’s Colorado Plateau and elsewhere in the region. It takes a complicated mix of iron and many other substances to produce those hues.

I can’t say that I thought of this at the time, but in reflection about America and patriotism and what makes this country so worth celebrating, I have thought about how representative the colors and shapes of those rock formations are. We Americans are a mix of Indigenous people and immigrants who came from around the world to live in a place the Pilgrims came to so that they could practice their religion freely. We, the American people, are a complex mix of backgrounds, and together we’ve been forged by time and circumstance into an awe-inspiring combination. I never tire of seeing America the beautiful, and I never tire of being an American patriot. Two hundred and fifty years ago, our predecessors had a vision. They founded a nation of opportunity that granted us freedoms and responsibilities. All of those are beautiful things.





America the Beautiful

Katharine Lee Bates

O beautiful for spacious skies,

For amber waves of grain,

For purple mountain majesties

Above the fruited plain!

America! America!

God shed His grace on thee

And crown thy good with brotherhood

From sea to shining sea!

O beautiful for pilgrim feet,

Whose stern, impassioned stress

A thoroughfare for freedom beat

Across the wilderness!

America! America!

God mend thine every flaw,

Confirm thy soul in self-control,

Thy liberty in law!

O beautiful for heroes proved

In liberating strife,

Who more than self their country loved

And mercy more than life!

America! America!

May God thy gold refine,

Till all success be nobleness,

And every gain divine!

O beautiful for patriot dream

That sees beyond the years

Thine alabaster cities gleam

Undimmed by human tears!

America! America!

God shed His grace on thee

And crown thy good with brotherhood

From sea to shining sea!
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Bill Hemmer

[image: A photo of a shoreline in autumn. The water is calm, and on the land are trees, many of which have orange and red leaves. In the background are snow-covered mountain peaks, partially hidden by clouds.]





Rachel

Bill is a ray of sunshine. His good cheer is infectious. In over a decade at FOX, I’ve never heard anyone say a bad word about Bill Hemmer. The twelfth-floor makeup room in the morning is busy and bustling with people rushing in and rushing out, to and from shows. No matter how rushed Bill Hemmer is to get to the America’s Newsroom set on time, he somehow finds a way to greet and say a warm word to everyone on his way in and out. When he leaves a room, everyone is a little happier for having seen him. It’s a gift. Part of Bill’s charm is his Midwestern upbringing. I happen to know a lot about Midwestern men—I married one! I’ve often said they are the most underappreciated species in America. If there’s one word that sums up Bill Hemmer, it’s “optimistic,” and he carries that essential essence of the American spirit with him everywhere he goes.



[image: A headshot of Bill Hemmer.]
Every time I go west, I think about the historic journey of Lewis and Clark. I picture Meriwether Lewis literally taking classes from Thomas Jefferson in the Blue Room at the White House. Jefferson was instructing Lewis about the types of flora and fauna that the men from the Corps of Discovery would encounter. He wanted Lewis and William Clark to recognize and bring back samples of this newly charted territory. What a mind Jefferson had. And what courage Lewis and Clark and the other thirty-odd members of that expedition had. I consider their adventure to be perhaps the greatest of any American expedition in the history of the lower forty-eight states.

One of my favorite books about America’s founding is Stephen Ambrose’s Undaunted Courage. The subtitle says it all: Meriwether Lewis, Thomas Jefferson, and the Opening of the American West. I have always found the American West to be this grand, enchanting part of our country. Without manifest destiny, who knows how things might have played out? Without their tenacity, do we really spread from sea to shining sea?

Consider the sheer challenge they faced. The physical and mental effort it took to cross the Great Plains. They believe they’re accomplishing the mission. They believe that soon they’ll reach the Pacific Coast. “It’s just over that next ridge,” I’m sure they spoke many times. But over that next ridge is a mountain range the size of the Grand Tetons. How did they react the first time they laid eyes on what stood before them, time and time again?

I talk with a lot of young people about where they are in life—high school, college, at the beginning phase of their young careers—I try to emphasize to them the following reality: They’re going to come up against an obstacle. They’re going to hit a wall. The only way around that obstacle, many times, is your own imagination. Your own ability to problem solve. How are you going to get to the other side?

Successful people will take the time to come up with solutions, a creative idea to get them to the other side of the wall. For Lewis and Clark, that sometimes meant relying only on the expertise and knowledge of others. They encountered the Nez Perce tribe, they befriended them, they built trust, and the Nez Perce showed them how to navigate the harsh conditions, how to survive by providing the expedition’s members with food and supplies, and how to reach the Lolo Pass, the lower point in the Bitterroot Range. Of course, Sacagawea, a sixteen-year-old Lemhi Shoshone woman, helped them tremendously as a guide and interpreter. She accompanied them from North Dakota to the Pacific Ocean.

That expedition says a lot about the American spirit and the American endeavor. We’re a people always on the lookout for more and better. We want to know what’s around the next bend, whether we’re out in the woods or in a boardroom. Today, we’re on the verge of sending Americans back to the moon, more than fifty years after Apollo 17 landed there in December of 1972. It wasn’t an easy task then, and it has proven to be a challenge even to this day. We also have entrepreneurs who are convinced that travel to Mars is achievable. Americans are people with a vision. We don’t always wait for challenges to come our way; we seek them out. Envisioning the future is how we shape the future. My high school had a Latin phrase that served as our motto: Altiora, which roughly means “the higher things.” Some may consider the challenge of seeking the higher things a Big Ask. And we always, always come up with a Big Answer.

There are so many other examples of us coming up with a Big Answer, and they serve as a reminder, as we approach 250 years, of what we can do when we pull together. Our memory can fail us. So, this is an opportunity to recall all the great things that Americans can do when we work together. We can, and should, appreciate our collective and individual past and the moments that have shaped us.

At nineteen years old, I was a young student. I had the great honor to travel to a small Central European country—Luxembourg. It was the first time I had a passport. I didn’t have a pile of money, but I was fortunate that Miami University in Oxford, Ohio, had a small satellite campus there. I was one of fifty students who went that semester.

I’m a child of the Cold War, and I had the honor, the distinction of understanding that the experience I had was special. I understood what it meant to be able to move freely from one place to another. I saw firsthand where other places in the world deprived their own citizens of everyday liberties. I knew that there were students my age living in other countries who would never be given the chance to venture outside their own borders. Their own governments deprived them of liberty. There would be no semester abroad program, no vacation to discover new countries, nothing unless the state, the government, gave them permission. Freedom denied.

I saw this while spending a fair amount of time in East Berlin. This was before the Berlin Wall fell, so Berlin was a city well contained within the United Soviet Socialist Republics, the USSR. In the early ’60s, their own people were fleeing the newly caged country in which they found themselves. That wall was built to keep people in, not to keep people out. I saw how destructive communism was for millions and millions of people. Communist leaders had their own sense of a manifest destiny, and they wanted to impose their system on the world. The United States had been engaged against them during the Cold War. One front on which those battles were fought was the Space Race. We beat them to the moon, and our space program was about exploration, but it was also about showing the superiority of our system of governance, our way of life, over theirs.

As a young student, I traveled to the Soviet Union. I went to Moscow, went to Leningrad—which is now again known as St. Petersburg. What I most remember are the long lines and the constant talk about shortages—food, toilet paper—and the inefficiencies of public transport. Everything seemed to be failing. The great communist/socialist experiment was revealing the fundamental flaws in that social and political system. Democracy and capitalism triumphed. The game wasn’t even close! The wall fell, the USSR crumbled as countries revolted, and the US played a huge role in that defeat. People all around the world looked at America and wanted to live free like we do.

In 1630, John Winthrop, the Puritan Pilgrim, on a ship sailing toward Massachusetts Bay, delivered a sermon titled, “A Model of Christian Charity.” In it, he stated his vision of what the new colony would be. Referencing Matthew 5:14–16, he spoke these words: “[We] shall be as a city upon a hill. The eyes of all people are upon us.” In 1989, Ronald Reagan delivered his farewell address to America. He referred to Winthrop’s sermon and described his vision of what that city on the hill looked like: “It was a tall, proud city built on rocks stronger than oceans, windswept, God-blessed, and teeming with people of all kinds living in harmony and peace; a city with free ports that hummed with commerce and creativity. And if there had to be city walls, the walls had doors, and the doors were open to anyone with the will and the heart to get here.”

I really hope that for this anniversary year, all Americans take the time to take a moment and recognize the good things that are around, remember the great things we’ve accomplished, and acknowledge the great fortune we have of living here, and we do all that and express our patriotism in a positive, optimistic way.

I got into TV as a young sports producer. I worked at Riverfront Stadium covering the Cincinnati Reds. Like a lot of ballparks then, above the field was a large video screen scoreboard. When it came time for the national anthem, we would all stand, including those of us in the press box. The lyrics of the national anthem would be displayed on that scoreboard. And I love words in music; I love lyrics.

I was twenty-three at the time. There was always a line that grabbed me: “O say does that star-spangled banner yet wave?” When Francis Scott Key wrote that song, the situation was in doubt. Are we going to live to fight another day? Is there reason for hope? Is the flag still with us? That line spoke to me then and still does to this day.

My parents were very mindful of the news. We’d come down for breakfast. I was in grade school. My mom would have the local AM radio station playing. This was at seven o’clock in the morning, so, top the hour, the news was on. Every single day, that news spot was a part of my breakfast. I can remember in 1979, we’d hear about the hostages being held in Tehran, Iran. How many days had it been? When were they coming home? As a kid, I didn’t grasp all the geopolitical implications of news stories like that. But I’m grateful that I was exposed to what my mom and dad were thinking about.

Every election Tuesday, my mom and I would walk up the hill from our house, past a stop sign, and down the hill, then cross the road and enter the United Methodist Church. That was the polling station. She’d go in the booth and fill out her ballot, and we’d walk home. I have such indelible memories of those trips. The weather had yet to turn during that time of year in southwestern Ohio, so the walk was pleasant. When I was old enough to vote, the ritual was the same except I had earned the right to fill out my own ballot. We take pride in that moment, rightfully so.

As much as my parents followed the news, we didn’t engage in much discussion or debate about the great political issues of the day. Instead, I remember hearing my parents preach about morality and how we treat others. The importance of doing the right thing. Being a person of honor and integrity. In our house, you knew that you’d better have your butt in the chair when it was dinnertime, just like a pew on Sunday mornings. My parents didn’t preach sermons, but based on what they talked about—and more importantly, how they behaved themselves—moral guidance was a significant part of my Catholic household growing up.

We lost my dad in February of 2024. I delivered his eulogy. He had a very clear definition of what was right and what was wrong. Honesty was one of his most important virtues. If he knew that someone was cheating or otherwise being dishonest, he’d point it out. Maybe not to the person’s face, but while he was retelling some incident at work, or around town, or in the greater world, honesty and integrity were always noted. I think that those are American virtues as well. Honest Abe, a man of ethics and trust. All those stories and examples were formative for me.

I’ve had the privilege of covering a number of inaugurations. When President Obama was sworn in on January 20, 2009, the day was bitterly cold. That didn’t keep people from coming out and standing in the National Mall. I was assigned to cover the attendees. I remember a gentleman who was standing next to me. He was wearing a Louisiana State University windbreaker—purple with a little dash of gold. He was a tall, sturdily built African American man. He told me that he’d spent the night driving up from Louisiana, and he looked as if he’d yet to sleep.

He stood there, and for nearly the entirety of President Obama’s inaugural address, tears rolled down his cheeks. For an older gentleman like that, to be there at that moment, he was so moved. I’m sure that he had doubts that he’d live long enough to see that day. I’m sure that a lot of other people felt that way too.

I’m also deeply inspired by a Memorial Day celebration that I attend in a little town called Sag Harbor, New York, population not many. It fills up during the summertime. I get up on Memorial Day, and I walk into town. I get my coffee at eight and settle on a bench, waiting for the parade to start at nine. I sit there, and I wait for the surviving older veterans to lead this tiny small-town parade. The veterans carry their flags, they carry their rifles, they fire blanks into the air. We all applaud and feel like we’re a part of a grateful nation.

For my mom’s eighty-sixth birthday, I was back in Cincinnati. One of her favorite restaurants is a place called Primavista. And the view is terrific from there. It sits on one of the seven hills of Cincinnati, named after Cincinnatus, a Roman god from the seven hills of Rome. What few people know about my hometown is that every Labor Day for the last fifty years or more, the local rock and roll station, WEBN, puts on a massive fireworks display. They roll two barges down the Ohio River, and on both banks people gather, the Ohio side, the Kentucky side. So, I’m there celebrating Mom, and I’m there celebrating Labor Day and workers who contributed to making America great.

Up on that hill, the Ohio Valley stretches out for miles. The Ohio River snakes its way to our right; in the distance there’s the faint outline of the city. Boats and barges on the river. To your left, countless semitrailer trucks roll down American highways. A long line of cars trails behind a train crossing from the Ohio side to the Kentucky side. Business and commerce and work are still getting done, happening right in front of you. And, no disrespect to New York City, or to my colleagues and friends in New York City, but that moment reminds me how the Midwest is still the backbone of this country. It supports how this country moves, how it works, what it makes, and it’s a twenty-four-hour job.

The Midwest hit a wall in the ’90s. Their cities, their region were hammered when factories closed and jobs fled. Remember the Rust Belt? It evokes an image of a place that is crumbling, decaying, and filled with neglect. Well, what people refused to say in those places is this: “I give up.” They didn’t. They survived tough times, trade disputes, factories closing, the steel industry in peril. It took years for these great cities to rise again, to get their feet back under them, but they did. Today they are better than ever.

They were met by a wall and had to figure out how to get around it.

Their story is America’s story. We should take the time to proudly recognize all those who have kept the faith and kept America great.

What better time than now and in America’s 250th year!

[image: A photo of a river shoreline. On the far bank of the river are large coniferous trees, with mountain peaks in the background.]
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Johnny Joey Jones
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Rachel

There’s no greater patriot I know than Joey Jones. He loves America, and his body bears the scars of that love. In 2010 Joey stepped on an IED in Afghanistan while serving in the US Marine Corps during the Afghanistan War. In that terrible moment, Joey lost his buddy Daniel Greer, and both his legs. His road to physical, mental, and spiritual healing has been long, but his tragedy and triumph have been a source of inspiration for the entire FOX family. Sharing the curvy couch with a hero like Joey has been an honor. It’s also been a lot of fun! Joey’s stories of growing up in the South have left us all in stitches. He’s humble, kind, self-deprecating, and always looking for ways to bridge divides. The bridge between Joey and me is faith and patriotism. Both Joey and I know and love the Lord. Like Joey, I am the survivor of a fatal accident where others perished. Grateful to have survived, I lay on the ground with my leg shattered on the side of a cold, lonely highway. Joey and I know that God never abandoned us in our darkest, scariest moment. We also love our country and have a special place in our hearts for those who defend it. I’m just a military brat; Joey is a certified hero. Yet, Joey is one of the loudest voices on television, praising the quiet sacrifices families make to support their military family member. I could go on and on about Joey. Suffice it to say, there is no way I was writing this book about America, home of the brave, without including my friend and certifiable American hero Joey Jones.





[image: A headshot of Johnny Joey Jones.]
I was taught to be very proud of being from Georgia. It mattered. I should be proud that we worked hard, grew food, and built our own houses by hand. We enjoyed the Southern blue-collar life, and it’s a hands-on lifestyle. You fix your own cars, you build your own houses, you hang your own pictures on the wall. You don’t just know what a hammer is; you know all the different ways to use one. My dad was like that, and he filled me with those ideas.

I remember watching a TV commercial for baked beans. A bunch of gold prospectors are gathered around a fire. The cook spoons up the beans for them, and he says, “These beans are from New York City.” The guys all get looks of disgust on their faces. That was representative of how a lot of rural folks felt about New York City and other places where commerce and big business dominated over blue-collar work. September 11, 2001, completely changed attitudes and perspectives for me and a lot of other people in the South and, I imagine, the rest of the country. Seeing the images of the firemen and police officers in New York, hearing the stories of how people risked their lives and perished, even civilians, trying to save others, made me connect with other people in this country in a different way. For me and my family, that attack on this country was the defining moment of patriotism. We took a punch from people from the Middle East, and we took it personally.

A personal shift took place, and so did a political one. George Bush was the president at the time, and he was a Republican. There were a lot of people in the South who were culturally conservative but voted for and identified themselves as Democrats. But when George Bush told the country that we were going to send troops to kill the people who hurt us, we were going to go get them, that was a lightning-rod moment. We needed to support that president and his party because we wanted to defeat our enemies.

I took an advanced placement US history class, and I thought that I was a Democrat. My teacher Debby Barto sat me down one day and said, “Here are one hundred ways that you’re not a Democrat.” She based that on things that I’d said in her classroom. I thought, Okay, well then, I’m not a Democrat, whatever. I don’t care. I’m going to go race my four-wheeler. To a certain extent that was the attitude my parents took toward politics. My dad was a very grounded man. He studied in his own way, and he was a real serious student of the Civil War. That was history, but it wasn’t really politics.

When you grow up in the South, you get an in-depth education about the Civil War. We studied Georgia history in school, and you can’t explore Georgia and its past without taking on a healthy amount of Civil War history. Much of the reason for that emphasis in schools is because battles were waged here. The War Between the States is so integrated into the landscape. If you’re out on the land, you might come up on a creek below a ridge. There’s a good chance that members of the 1st and 6th Georgia Cavalry, who fought with Braxton Bragg’s Army of Tennessee and won the Battle of Chickamauga, camped there. Growing up, my mom lived in a house across the street from a natural spring. Now there’s a historical plaque in front of it stating it was used as a hospital for both the North and the South.

Stonewall Jackson is probably the most revered figure in Georgia because of his legend. He got shot point-blank and carried on with his duties. That’s something that people revere. I get it that the perception in the rest of the country is that Southerners revere men like him and this region because we fought to perpetuate slavery. The truth is, the reverence for the Southern generals down here is because they loved their state so much that they fought for it. If you read about General Lee, he was much less motivated by the cause of the South to secede and be its own country than he was by his desire to not betray his mother state of Virginia. He was a West Point grad and very torn on the issue. He eventually landed on the fact that he couldn’t turn his back on the state that he called home. To look at things from this perspective, having your identity fully wrapped up in your home state makes a lot of sense.

I had another teacher, Mr. Wilburn. He was incredibly fun, but also dry. He taught history, and he participated in Civil War reenactments. He would come to class dressed in full uniform—sometimes as a Union soldier, sometimes as a Confederate soldier—and teach all day dressed like that. When he came in as a Confederate, he was teaching a lesson about the War of Northern Aggression. When he came in as a Union guy, it was the War to Save the Union. We got to see and understand both sides. That was so important.

That was the culture I grew up in. Like I said, my dad was a student of the Civil War. We lived in the mountains, and we didn’t go to a lot of places. My dad didn’t cross the Mississippi until he was fifty-five years old. I grew up with that influence. I remember sitting with my dad watching Ken Burns’s documentary on the Civil War. He bought the boxed set of VHS tapes. I can still picture them in their cases, lined up to form a picture of the American and Confederate Flags. My dad appreciated all of the insights and facts and figures and the personal stories that were told. He couldn’t get over the idea that you would be fighting in a war against your cousin on different battle lines. But men did. And they didn’t do it blindly. They didn’t do it without recognizing that there were real consequences for them, their families, and their way of life. My dad would even go to the courthouse to look up property lines from the 1860s. Property lines meant fences, which often snagged men’s buttons and buckles as they crossed. He’d determine where the lines of troops had moved. We’d take a metal detector and an entrenching tool, a compass and a map, and we’d go metal detecting. I’ve got paint buckets full of buttons and buckles and canteens and other things we found in the woods.

All of that was very influential to me. My dad was a brick, block, and rock mason, and I worked manual labor for him on school breaks and weekends. We would walk up to a footing that had been dug to lay a foundation. All the dirt had been moved to the side, and you could dig through it and find some war relics and arrowheads. My dad had the same type of reverence for the Cherokee Indians who lived here as he did for the Civil War generals and soldiers.

Fundamental to my understanding of country and patriotism was this idea: You are physically a product of the soil beneath your feet and the people who came before you. That was my understanding of patriotism; that was my understanding of being connected to something larger than myself. When we have something in common, often something traumatic or otherwise highly emotionally charged, that pulls us together. That’s a large part of what patriotism means to me. It may not always be on obvious display, but it’s there when needed.



So getting hit on 9/11 did that for us. We woke up one morning, took a collective hit, and on 9/12 we were transformed. That’s human nature. That’s why we live in a society and not as loners. The special thing about our country is that, while we are united as a great nation, you still have personal sovereignty—you don’t bow down to a sovereign. We never have, unlike most anywhere else in the world. The special thing about this country isn’t the strength of our military, or the size of our economy. Our entire governance is founded on the rights we want to keep for ourselves, the life we want to live for ourselves. If that’s the case, then you’re going to find people who are different all over this country. If there’s going to be a thread that sews them together, it’s the fact that we’re all Americans, even while we still retain more local identities. For me, it’s Appalachian; for others, it may be “Texan” or their cultural ancestry. We have our own roots in our individuality, but it’s important that we see them as our “American” roots. Americans have more in common with one another than we realize; I’ve seen that, having gone through my own struggles. The idea that there are pockets in this country that live very differently because of the terrain or the weather or the industry or the religion—or whatever it may be—is important. Yet post-9/11, the idea of being an American first was incredibly important.

All that said, I’m a proud Georgia boy. Even though I didn’t go to the University of Georgia, I’m a fan of the Bulldogs. Their football team represents our state to the rest of the country as much as, and better than, anything else. In the South, we didn’t take being an American for granted, necessarily, but being from Georgia was a real point of pride. We also developed strong rivalries with other states in the region—Tennessee and Alabama and places like that. Those rivalries were healthy, and it was an integral part of our culture.

NASCAR is another thing that Americans associate with the South. For the first time since Reconstruction, we had something in the Southeast that other people took an interest in. We didn’t have other professional sports until the 1960s, and NASCAR took root in their place. There was dirt track racing in every little county in the South. If you could turn a wrench and understand how an internal combustion engine works, you could build a race car. You could take a regular passenger car, weld a roll cage into the interior, and go racing. In the 1970s, my papaw—my grandfather—took a ’56 or ’57 Chevrolet he had “souped up” to run moonshine with, put a roll cage in, painted the body panels primer gray and a number 3 on the door, and drove it at a local dirt track.

NASCAR was born because we didn’t have anything else. We had to make our own way, and that’s a big part of what it means to be an American. You can kind of be ignored or undervalued or underappreciated, but you don’t whine about it. You don’t wait for someone else to fix the problem. You come up with a solution. And in this case, that solution also involved a lot of fun, a lot of noise, and a bit of mayhem. It also involved a lot of red Georgia clay.

I hadn’t really thought of it to this extent before, but land and ground and dirt figure a lot in my experiences and in the experiences of many Americans. Land is really tied up in what America is all about. When it comes to hunting, there’s a European model and an American model. In the European model, the elites own the land and the animals that are on that property. In the American model, the people own the public land and all the indigenous wild animals. You can go to every state in the contiguous US and hunt in some way. The most American thing we do is harvest our experiences, our sustenance, and our happiness from the land that we live on. We have animals in this country that nobody else has. We have animals in this country that you can’t hunt anywhere else in the world.

The fastest animal in North America is a pronghorn antelope. Scientists believe they came over on the Bering Strait. It’s one of the most unique animals in the world—the only horned animal in the world that sheds its horns. It’s just an incredibly unique, almost exotic-looking animal that, if you drive on any interstate in Wyoming, Colorado, or New Mexico, you’re just going to see grazing on the side of the road like it’s not a big deal. We’ve also got the largest antlered animal in the world: the Yukon moose in Alaska. Moose are also found in Maine, Wyoming, Montana, and all the way down into Colorado.

So the most American thing I’m a part of is this Venn diagram between people who respect and understand that the land that we live on gives us life and those who have the knowledge, skills, and tools to hunt on it. It’s a very special thing, largely because we have our Second Amendment rights, and also because we have a culture that understands the land belongs to all of us, and we must be good caretakers of that land.

Anytime I’m holding a firearm, I understand what this country is all about. I know it’s a heated topic, but when you take all of the politics out of firearms, when you take a thirty-thousand-foot view, owning a firearm is the physical implementation of the idea that the power rests with the people and not the government. That’s huge, and it’s vastly more important than how we try to justify what we would do with that firearm. We could defend our home, protect ourselves, and harvest food. You’re considered radical if you point out that you could repel tyranny. Clearly, guns are dangerous when they are used irresponsibly or maliciously. The fact is that guns are both a symbol of power and an actual tool of power. The inherent risk is that with a firearm, you can have power over other people, but the fact that our culture says no law-abiding, well-intended citizen will be denied that power over our government is a cornerstone that does not exist anywhere else in this world. Gun ownership is symbolic and evidence of our freedom. Our prizing of freedom, and our empowerment to resist any government that could make itself tyrannical, is uniquely American. I can’t put it any other way, and I believe that wholeheartedly.

[image: A photo of a dirt and gravel road, leading into a forest. A wooden fence is running parallel to the road on the left.]
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Will Cain
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Rachel

You can take the Texan out of Texas, but you can’t take Texas out of the Texan. That’s one of the first things I learned about my friend Will Cain. Will loves Texas. And even though his career in broadcasting brought him to New York City, where he lived for years, it never changed his big Texas heart. He loves his wife, his kids, his hometown, and a good tequila. Will also loves America and has a deep appreciation for the regionality of our country, and on more than one occasion I have heard him talk about how he laments the corporate and technological forces that homogenize our American culture and erase the traditions, dialects, and way of life that make Southerners so different from Midwesterners, and New Englanders so unique from, say, Pacific Northwesterners. His love for America was forged in rural Texas. A place where Fridays were for football, the way Sundays were for Jesus. As Will would say, “God Bless Texas.”



[image: A headshot of Will Cain.]
My first real sense of what it meant to be patriotic was rooted in my childhood in a small town in Texas. The Friday Night Lights franchise captured that spirit, but I lived it. It wasn’t just a football game; it was a community event. We all wore maroon and white as we went to Bearcat Stadium to cheer on the Bearcats. It’s significant to note that the stadium wasn’t at the high school. Bearcat Stadium is an icon. It sits next to Route 75. You can’t go through Sherman, Texas, without seeing it.

The fact that it was located away from the school itself says a lot. The team didn’t represent just Sherman High School; it represented the entire town, the entire community. Whether you had a child attending the school or not, you went to the games. It makes me a little sad to see school districts putting up stadiums alongside the school buildings. I liked the message being sent to us back then: You’re a part of this—all y’all! That’s America to me. We may be separate states, separate individuals, but when it counts, we come together. We unify.

I remember one time when I was a kid going to the bank, I was eager to get one of those lollipops they had in the lobby. A man bent over, put his hands on his knees, and said, “I knew your granddad Charlie Cain.” At the time that didn’t register as meaningful, but now I look back on that and see that his recognition of my roots, my place in the world, ran deep.

I have such fond recollections of my Texas childhood, out running in the woods with my friends, exploring, hunting, having BB gun wars with my friends. What “American” meant for me was driving up and down Texoma Parkway on a Friday night with no real plan and no idea what to do, except hoping to run into friends at the Taco Bell. Or we’d head into the countryside on the outskirts of town, maybe get in trouble at a party by the pump jack. Out in the country, we felt free and we were free. We were in Texas, after all, and not just Texas, but America too. That was my America, and I loved it. I believe that Texas is quintessentially American. If you take the American identity and distill it to its core components, what you would end up with is what typifies Texas. Here, there’s a rough and rowdy aspect to being free, and I think that is very much a part of the American identity—an important, essential part of it. So for that reason, I moved my family back here to Texas. I wanted my sons to feel the sense of place that I do.

The people who came to this land before our country was founded were risk-takers. They knew the score—chance of dying of cholera, chance of dying of malnutrition, and later on, chance of losing your scalp and your life. But it was worth it, because there was a chance of a better life, and that’s still the case today.

We may not face the same physical risks as the early settlers or those who came west to Texas and beyond, but there’s a chance that our economic standing could take a hit. At least we have the opportunity to roll the dice on ourselves. No one is standing guard over us saying, “You’re not from money.” “You’re not from the right family.” “You’re not from the right ethnic heritage.” Those aren’t barriers. In Texas especially, we love, encourage, and celebrate people just going for it in whatever way that matters to them. I think that spirit is central to the entire American experiment. It gets applied in different ways at different times, but, again, look at the colonists, the western settlers, the wildcatters coming out here digging and drilling for oil, dreamers making their way to Colorado, to California, and up to Alaska driven by gold fever. That’s not a pathology; that’s patriotism. We believe that our country is the best, and we believe that we are the best, because we strive for the best life we can make for ourselves and our families. We have the audacity to think that and to do that.

I’ve seen that audacious spirit in other places besides Texas too. As you get older, your world expands. My sense of what America is moved beyond the borders of Sherman and the surrounding area to Texas. As I traveled around the country, stretching my legs, I always used Sherman as a kind of measuring bar. I remember when I lived in New York City, I encountered people from every walk of life, including from different countries. The whole spectrum of humanity is on display. My sons played soccer in New York City. I was often around West African immigrants whose fathers drove for Uber and Lyft. In a lot of ways, they embody the same kind of audacity it takes to make it here. In Texas, that’s also true of the Latino immigrants.

I saw another group of immigrants while in New York. I had a friend from Italy and another from South Africa. Both had lived in England, and they pointed out some crucial differences between here and the UK. The Italian woman wanted to start a fashion company. She told me that she felt like people in the UK didn’t actively discourage her, but there was always this sense that they didn’t believe it was the right thing to do or that she wasn’t the right person to do it. It was subtle, but there. When she came to America, she was invigorated. She felt that go for it sensibility whenever she spoke with Americans about her proposed project.

Part of that difference can be attributed to the more entrenched, ingrained class system in the UK. It was always lurking in the shadows and sometimes on full display. In Italy, that classism wasn’t as apparent, but it was still there. Old money. Old-world families. I suppose we have that a bit here in the US, but not in Texas. It gets baked in over time, I suppose, but I don’t want it to.

In the same way, I don’t want America to become a monoculture. Nothing against her as a recording artist or as a person, but I don’t want everyone in America listening to Taylor Swift on repeat all the time. I love the distinct regional differences of each state. On my show, I spoke with a congressman from Kentucky. I asked him what typifies Kentucky. He said: basketball, bourbon, horse racing, and fried chicken. That’s Kentucky. I thought that was great. Each state is distinct, but we also have a common culture that unites us. That’s what makes America so fascinating and so complicated.

That’s why I think that the founding fathers had a real task at hand in writing the Constitution. There were thirteen colonies then, and not the fifty states we have today, but there were still a fair number of different interests and perspectives to be wrangled. Somehow they managed: They went for it.

It took my going to law school to develop a real understanding and appreciation for what they undertook and what they accomplished. My dad was an attorney, and he and I used to engage in some good debates, but my exposure to the law was limited to torts—medical malpractice, civil suits, a little bit of criminal defense. So for me, law was about argumentation—making a convincing case based on reason and emotion. Studying constitutional law was the first time that I was able to understand the fuller context of what the American experiment was all about. So in addition to my understanding and appreciation for the cultural and social backbone of this country, I gained a lot of knowledge and appreciation for the ideas and principles enshrined in the foundational documents. Doing so produced a change in me.

My sense of patriotism was always strong, but it rose to a new level while I was in law school. I also experienced a shift in my political outlook. Honestly, I don’t know if I was a conservative before I went to law school. Unknowingly, I might have been somewhat culturally conservative. I definitely wasn’t intellectually conservative. I grew up going to church on Sundays and attending youth group on Sunday nights. I don’t know that that set me on the political path I walk today, but law school and studying the Constitution definitely did.

There have been a number of big moments in human history. The signing of the Magna Carta in England, the Italian Renaissance, the Greeks being the foundation of Western civilization. But the founding of the United States is such a great leap forward philosophically that it’s impossible to think of America as anything but great.

For example, the founders understood this: There are positive rights and there are negative rights. Negative rights are those that keep you free from things. You have the right to free speech, you have the freedom to pursue happiness, and you have the freedom to own property. No one gave you these things, and no one can take them from you. You have these rights by virtue of being born a child of God, and God grants and guarantees these rights to every human. They are inalienable. Positive rights, on the other hand, are like entitlements. You rely on other people to give them to you. A right to a job. A right to leisure. A right to health care. The state or the community provides you with these. The problem with positive rights is that they infringe upon negative rights. If you go to the doctor, that physician’s time and expertise have to be “confiscated” in some form to give you health care. Health care doesn’t grow on trees. It has to be created by someone.

So how does that tension between the two get acted out in reality? America is a blank slate. People could come here and make of it what they will. No one was going to give them anything. That’s where the risk/reward and audacity come in. The Bill of Rights and the Constitution had to balance positive and negative rights; they had to balance freedom, responsibility, and consequences. So far, they’ve stood the test of time. It’s also pretty ingenious that the Bill of Rights and the Constitution are a balancing act. The founding fathers were great thinkers, and also men of enterprise who had to step away from their responsibilities as planters and businessmen to prepare the ground to grow a country and a way of life.

What’s also remarkable is that those documents are so adaptable to change. I previously pointed out the growth from thirteen colonies, a cluster of people who were far more homogenous than we are today. I don’t know if western expansion was on their minds, at least not extending from one ocean to another, to encompass an entire continent. For later generations, that movement west was considered a necessity. I made my way east, of course, for a number of different reasons. But before I did, shortly after college, I moved north and west to Montana. My motive? Partly I was following the trail blazed by two Texas Rangers who pushed a cattle herd up to Montana.

The fictional characters Woodrow and Gus set out on that adventure. Larry McMurtry’s novel is classic Americana at its finest. Where I come from, it seemed like every dude named their kids, or at least their dogs, after one of them. Truth is, I’d always wanted to live in Montana. I’d read John Steinbeck’s classic Travels with Charley. I recall him writing in this book about touring the country with his dog that if you took a boy from Washington, DC, who had never seen Texas, and asked him to describe it, he would, in actuality, describe Montana. I had to see it for myself.

I’m a Cowboys fan and a fan of cowboys. I romanticized Montana. I romanticized Wyoming. I love to visit New Mexico. Why do I love those parts of the US? Because they represent the frontier. I still feel that spirit when I’m there. I feel it in the landscape. I feel a sense of possibility. And I think that’s what everyone felt when they landed at Chesapeake Bay, or wherever they first landed in America. My conception of the West is formed by stories of the West, some realistic, some romanticized.

When I was a kid, my uncle took me to Deadwood, South Dakota, and then on to Wyoming along the Snake River. I bought dime-store novels. That sounds so 1950s, but I actually did that. Billy the Kid, Jesse James, and all these other mythic figures for the Old West. The frontier spirit is still alive and well in America. It just looks a little different when you think of Silicon Valley or Austin, and the technology centers there. You have people still taking risks, still experiencing booms and busts, and that’s the story of America. A story worth celebrating, whether it ends in triumph or failure. People are still going for it. America is still going for it, and people around the world are still coming to America, longing to come to America because it’s a place where you can exert your willpower and make a success out of whatever circumstances you come from.

And the story of America is about the places you go once you get here—literally and figuratively. In addition to that RV trip with my uncle, I’ve been all around the US. As a family, we’ve gone to many of the national parks. I love a road trip. The best part of them isn’t the tourist destinations; it’s the small towns, it’s sitting in the little diner that’s well off the interstate. You eat and then you walk around the little town square, and that’s the best thing. If you’re ever in East Texas, a great thing there is going hunting. We call our annual hunting sojourn the “Squirrel Hunt and Catfish Rodeo.” It really isn’t about what we go after; it’s about the camaraderie. We do catch some catfish and cook them up, and then, we sit around the campfire at night and solve the world’s problems and debate which is the best country music song. It’s special. America’s special too. But Texas is the best. Go, Cowboys!
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Charlie Hurt
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Rachel

Charlie started out in journalism young. Very young. When he was eight years old, he launched The Gilmer News and Gossip from his childhood home with his siblings. They covered everything that was happening in their small Virginia town, from the weather to squirrel deaths. Somehow our producers got hold of an old copy of Charlie’s newspaper, and we spent every commercial break of that show devouring it and laughing our tails off. We weren’t laughing because it was bad. Actually it was so good! We laughed because it was also so Charlie. He really hasn’t changed much.

Charlie is part of a dying breed of old-school journalists. The kind that checks the facts, builds relationships, develops sources, and analyzes stories from a deep well of knowledge and experience. He is also a deeply moral man who cares about truth, justice, and making sure he gets the story right. I learned he got those traits, along with his love of books and writing, from his beloved granny. In this chapter, Charlie shares the story of his granny—her incredible portable book exchange, her belief that literacy could change a life, and the hours she spent teaching prisoners how to read. Is there anything more Christian than that? As soon as I read about this great American woman, I called Charlie and told him how sad I was that I would never get to meet this patriot. He told me Granny would have loved me. I didn’t know her, but I already loved her too. I’m just glad I got to know and love her grandson—my friend Charlie.





[image: A headshot of Charlie Hurt.]
My granny’s story typifies American resilience. Her father died when she was young, so her brothers basically took care of the family. She was born in 1915, at a time when few women went to college, but she did. Some of my fondest memories of her revolve around her “torturing” us grandkids by making us put on plays. Looking back on it now, it was the most magical part of my childhood, even though I hated it at the time. I’ve maintained a love of theater thanks to Granny.

She met and married my grandfather in Texas, and together they moved to southern Virginia. They settled in the town where my family has resided for over a hundred years. Virginia is a cradle of American history. As a result, Granny was dragging us all over the state. There was no Revolutionary War battle reenactment she didn’t take us to. Also, at every Christmas in colonial Chatham, she would “encourage” all of the townspeople to dress up in colonial garb to celebrate the town’s role in colonial America.

Granny was old school. She could be kind of harsh, because that’s the way people were back then—a little hard. She had her opinions. She had a vision. She knew what she wanted. Two things she wanted, which seem typically American today, were to see more women driving and more people reading. That may sound a bit odd, but consider this: Out in the country in the 1940s and ’50s, being able to drive was a really big deal. She had women she hired to come and work for her, and a number of them couldn’t drive. Granny insisted that they learn, and set about teaching them. Driving represents freedom. Driving represents mobility. Driving represents self-reliance.

Granny did a lot to help other people thrive. Thanks to her influence, we are big readers in my family. Books? Certainly. Public reading? Absolutely. It is as if family dinners and holiday celebrations were public forums. On those occasions, someone in the family would rise and orate. I recently came across Granny’s obituary from 2015. It’s amazing that she lived one hundred years. I intend to pass along that obituary to one of my sons so that he may read it aloud at our next family gathering. It’s been ten years since she died, and I think we all need a reminder of her monumental accomplishments.



Granny’s championing of literacy took her to prison. She instructed prisoners in the necessary art of reading. If you attended church services and Granny spotted you as a nonreader, you were soon on her roster to be taught. You had little choice in the matter. Any objection you might offer was swatted aside with this argument: If you don’t know how to read, you only know what other people tell you. She viewed being able to read—and consequently being able to think freely—as an enormous personal and civic responsibility.

Granny would attend court sessions in Prince William County. She sat in the front row of the courtroom as various matters were being adjudicated. If someone was in front of the judge due to a trespass of the law that was a nonviolent offense, she would rise and ask the presiding judge, “Your Honor, what if I taught this gentleman to read? How would the court look upon that?” The judge would ask the convicted person what grade level of education he had obtained. If he hadn’t graduated high school, or was demonstrably illiterate, Granny would ask if the judge would reduce the guilty party’s sentence if he learned to read. For fifty years, Granny attended those courtroom sessions.

Granny later combined her two missions by driving the bookmobile. If you couldn’t get to the library, she’d bring the library to you. She improved people’s lives, and in turn the life of the community she resided in, without relying on the government to come in and solve those problems. The government is not the answer to everything.

I also see Granny as an exemplar of another pillar of Jeffersonian democracy. Rural people are a necessary and fundamental element in this country. You can’t just have an urban elite and expect society to function. The urban elite hire people to do things. They don’t do them themselves. Urban people don’t have pickup trucks. They don’t have the time or inclination to pick up a sofa and move somewhere. You can’t have a country like America if you don’t have people who know how to do things. Without people who take initiative and responsibility for themselves and their neighbors, society grinds to a halt. And who’s going to fix it?

That’s why the Second Amendment of the Constitution is so vital and should be celebrated. In the vast majority of this country, you are your own 911. In case of an emergency, you rely on yourself or your neighbor. You are responsible for your family and your neighbors. If you don’t have a nation of trustworthy people to depend on to take care of one another, then you don’t have a republic. Period.

Granny was one of those dependable people. She worked to fix things. Could she move a herd of cattle from one field to another? I don’t know; since she was from Texas, I expect she could. Moving cattle is different from moving funds from one account to another. We need people with both kinds of skill sets. But which do we need more? As important as bankers are to our economic system, bankers aren’t going to feed people.

I still live on a farm in Virginia. I travel frequently to New York City, and I’m often struck by this thought as we circle Manhattan: How do those millions of people get fed? Many of the founding fathers were farmers, and I believe they understood the importance of agriculture and the rural areas. We each have our roles to play, and they are all vital to this American enterprise.

Granny had a profound belief that without an educated and informed electorate, you cannot have a free people. When I go back and read the founding documents of this country, I’m always amazed by how relevant they are to our lives today. The reason for that is because they were exchanging ideas about a fundamental concept—human nature. Human nature doesn’t evolve much over time. It’s fixed. So for me, the Constitution is a kind of guide to getting along. That’s the genius of it. When we start wandering away from the basic instructions of the guide, we get ourselves in trouble. When we strive to stay in line with it, we thrive.

We would do well to keep this in mind. One of my favorite founding fathers is George Mason. Even though he was one of the most influential among them, he is perhaps among the least celebrated. He was an elder statesman and lived just down the Potomac River from George Washington. He authored the Virginia Declaration of Rights and was influential in the writing of the Declaration of Independence. If you read the two documents side by side, you can see their similarities.

Mason was a young teen when his father died. He then had to take care of his family. He didn’t want to be involved in politics and basically disdained politicians. He was a farmer, and, to him, providing food for himself and others was far more important and essential. One thing I love about him is that he was one of three participants at the Constitutional Convention who refused to sign on to the Constitution. He had several reasons. The first was that the Constitution initially did not include a Declaration of Rights. Here they were, drawing up a framework for how the government ought to operate—devising the three separate branches—but there were no concrete guards for individual liberties. He was concerned that the executive branch could become a kingship. He was less concerned about the legislative branch because those members would represent the electorate. He was worried about the judiciary. Would the federal courts have supremacy and stamp out the independence of the states?

Mason was also upset that the Constitution didn’t abolish slavery. It is important to remember that the founders knew what a scourge on society slavery was. They understood that slavery was incompatible with the principles undergirding the Declaration of Independence and the Constitution. They knew full well that the issue of slavery would eventually come to a head, which, of course, it did. The reason that justice eventually prevailed is because of the words they wrote in those documents. But at the time of the founding, they still had to negotiate and attend to the most practical matters that were at hand in that moment.

That’s a part of the American spirit. That may not sit well with some, but it should be noted that many, like Mason, stood up and let their voices be heard. No one turned a blind eye to the issue. The truth of the matter is that if anyone had an interest in keeping the slave trade alive, it was the British. They were profiting off it, and Mason recognized that.

Mason’s home, Gunston Hall, sits very near the Potomac River in Mason Neck, Virginia. The beautiful Georgian-style mansion took five years to complete—from 1755 to 1759. It is among several other plantations that Mason owned. I would urge everyone to visit it. I admire George Mason, and I sit on the board of visitors at Gunston Hall. I would rank it up there alongside Mount Vernon. Because of Granny’s influence, I think that everyone who has the means should do a tour of Virginia’s historic sites—Appomattox, Monticello, Montpelier, and more. There’s so much history in the state.

One of the lesser-known sites is Thomas Jefferson’s Poplar Forest. Everyone goes to Monticello, and they should, but the Poplar Forest is special, and less crowded. This was Jefferson’s most private retreat. As you might imagine, poplar trees dominate the landscape. What I love about it is that it serves as an example of human nature and democracy in action. At one point, this valuable piece of land was coveted by investors who wanted to develop it for commercial interests. Citizens got together, purchased the land, and turned it into an accessible place where the public could visit. Moreover, they decided to restore it, and, using the original plans that Jefferson himself had crafted, they built the structures to conform with his detailed instructions. That whole story defines America. Jefferson was both a prosperous landowner and a practical man with practical skills. His drawings were often very detailed, illustrating how the bricks of this octagonal structure should be cut to fit properly.

The founding fathers were visionaries. We may think of them as political philosophers, but they were also men who could get things done. They innovated building techniques and agricultural practices. They wanted America to be on the leading edge of everything—not only democratic thought and practice, but also technological and commercial advancements. That continues today. It is no accident that Elon Musk left South Africa and then Canada to come here. Our heritage is moving forward while still preserving aspects of our legacy. Safe drivers still check the rearview mirror even when driving forward.

Today, some talk about industry as something that should be vilified. I acknowledge that some industries need to have controls placed on them, but industry is a magnificent thing. Industry makes life better for humans. I want my country to be a place where I can thrive, my neighbors can thrive, and my family can thrive. To me, that’s one aspect of patriotism. It may not be flag-waving, fireworks-igniting patriotism, but that work ethic, that desire to succeed and see the country succeed, is the reason why we’re celebrating 250 years of greatness. That’s the genius of this country and the documents on which it was founded. They weren’t so much interested in crafting a study of government; they wanted to figure out what makes humans work, what gets them out of bed every day. What they planned and executed was a way to inspire and reward people for going out there and doing great things while being mindful not to trample on anyone else’s rights.

That’s the best of human nature, the best of America. Granny was a proud American, and I’m proud to be an American too.
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Steve Doocy
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Rachel

After serving as the cohost of FOX and Friends for twenty-seven years, my friend Steve Doocy could easily have called it quits and basked in the limelight of a broadcast career that began with him serving as a disk jockey at the University of Kansas’s student radio station KJHK in the late 1970s. Since his radio days, Steve’s career has landed him at the top of the broadcasting game, and last year, Steve took on a new assignment that will keep him on the road across America as FOX and Friends’ “coast-to-coast” host.

But Steve’s greatest accomplishment is the family he has built. In fact, if you looked up the word “dad” or “grandpa” in the dictionary, you might see Steve’s face. I still remember being on Outnumbered many years ago when Steve’s son, Peter, joined the couch for the very first time as our “lucky guy.” Just before we went live, I saw Steve sneak into the studio and take a picture of Peter and quietly exit. I knew he had done this all through the years at every big moment in his children’s lives. I remember thinking, Wow! What a great dad. When Steve isn’t on the road, you’ll likely find him in his kitchen with his beautiful wife, Kathy, cooking up delicious dishes that have made him a New York Times bestselling cookbook author.

Steve embodies the best attributes of the American spirit—hard work; loyalty; and true, authentic, unending love of family.
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My story of patriotism began on September 11, 2001. It was a beautiful late summer day. I was working on FOX & Friends. We were on air when we got the news that a plane had struck one of the Twin Towers. As shocking as that was, we figured that a small plane had gone askew and accidentally flown into it. What else could it have been? Unless there was some kind of air traffic control snafu at LaGuardia or JFK, it just didn’t seem possible.

Then, a few minutes after nine, the second plane hit. At that point, we knew it was an attack on the United States.

Eventually, other FOX hosts and reporters took over. We were all so stunned, but it became clear that this attack was designed to traumatize Americans, attack our financial center as a symbol of our position in the world, and disrupt our way of life. For those of us in New York, the disruption was very real. At the time, I was living in New Jersey. It wasn’t possible for me to contact my family. Phone service—landlines and cellular—was so overwhelmed it was impossible to get a call through. The producers at FOX were concerned about our safety, just as officials all around the city were worried that other attacks might follow. One of the first measures they put into place was to investigate and search all of the bridges and tunnels. That meant shutting them down to traffic. We were also advised that there was a possibility of truck bombs being detonated. No one knew for sure, but the Times Square area, near the FOX News offices, could have been a target. They decided to move us away from that location. We wound up spending the night in a hotel several miles away.

The next morning, I was to be on air again. Stepping out of that hotel onto the streets was surreal. There were no cars on the road. Normally, the soundscape of New York City is punctuated by car horns, almost incessantly. No sounds at all. With no cabs or car service available, we began walking down the empty sidewalks. After about ten blocks, I spotted a car. I waved the driver down and asked if he could take us to Forty-Eighth Street and Sixth Avenue. At first he declined. I explained that we were the hosts of a morning show. We needed to get to work. He was unmoved. Then I offered some cash. He agreed to take us.

We stayed in the city all day on Wednesday because of the security measures. Finally, on Thursday, the bridges and tunnels were reopened. The threat level was still very high. As I drove up the West Side Highway toward the George Washington Bridge, the three northbound lanes were funneled down to one lane. At one point, before gaining access to the bridge, the car was searched to make sure that no bombs, no explosives had been attached to the vehicle.

I finally made it to our home in Wyckoff, New Jersey. What I remember so vividly is driving past the parking lots where commuters left their vehicles to take public transportation—New Jersey Transit trains and buses—into the city. No one was working that day. The cars there were left by people who, for one reason or another, weren’t able to return home from the city. I knew that some of those people were never coming home, were never going to drive those cars again. I tried not to think of that too much, but it was unavoidable. How could you not wonder how many casualties there were, and what connection you might have to some of those people?

I don’t know of anyone who wasn’t affected in some way by the attack. For us in the tristate area, this wasn’t just an attack on America; it was an attack on neighbors and friends. I knew several people who worked in the financial district, and I hoped that they were okay.

And, of course, I was very concerned about my own family. I worried about the effect this terrible, unfolding tragedy might have on them. My son, Peter, was in high school. My middle child, Mary, was on a school field trip in upstate New York, and Sally, my youngest, was in second grade. I felt especially sad for Sally. She was so young, and her understanding of what took place and where was limited. I presumed, correctly as it turned out, that her school day had been interrupted and that teachers had tuned the classroom televisions to the news coverage of the attacks. So Sally knew this: Bad people had attacked a skyscraper in New York City. Daddy worked in a skyscraper in New York City. A lot of people had been hurt or killed. Daddy hadn’t been home for three days. Therefore, Daddy was hurt or dead. When those towers fell, Daddy had been killed.

Kathy, my wife, did the best she could. She explained that Daddy couldn’t get home. Well, in Sally’s mind that meant the worst-case scenario, but Sally never told Kathy that she was afraid that I’d lost my life.

When I walked in the door of our house, Kathy and I exchanged a quick hug and a kiss. She then told me that we had to go to Sally’s school. At the time, there was so much confusion and uncertainty about so many aspects of our lives and how things were going to proceed. So to help reduce some of that confusion, community members were asked to attend what I guess you could call a school assembly. When we walked into that school’s gym, Sally spotted me, came running, and then gave me the biggest, best hug of my life. She told me that she thought I had died.

Before we could fully settle into our seats, a number of people came up to me. They knew who I was and what I did. They held out flyers with a photo of a loved one who was missing. Eventually, all around the city and surrounding suburbs, you’d see missing person flyers. They were posted near subway stops, on fences, on utility poles, just everywhere. And it was so, so heartbreaking to see them. These people asked me if I could show those photos on air, and I eventually did.

At that point, the school principal asked for everyone’s attention. We all quieted. He spoke briefly, mentioning the need for us to all come together, about how tragic this event was, and how, as a school, we were a family. At the conclusion of his remarks, I heard the first strains of “God Bless America.” I joined the chorus of voices singing those stirring lyrics. At the conclusion of the song, I took a deep breath. Then I heard the first notes of Lee Greenwood’s “Proud to Be an American.” I got to the end of the first line okay, but then I broke into tears.

I was sad, of course, but I looked around that space and saw my neighbors, my fellow Americans, and I felt a bond with them and with this country unlike anything I’d ever felt before. Yes, I was a patriotic American my whole life, but those terrorist attacks stirred up something deeper and more heartfelt than I’d experienced before. And as time went on, I saw how it wasn’t just in my community, but across the country that people were all together in this time of crisis. The whole country rallied. But in that first meeting with people I knew personally gathered together like that, singing and crying, I felt such power and strength and unity.

That Friday, the day after reuniting with my family and having that meeting at the school, we broadcast the following morning from the roof of the FOX News Channel headquarters. Behind us that pile of rubble was still burning; smoke and ash still drifted on the wind. And I was aware that there were all kinds of first responders down there working, hoping to find survivors, and recovering bodies or body parts, all day and all night. And just to the right of that as we looked downtown, there was the West Side Highway. Eventually, I’d make my way along it, and there were countless flyers for missing persons.

But also, there were first responders coming from across the country to lend a hand. And for weeks and weeks after, people gathered on the median and along the sidewalks to cheer on those men and women—steelworkers who came to disassemble the twisted mess of the buildings’ superstructure, and so many more people who wanted to pitch in and help.

Fighter jets flew over the city during those first few days. Everything else was so quiet, but those jets helped assure us of our safety. Over time, New York felt safe again, and people seemed to slow down a bit. They dropped the legendary tough facade. It became clear that if the terrorists had thought they’d destroy us, destroy what was great about America, they had failed. We rallied. America’s spirit is indomitable.

For many years after that, I covered the anniversary commemorations. Solemn affairs, as they should have been, and eventually, over time, we saw the new buildings rising. And at FOX News, we kept reporting on the construction. As a nation, we were involved in the War on Terror, but we still wanted to take the time to update viewers on the progress being made to rebuild. That remains a source of pride for me. In early 2002, the Tribute in Light began illuminating the dark sky. A large number of searchlights were installed at the Battery Park Garage, adjacent to where the Twin Towers had stood. Two vertical columns of light rose into the night sky. We could see them from our bedroom window, and they were an important symbol of hope. Such a terrible, tragic, and hateful thing had taken place there. But we would rise up like those lights.

Also, the National September 11 Memorial & Museum was opened on September 11, 2011. As you might expect, the site is both haunting and beautiful. A cluster of swamp white oak trees rises above two reflecting pools of water. The Survivor Tree, a pear tree found in the rubble, also serves as a symbol of hope. Cuttings from the tree have also thrived as new trees. I can’t think of a more beautiful symbol of the spirit of resilience that typifies what makes this country so great. It combines natural beauty with a strength of character and will to move beyond the harshest challenges.
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I was born in Iowa, but I grew up in a place called Industry, Kansas. In a way that’s kind of symbolic. There were forty-two souls who called Industry home. Seven of us lived in the Doocy house. And I can’t make this up: Across the street from us lived a blacksmith. He had his foundry there too. He’d used his forge to make tractor parts for the farmers’ equipment. Coming from there, I have a deep appreciation for small-town America, for rural America. The irony isn’t lost on me that I eventually found myself working in the world’s financial capital, a place where commerce is king.

There were no wealthy folks in Industry, if money is the way that you measure wealth. Some farmers might have owned thousands of acres of land, but they were in debt to the banks. So most of us in Industry were on the same page, so to speak. No one possessed any status symbols. A man was measured by how neat the furrows he tilled were. Straight lines.

For some reason, I had my mind set on becoming a journalist. I admit that at times I thought, I’ll never make it. There’s no big newspaper nearby; there’s no big one in the state. I could have gone to Kansas City, Missouri, or maybe Chicago. I never in a trillion years thought I’d make it to New York. But there I was for more than thirty years. That’s the beauty of America, where anything is possible. It really is the land of opportunity. You have to have skills; you have to have ambition and drive. You have to have some luck along the way.

I’m glad that I had capital “I” Industry and lowercase “i” industry. I was able to make my dreams come true. And I know so many others who’ve been able to do the same. And that one nightmarish day wasn’t able to extinguish the dream that all Americans have of creating a better life. That’s what America is all about.
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Sandra Smith
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Rachel

Sandra Smith is one of the first people I worked with when I came to FOX News. At the time, Sandra was a host of Outnumbered and I was a new, recurring guest on the couch. I will never forget how kind and welcoming she was to me when I was getting my sea legs at the network. She probably doesn’t know just how much her kindness and warmth meant to me. That’s because Sandra was just being Sandra—the Midwestern, down-to-earth friend that she is.

When people imagine a news anchor, Sandra comes to mind. She is filled with facts and figures, and she’s unafraid to ask the tough questions, whether she’s interviewing a senator, a business leader, or the president of the United States. She takes her job as a TV journalist very seriously. Of course, it doesn’t hurt that Sandra is drop-dead gorgeous. Hands down, she has the prettiest eyes on television.

A native of Wheaton, Illinois, she hails from America’s heartland, and she’s never lost her Midwestern sensibility. She was also a track-and-field college athlete, and she brings that discipline and focus to the newsroom. In her youth, Sandra’s parents introduced her to many of America’s most important historical sites. Her love of history undoubtedly makes her a better journalist as she anchors America Reports. Twentieth-century newspaperman Phil Graham called breaking news “the first rough draft of history.” Sandra helps write that first rough draft, and there’s no better patriot than her to do it.
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Like many, my sense of patriotism began as a child, with hot dogs, hamburgers, and fireworks; but to me, it had a much deeper meaning.

I come from a family with a long history of service. My eldest sister was born while my father was serving as a captain in the US Army, fighting in the Vietnam War. Being the youngest of six children, I grew up hearing stories of heroism, bravery, and the sacrifice of others from my dad. He taught me that serving your country meant sacrifice. As I continued to hear my father’s stories year after year, my gratitude grew for those serving and their families.

Given my dad’s military background, it should come as no surprise that, from my earliest days, I was taught to be proud of our country and its history. My parents led not just with words but with their actions. My childhood was flooded with patriotism. We attended local parades and services that honored America and our military. I remember sitting on a grassy hill and seeing red, white, and blue across the horizon, the American flag waving in the wind, while hearing the echo of “U-S-A” chants fade in and out. Every Memorial Day, Veterans Day, and Independence Day, we honor the ultimate sacrifice . . . and every sacrifice our heroes have made for our freedom.

As time went on, I began to understand the weight of that sacrifice. These holidays weren’t just about the fireworks, the BBQs, or even the day off. They were moments of reflection and eternal appreciation for those who gave the ultimate sacrifice for our modern-day freedoms. That led to an increased curiosity about our nation’s history, and I began enjoying visiting places that represent chapters of it.

For other families, vacations meant sand between your toes and the sun on your skin, but my dad had other ideas. My dad’s service worked directly in tandem with his passion for history. We soon became a family of road-trippers stopping along the way at historic sites as we traveled to Mount Rushmore or the Grand Canyon. I’ve read interpretive signs explaining the significance of the place and the events more than most people have. These national parks scattered around our nation weren’t just stops on the road, but important destinations in explaining our country’s vast history.



Eventually, I learned about the lesser-known conservation effort of one of my favorite presidents, Teddy Roosevelt. I could see the benefits of his work as a conservationist and wanted to thank him for the role he played in expanding the National Park System. I could see the impact everywhere, not just in the headline parks, but in the lesser-known ones, like in Oklahoma, where my mom’s family had been homesteaders and where my dad had been stationed before he went to Vietnam. I was able to see how my family’s history was intrinsically connected in a tangible way to the way this country has grown.

I also was able to get a little taste of what life was like in the military on these road trips, especially when we camped. Dad wasn’t strict like a drill sergeant with us, but he valued organization and preparedness. Every one of us had a specific duty that would contribute to the greater good of the family. I understand now that, being the youngest, I probably wasn’t helping all that much, but it didn’t stop me from trying. I wasn’t a part of the tent assembly crew and other site construction duties; I was with Mom. I was a junior enlisted military personnel, so I was tasked with KP duty—kitchen patrol, under Mom’s supervision. Meal prep and cleanup were on the list of to-do items.

When I reflect on my childhood, I still see the thermal heat waves rising up from our Coleman cookstove and hear the crackling of an open fire. The night sky above was dark, and the sound of crickets would often serenade me as I drifted off to sleep. I don’t know if s’mores and roasted marshmallows are uniquely American, but the taste of them reminds me of childhood, a typically American one. When the fire eventually went out, I would look up and see the untouched sky and try to reach the stars. Before drifting off to sleep I would often wonder who had come here before me and guess what their story could have been.

Remembering my own childhood experiences and how my parents taught us ways to express our patriotism has helped me now to do many of the same things with my kids. There isn’t a small-town parade that we won’t show up for. I feel proud of America when we see even a very small group of veterans marching at the head of one of those celebrations. We make a point to find them after the music is over and the parade has wound down. We don’t just shake their hands and thank them; we provide them the space to share their story and sacrifice. Some take it and tell the stories of friendship, victory, and valor; others just politely decline.

I make sure my children understand as well. “We are proud to remember our great veterans, the first responders, and everyone who has contributed to the safety, security, and prosperity of our country,” I tell them. I know that I’m not alone in this: Every single time I hear a local band come through, see the veterans in their hats, and see the flag held high, my eyes tear up. There’s good tears and bad tears, and these are definitely the good ones. It takes me back to my time at LSU running races all across this great nation; before every meet, I would put my hand on my heart and pause for our nation’s anthem.

I love the landscape of America; how varied and beautiful it is. One of my favorite places to be is standing in the middle of a river with a fly rod in my hand. I find it to be therapeutic. In honor of my father’s contribution to this nation, we organize an annual fly-fishing event for Gold Star families and combat veterans, designed to provide them a much-needed break and to foster community.

[image: A photo of Sandra Smith, fly fishing. She is standing in river, and the water is up to her knees.]
The event often allows them to reconnect with themselves as they experience this country in all its glory beneath the big and open sky. And sometimes the stillness is broken by a fish rising to the surface. When I am alone in the river, it sometimes feels as if I can sense the passage of time; as the water passes over the rocks, I think again about who came before me here. All across America, small towns hang pictures of their heroes from light posts and storefronts along Main Street. This may feel like a small gesture, but to me it represents the huge sacrifice that lets me enjoy the freedoms as simple as casting a fly in a small tributary. At this momentous 250th year in our history, I feel proud to be American and want to say thank you to all of those who have made the sacrifice and to the families that have supported them.
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Tomi Lahren
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Rachel

Let’s be honest. Tomi Lahren is what everyone thinks of when they think of a classic, all-American beauty. Blond and hazel-eyed, she’s the kind of girl who is crowned homecoming queen and Miss America. Beneath her flowing hair is a tough American spirit. Does anyone who knows Tomi and her history of standing up for what she believes, in the face of vicious, cruel attacks from political opponents, ever doubt that Tomi would have had the grit and toughness to cross the prairie in a covered wagon and face down whatever came her way?

I met Tomi many years ago when she first came to FOX News after forging a name for herself as an imminently watchable and staunchly conservative online personality. I was always impressed by her courage and grace under fire. Whether it was a primetime show or a pop-culture roundup on FOX & Friends Weekend, you knew that when you booked Tomi she would bring it! Her hot takes, confidence, and energy are ratings gold, so it’s no surprise she’s now the host of the wildly popular The Big Weekend Show. Tomi’s love for America always shines through. She’s determined to shine a light on the hardworking people, the forgotten men and women who put food on our table. It’s her way of paying it forward. America’s heartland couldn’t have a tougher, more beautiful advocate!



[image: A headshot of Tomi Lahren.]
I grew up in the Black Hills of South Dakota, in the shadow of Mount Rushmore. On a national level, people don’t know much about South Dakota, but they definitely know Mount Rushmore. And to a certain extent, that’s okay, because they get a sense of how patriotic we are and what we’re about.

What differentiates South Dakota from a number of areas in the country is that we are very blue collar. Agriculture is a big deal in South Dakota; ranching and farming are the lifeblood of the economy. Compared to other states, our major cities are relatively small. I grew up on the outskirts of Rapid City. As of 2025, the state’s population was just over 930,000, with approximately 215,000 or so in Sioux Falls and 82,000 in Rapid City. That’s roughly one-third of the total population. The rest is spread out over a large area. That means a lot of small towns and cities.

As a consequence, much of South Dakota’s identity is tied to the local community. High school sports are a big deal; school sports in general are. We don’t have any major sports teams or other flashy attractions for cameras. In my case, my parents were just fine with how things are there. They would tell me that they just wanted to go to work and be left alone. They weren’t antisocial; they were small-town people who didn’t crave the national spotlight. South Dakota is very conservative—I don’t mean conservative politically, but in terms of values. Community spirit runs high, and rodeos and other things bring people together.

The South Dakota State Fair is a big deal, as are the stock show and the livestock show that are held every year. I remember one year when Taylor Swift, before she made it big, came in. We’re proud of our agricultural roots and traditions, and many, many South Dakotans make their living off the land. I didn’t grow up on a ranch, but we lived on twelve acres of land. We kept horses and dogs and rabbits. Of course, on both sides of my family, we have ranch owners who live near some very small towns.

For the last decade, I’ve been on a crusade on behalf of supporting American ranchers. I’ve spoken at a number of conventions that ranchers and farmers attend. I try to advocate for them as much as I can. These men and women, generations of them, are caretakers of the land and of the livestock they produce and that eventually end up on the dinner tables of people around the country. I sometimes think that conservatives get saddled with the reputation of not caring about the environment because they’re not climate-change alarmists. But if you spend time in South Dakota or Wyoming or Montana, or other areas in the upper Midwest, you see how the people there are stewards of the land and care more about it—I would argue—than anyone living in a major city. They have to. They rely on the land to grow crops and graze animals to make a living for themselves and their families.

It’s not easy to be in that business. Growing up, I saw firsthand what a struggle it can be to eke out a living in rural areas. You do it only by working very, very, very hard. That’s a core American value, and no one represents that better than people who work in agriculture in South Dakota and elsewhere. It’s been the way of life for so many small farmers and ranchers for so long. My uncle still operates a ranch, and some years are good and some years are bad. You can have a snowstorm or some other act of God take out a bunch of cattle, and suddenly you’re in a really bad spot. I’m not sure if people who don’t do this kind of work for a living really understand how precarious it can be, let alone dangerous. They may drive through a rural area on an interstate highway and see a feedlot and think that large-scale commercial enterprises are all that farming and ranching are. That’s not the case, and I grew up with a deep appreciation for the contributions that small farms and ranches make to keep this country fed and the economic wheels turning.

What’s interesting about living that kind of life is that people are very independent and very willing to come to the aid of others. The two impulses aren’t incompatible, and I think they really typify the American traditional way of life. In the flyover states, you don’t have to be a rancher or farmer to exhibit those traits and express those values. We take care of ourselves but feel a strong sense of attachment to the United States just as we do to our neighbors. You have to make it on your own, and you often feel like you’re out on your own, but people will pitch in when needed and, a lot of times, without even being asked.

My grandparents on both sides started out ranching. They didn’t go to college; in fact, one of my grandfathers didn’t finish high school. He started ranching on his own when he was thirteen or fourteen years old. None of my grandparents or parents went to college. My dad grew up on the ranch, of course, and he talked a little bit about what it was like. Getting up in the bitter cold before the sun had risen, going to school, coming home to work some more on the ranch. That work ethic was something that was both talked about and lived. Work hard, sacrifice, do the best for your family and country. My paternal grandfather was a marine and saw action on Iwo Jima.

In some ways, World War II was a blessing in disguise. My paternal grandfather was an orphan from age four, and he went to work driving a truck at age fifteen. He wasn’t legally allowed to drive or work that job, but he did what he had to do. That kind of spirit very much inspires me. He also worked on the railroad. What a vital part of American expansion and history the railroads played. It gets romanticized in books and on TV and in the movies, but we lived it. So in a way, my family’s story is America’s story.

Another part of the American character that I saw exhibited all the time, and still do, is good, old-fashioned practicality. Ranchers and farmers are good with their hands and are able to repair or build things. Whether it’s repairing machinery, a line of fence, or something around the house, men and women in rural America can do for themselves what most of us have to call someone to do for us. That’s a part of the independent streak. I feel fortunate that I have my dad, whom I can call on to give me advice about anything related to my car or my house. He’s not a mechanic or a tradesman, but he knows his stuff, and he’s always there to help out.

Practicality and frugality are heartland values. Those skills are also essential. Artificial intelligence isn’t going to replace people who work with their hands and build and repair things. I attended college, and still, some of the most intelligent people I know work in agriculture. They’re able to apply their knowledge in a way that allows them to solve problems. I loved the idea that those skills and attributes, traditional American know-how, get passed along from generation to generation. In some parts of the country, those are lost arts, but not in the heartland.

To me, the heartland isn’t somewhere that is stuck to one region of the country. To me, the heartland is more of a feeling and an idea. The heartland is wherever people don’t want to take anything from anyone but will give you the shirt off their back. They work hard for everything they have and are proud of that.

And I’m proud of those people, and I believe that more Americans should be proud of them and aware of them. My love of country is intricately woven with my respect for the everyday Americans who don’t get the lights shone on them. I know that many of these people feel anonymous and are okay with that, but I feel that to ignore their contributions is a disservice to our history and heritage. President Trump has referred to them as “forgotten Americans”; I’m determined that they not stay forgotten. I want to shine a light on them and on the way of life they lead and what they do to make this such a great country. When I was growing up, if there was a major blizzard or if there was flooding, we might get a bit of national attention, but that seldom lasts.

People do see us, though, in popular culture because of our connections to the West. My dad is a huge history buff, and especially of the Old West. He read widely about Custer’s Last Stand, and I’ve sat through more Western movies than I can count. That connection to the mythic, and the real, past is important to him and me. We still go to Deadwood, South Dakota, every Thanksgiving. We walk the streets, and it’s like time traveling. That western pioneer town has captured people’s imaginations. The TV series about it got a lot of people interested in South Dakota’s history and settling. The Kevin Costner film Dances with Wolves did the same. But for my dad, and as a result for me, John Wayne and his films loom large. I’ve always had an appreciation for the founding of the Wild West and characters like Wild Bill Hickok and Calamity Jane.

More than those famous figures, I’m captivated by the idea that so many people whose names will never be recorded in history books came out here. They had the pioneer mentality and struck out for the West to find their American dream. And I’ve been able to realize that American dream myself. People ask me how I got here, and I tell them that I worked hard. My mom worked at the bank, my dad worked blue-collar jobs, and I was able to go to college. I made my own way, but I had a lot of support and guidance. That’s not an uncommon story, but it’s still worth sharing, because it’s one that America specializes in.

Given what I said about shining a light on the anonymous America, I think it’s appropriate that, during my lifetime, the fireworks display at Mount Rushmore has become the most spectacular in the country. Seeing the Black Hills illuminated beyond the carvings of the founding fathers inspires a lot of pride in me and other South Dakotans. It’s pride in country, and in history, and only secondarily does the light shine on the state that I love and that represents the best of America’s virtue and values. We operate behind the scenes, but when the time comes, we step up and demonstrate loud and proud that we love this country and are proud of our history.

[image: A black and white photo of a cowboy on horseback with a lasso in his hand. He is pursuing a small bull.]
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Benjamin Hall

[image: A photo of a blue commercial fishing boat on the water. Foggy and showy mountains are visible in the background. A train is running along the shoreline]





Rachel

Last year, I found myself sitting beside Benjamin Hall in the DC makeup room. Both of us donning black capes to protect our clothes, we struck up a conversation about his latest FOX Nation project—a series celebrating the spirit of American volunteerism and the remarkable way Americans show up for one another in times of need.

Benjamin knows that spirit better than most. While reporting on the war in Ukraine for our network, he was gravely wounded when his vehicle was attacked. Two of his colleagues, photojournalist Pierre Zakrzewski and interpreter Oleksandra Kuvshinova, were killed. Gravely injured and trapped in a hospital in the middle of a war zone, Ben was rescued in a daring volunteer mission led by decorated Navy surgeon Dr. Richard Jadick. He and his team airlifted Ben to a US military hospital in Germany, where we learned the extent of his injuries—including the loss of one leg and the other foot. Everyone at FOX mourned the loss of Pierre and Oleksandra, and at the same time we were profoundly grateful that Ben’s life was spared and that his wife and daughters would have him home again.

Benjamin’s rescue embodied the very same American instinct he documents in his FOX Nation series: Americans don’t leave one another behind. Whether it’s helping a neighbor after a house fire or rescuing a journalist in a war zone, Americans refuse to leave their own behind.

Born and raised in England and holding both British and American citizenship, Benjamin sees America with an outsider’s clarity and an insider’s gratitude. As we sat in those makeup chairs, I told him his journey reminded me of Alexis de Tocqueville, the French observer who traveled the United States in the 1830s and later wrote the famous book Democracy in America. Tocqueville concluded that our country was like no other because of the perfect way Americans balance freedom, faith, personal responsibility, and a genuine care for our neighbors.

Benjamin has lived that culture—in small rural towns full of volunteers and in a war hospital where Americans refused to give up on him. No wonder he speaks of America with such awe. He doesn’t just report on America; he understands it in a profoundly personal way. And every time I see him in the studio or on air, I’m reminded that his life is now part of the story he set out to tell. In that way, he has become a kind of modern-day Tocqueville—someone whose travels, hardships, and firsthand encounters have made him fluent in the American spirit.



[image: A headshot of Benjamin Hall.]
My father was born in Manila in the Philippines just before World War II. He was eight years old when the Japanese invaded on December 8, 1941, just ten hours after their attack on Pearl Harbor. Just like in Hawaii, they targeted US military installations there. The attack destroyed most of the planes the US Army Air Corps had on the islands. That was the precursor to the invasion and occupation. The famous American general Douglas MacArthur was the commander in the Far East, and his forces had to withdraw. Eventually, MacArthur was operating out of Australia when he famously announced, “I shall return.”

He made good on his promise. Unfortunately, the Japanese occupied the Philippines for more than three years before they surrendered in 1945. In the meantime, my grandfather endured incredible hardship under a cruel regime. He was held in the Santo Tomas Internment Camp for three years. Most of his family members were likely killed by the occupying forces. My father never heard from them again. He was the oldest child in the family and took on the responsibility of caring for his three younger siblings in the bombed-out remnants of the capital. It was a harrowing existence.

They managed to survive, essentially living as street urchins, eking out an existence. When American troops arrived in early 1945, life got even more harrowing for my father and his siblings. The Japanese viewed the Philippines as the last line of defense. If it fell, the Allies would be on their way to Japan.

The fighting was fierce in Manila and in the mountain highlands. At one point, a Filipino man told my father that if he had any hope of surviving this battle, he had to find the Americans. Unfortunately, the American forces were on the other side of Manila.

My father, his siblings, and another group of kids courageously set out through the streets, darting and dodging fire and shelling from both sides. At one point, he rounded a corner and saw American troops at the end of a ruined avenue. My father felt a flash of hope. A moment later, out of the corner of his eye, he saw one of the other children fall to the ground, dead. A sniper had picked him off. He turned his attention away from that horror and back to the American soldiers, a few of whom had spotted the group of kids. They waved at the kids, urging them to run to their position. My father led them down that corridor, through the firing zone.

My dad ran as fast as he ever had, and for my whole life. “Run!” “You have to keep running!” the Americans urged them. My dad ended up racing to the other end of that road and into the arms of a GI who turned out to be from the Ohio National Guard, the 37th Infantry, the Buckeye Division. That man took my dad behind the shelter of a tank. He was rescued that day by Americans, but that was really just the start of what America did for him.

Meanwhile, my great-uncle, Colonel Joseph McMicking, served on General MacArthur’s staff. He was the highest-ranking Filipino in the US Army. When MacArthur returned and delivered his amazing “I have returned” speech, Colonel McMicking was with him.

So my dad survived the war, but most of his family did not. My dad and my great-uncle eventually made their way to the United States. My dad had a profound appreciation for what the American military had done for him.

That gesture was returned with another. He expressed his gratitude by enlisting in the US Army. He earned his American citizenship for his service during the Korean War. And he never forgot how large a role America played in enabling me and his other children to thrive.

At every turn, he reminded us all that we owed so much to America and how proud he was to be an American. He lived in San Francisco, and America gave him everything that the American dream promises. He earned his way into Stanford University. He worked night and day. He worked in Silicon Valley and set up a firm and did well. He always told me that this country saved him and gave him everything he had. I was born and raised in the United Kingdom because he had moved the family there for business reasons. Even so, he kept telling us, “America saved me. You are an American. America gave us everything we have. I owe my success to the United States of America.”

So that was what I was raised to believe. I was also raised to believe this: America is a meritocracy. You rose and fell according to your ability, not because of what class you happened to be born into. America has that advantage over every other country, where class impedes upward mobility. In the UK, I saw that reality firsthand. There, social class meant so much more than it does in the States. I grew up with that strict class system, and I also got to see how much more fluid America was.

I also remember how the American military figured in my boyhood. I grew up watching American war films with stars like John Wayne and Gary Cooper—Flying Tigers, Sands of Iwo Jima, The Longest Day. That likely influenced me to become a war correspondent. They fed my dreams and ambitions and deepened my appreciation for what America meant to me, and to people around the world who were in need of saving.

In England, frankly, I could see that the British Empire was in decline. I wasn’t a complete student of history or political science, but even in my everyday life, I was aware of where Britain stood compared to the United States. With my friends, it seemed as if most of our conversations revolved around America. Michael Jordan was at the peak of his powers. Nike had become a major presence, and on and on. The world looked to America, and I was fortunate to have a view from up close. I’d spent my vacations in the US, and when people back in London learned of that, they seemed awed, immensely curious, or both. And the great thing was, which I didn’t remind them of, I wasn’t a tourist there. I was a citizen. America was my home.

I count myself fortunate that America isn’t just an ideal, a distant place, but somewhere I have spent a great deal of time. I think a lot about all the opportunities I’ve been afforded. I get to enjoy so much of what America has to offer. I’ve spent a fair amount of time fishing in America. That’s been absolutely wonderful. I’ve gone up north to Alaska and down south to North Carolina and to many places in between. I was fortunate enough to attend Duke University, where the majority of the classes I took were rigorous, and I was able to get a bit of a break from that by taking a fly-fishing course for credit. I spent a whole semester learning and practicing how to tie flies.

As much as I love fishing, more than anything, I’ve been drawn to the American landscape. It’s so varied and so beautiful. It changes no matter where you go. As vast as America is, as different as much of it is, it is still bound by a common sense of community. I find that fascinating. That sense of uniqueness of place was balanced by that sense of belonging to something larger. And when I was fishing, I was bound to the local community, and especially those who shared the same passion as I did. No matter our backgrounds, we had the landscape to bring us together. Fishing and traveling in the States are activities I want to share with my kids. I think that will be a great way to show them what America is really about.

My father did that. He even drove me to college by crossing the country in a U-Haul truck from the West to East Coasts. We began in Los Angeles, day after day sitting side by side. Once we were out of the congestion of Southern California, the views and my dad and I really opened up. He spoke more about his experience in the war, and his strong feelings for this country, and what living here had done for him. And for the first time, I saw some parts of America I’d never been to and might not have seen otherwise. I saw parts of Middle America. I saw how different the food could be. And I remember it was relentlessly hot that summer. The truck had no air-conditioning.

We eventually made our way to Tennessee to visit family. My paternal grandfather had lost his wife in the war and later remarried a woman named Juanita, whose family were from the South. We stayed with them, and they prepared an enormous barbecue for us. I’d never seen so much food! I’d never met any of these relatives before and appreciated the warm welcome and getting to meet their mini horses!

On the way there, we had passed through towns and villages with very Germanic-sounding names, and little shops and restaurants that preserved the traditions and cuisine from there. I was struck by that because you don’t really have that mix of cultural identities in the UK. I later learned that post-Emancipation, many areas in the South experienced a labor shortage. In the late 1860s, Tennessee began a kind of recruitment campaign to attract European immigrants. Immigration societies were formed; letters were sent overseas. Nashville even had a German-language newspaper to help attract migrants and to ease their assimilation. County after county adopted similar measures to attract newcomers. One of the places we passed through, Hohenwald, had been settled by German and Swiss immigrants.

That’s a very American story to be celebrated. America had its arms open to people who wanted to come and work hard and set up new lives and build up a country that wasn’t yet one hundred years old. Immigration helped to build America, and that really set America apart.

I have a bit of history in Nashville myself. I was an opera singer and a head chorister when I was younger. I was raised Catholic and educated at a monastery. When I was eleven years old, I was asked to come to Nashville to sing. I was there for four months. Each Sunday, I sang at a small church. I was an outsider, but I was so welcomed and embraced by this incredible community of worshippers. When you’re young and away from what’s familiar to you, it’s easy to be intimidated and retreat. Those people made sure my experience was not like that at all. America once again opened its arms to me as it had for my father. There are a lot of ways to be saved, and I’ve experienced several of them. I love micro-communities, like that church community, and you find them all over America. I also felt fortunate, and welcome, every weeknight in Nashville, where I sang at the Nashville Opera House in front of a few thousand people. That’s America, too—on a large scale and a small scale, all entwined.

So many of my American experiences are interwoven with my dad. He was with me when I sang in Nashville. We took that long road trip together. We went fly-fishing together in Montana. He was the one who always brought me back to America. He was the one who took me to new places. All of that was so rich and so varied, but the one through line of it all was his love of the country that saved him. He’s the wellspring of my patriotism.



I recently saw that patriotism in others as well, while I was participating in a FOX News special. Ironically, we were in a town called Hazard, Kentucky, to do a story about American resilience. And Hazard had faced a number of hazards. We were in the Appalachian Mountains, in coal country. The mines had been shut down. The opioid crisis had corrosive effects on the population, especially on the young people. Flooding had immersed the area and knocked down homes and other structures. This town had been hit hard by so many things.

But we were there to celebrate the people who helped one another through all those tough situations. Friend and neighbors took the addicted to rehab clinics. They adopted kids who needed parents. They trekked over hills to rescue others who were cut off by floods and had their homes destroyed. They took them in. So we told that story of grit and resilience. Hazard Kentuckians were the perfect example of a community with American spirit. They worked hard together, no matter what came their way. Things got knocked down, but the people kept standing up.

One evening, we all gathered at the town’s baseball diamond. We were there to watch a Little League game. Life had been disrupted, but the residents of Hazard wanted to maintain as much normalcy as possible. So the game would go on. The rite of passage that many young people experienced would go on. I sat there among the townspeople on a set of wooden bleachers. I looked out past the outfield fence and took in a view of the surrounding mountains, bathed in sunlight and as green as anything I’d ever seen. The sounds of the conversations and the warm-up before the game were comforting.

And, of course, just before the game started, we were all asked to stand. These people who had stood up time and time again in the face of adversity now stood together as one. They took off their hats. They turned to the flag. They put their hands over their very full hearts. They sang the national anthem. Then they cheered.

Whenever I watch or attend an American sporting event, the national anthem is always played, sung, or both. That’s something that, living in the US, you might take for granted, but you don’t find that happening in other countries. Currently in the UK, a debate is going on about whether or not we should display the Union Jack. Can you imagine that in America? We stand tall for the Stars and Stripes. Honor America. That’s what you hear at those games and other events. Honoring the flag is honoring the country.

Just as Americans showed up for one another in Hazard, they also showed up for me when I needed it most. While I was covering the Russia-Ukraine conflict for FOX News in March 2022, my vehicle fell under a missile attack, and I was very badly injured. I was barely alive. I was missing limbs. And what did the American military do? They rescued me, like they had rescued my father. I was the second generation of Halls to have been saved, again halfway across the world. And I was an American citizen.

An American Black Hawk helicopter out of the US Army’s 82nd Airborne Division, America’s Guard of Honor, evacuated me from the Polish border, just across the border from Ukraine. It had been a brutal few weeks, because my dad had passed away just two months earlier. I remember being lifted into the Black Hawk on a stretcher. I lay there looking up at the rotor’s blades, thinking, Here I am, another Hall, being saved by Americans. I was reminded that Americans will go anywhere. They will undertake dangerous missions, go into the most difficult locations, all in the service of others. They will lay down their own lives to help others. And now they were doing that for me.

After that, I spent seven months in San Antonio, Texas, where I was treated and rehabilitated at the Brooke Army Medical Center. I found myself in the middle of the military community, surrounded by veterans who had sustained injuries. Among the things that impressed me—and moved me—was this simple statement I heard so frequently: “We got you.” I first heard it when I was barely conscious as I was loaded into that helicopter. Despite my condition at the time, I have a clear recollection of these faces hovering above me and eyes locking on mine. “We got you. You’re with us now. You got nothing to worry about.” And time and time again while in the hospital, people told me the same thing, whether I knew them or not.

Now that I think about it, it was as if they were making a pledge of allegiance to me. They were letting me know that I was one of them, and they were on my side, and I was going to be fine. With their help, we were going to find a way through, around, or over any obstacle. That one-foot-in-front-of-the-other mentality and approach was so critical to my recovery, but it also says so much about how Americans approach difficult times. Those months in San Antonio revealed so much about the American military and American culture. I was honored to be living there and among these strong, caring people.

For months, that hospital facility was my only world. Finally, after I’d received prosthetics, I was able to go out again. I was still in a wheelchair, just learning to walk again. We went to the rodeo in a small town nearby. I was still in a bit of a fog due to the pain medications and the trauma. I bumped along into the arena. Then I heard my name and FOX News over the loudspeaker. The announcer mentioned that I had been injured. The competition was held up. The crowd went silent for a second. Then I heard, “He’s a proud American and needs our support,” and it felt like people were saying to me again, “We got you. We’re with you. You’re one of us.”

What a moment that was. What a feeling that was. I had witnessed and felt that sense of community before when I was living in the States. I felt the community spirit that America thrives on, had seen the ethos that drives people to help their neighbors before. So whether it was my dad seeing that American spirit in Manila, or me experiencing it in Ukraine, the one constant—the one thing we could count on—was the American spirit. And like I saw by watching all those patriotic films in my youth, those experiences of seeing Americans serve and sacrifice for one another contributed to my desire to become a war correspondent. I believed then and now that it was so critical to share those stories widely. And that’s why, though I live in the UK, I tell people that I’m an American, and an immensely proud American.



The American system, which divides the local authority among so many citizens, does not scruple to multiply the functions of the town officers. For in the United States it is believed, and with truth, that patriotism is a kind of devotion which is strengthened by ritual observance. In this manner the activity of the township is continually perceptible; it is daily manifested in the fulfilment of a duty, or the exercise of right; and a constant though gentle motion is thus kept up in society which animates without disturbing it.

The American attaches himself to his home, as the mountaineer clings to his hills, because the characteristic features of his country are there more distinctly marked than elsewhere. The existence of the townships of New England is in general a happy one. Their government is suited to their tastes, and chosen by themselves. In the midst of the profound peace and general comfort which reign in America, the commotions of municipal discord are infrequent. The conduct of local business is easy. The political education of the people has long been complete; say rather that it was complete when the people first set foot upon the soil. In New England no tradition exists of a distinction of ranks; no portion of the community is tempted to oppress the remainder; and the abuses which may injure isolated individuals are forgotten in the general contentment which prevails.

Alexis de Tocqueville, Democracy in America, trans. Henry Reeve, 2 vols. (New York: J. & H. G. Langley, 1840), 69–70.









Part II

Home of the Brave

[image: A photo of the Wave, a sandstone formation in Arizona that shows smooth, bending rock layers in a canyon.]
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Dana Perino

[image: A photo of a farm, with a wooden fence and a barn. There are trees in the distance, shrouded in a thin fog. Rolling hills rise behind them.]





Rachel

There is no one more professionally accomplished or worldly at FOX News than Dana Perino. That’s not an understatement—and it’s also all the more incredible when you realize that her journey started in rural America in an all-American family on a ranch in Colorado.

Those western roots have served her well. They gave her a solid foundation and a strong sense of who she is and where she comes from. She needed that to navigate her job as press secretary to the president of the United States and keep things real on FOX’s number one rated show, The Five. You can always count on Dana to give you an insightful, smart, commonsense take on any topic.

Dana is also a good friend with a heart of gold who has given me invaluable advice and comfort during some difficult times. She takes time out of her busy life to host people in her home (yup, she and her husband, Peter, have had the whole Duffy gang over to her beautiful beach house in New Jersey!), mentor young producers, advocate for foster children, take care of animals in need, and donate time and money to the medical mission Doctors Without Borders. Knowing Dana and calling her a friend is a true privilege. She’s as bright, sweet, beautiful, and dependable as a Colorado mountain sunrise.





[image: A headshot of Dana Perino.]
An all-American memory, still clear as day in my mind.

It was 4:45 a.m. on a June day in 1986 in Newcastle, Wyoming. The sun had lit the sky into a mix of baby blues and pinks. The dark trees of the Black Hills stood guard, their pine needles moving in the slight breeze.

I was on the back of a horse, Quincy, next to my grandfather Leo E. Perino. I wore a white long-sleeved T-shirt, well-worn jeans, and my favorite faded Levi’s jacket. He wore his cowboy hat, Wranglers, a shirt that snapped down the front, and his light brown barn coat.

We sat together in comfortable silence for several minutes, looking east across the railroad tracks. We watched the first train of the morning pass and waited for the signal that it was safe to proceed. Our mission that morning, along with many other family members and neighbors lending a hand, was to move several hundred of my grandpa’s cattle from where the calves were born that spring up to their summer grazing spot in South Dakota, near Mount Rushmore.

“There’s no prettier place in the country, Dana,” he said.

He was always right.

My family’s American story started in the late 1800s, when my great-grandparents emigrated from Italy to Weston County in the northeast of Wyoming. If the state was a clock, Newcastle would be around the two. My great-grandfather met Rosi, from the same village in Italy, at the boardinghouse in Wyoming. I always think of how incredible that is—they didn’t know each other in the country of their birth, and yet thousands of miles away they met in the country of their choosing. God’s hand played a role, no doubt about it. Together, they had seven children. My grandfather was their second youngest.

For them, America meant opportunity they could never imagine in Italy. America was their beacon of hope, especially after President Lincoln created the Homestead Act. That landmark legislation encouraged westward expansion, to populate the country and spur economic development. You could get up to 160 acres of land if you were over twenty-one years old, wanted to become a citizen, would stay on the property for five years and cultivate some part of it, and would build a home. You were not eligible if you’d ever fought against the United States. (Perish the thought!) Years later, his son, my grandfather, joined the US Marines and would fight for America in the Pacific in World War II.

My great-grandfather worked in a coal mine to help pay the bills, and he grew the ranch substantially during the 1930s. My great-grandmother raised the children and held everything together. Their great love endured even after her husband died of black lung. She lived to be over one hundred years old. I loved her very much and so wanted her to be proud of me, to know that all they had worked for was worth it. She used to make bath mats out of Wonder Bread sacks trimmed in braided yarn, and I loved how the colors created unique designs. No two were alike. On my birthday, she sent a card with a two-dollar bill and her somewhat shaky signature. I treasured them.

Most of my favorite memories in my life, and about my country, were made right there on the ranch. I loved the big blue skies, the red barn, and the old trucks and equipment. The crisp air, the scent of the pines, the colorful peacocks, and the rabbits. And then there were the animals my grandfather cared for—like my pony, Sally; the Billy goat, Gruff; and all the dogs, like Blue, Robin, and even Coop. And the never-ending stream of barn cats.

I revered my grandfather. He was a patriot, a public servant, and the most intelligent and knowledgeable person I’ve ever known. Years later, after I’d gone to college, worked on Capitol Hill, and married an Englishman, I moved to Washington, DC, for another tour of duty. That was after the September 11 terrorist attacks in 2001.

I called to talk to my grandparents and loved hearing that they were proud of me. I planned to visit them that Christmas.

Yet God had another plan. That November, on the day after Thanksgiving, my grandfather died of a heart attack while moving cattle from one pasture to another. We were devastated, though it was just the way he’d have wanted to go—mercifully quick, while doing the job he loved on the ranch he cherished. And still, I always wish he’d have seen me get a chance to work in the White House and eventually become the press secretary to President George W. Bush. On some level, I believe he knew. And that he must have thought, That’s my girl.

Before I went to work in the White House, I got a chance to visit the People’s House. The year was 1978. I was six years old. My dad was attending a conference, and back then, companies paid for your family members to go with you. It was a big deal for me, especially since my little sister had to stay home. I got my parents all to myself and came back with memories that I still vividly hold today.

While we were in Washington, we toured the Capitol, the Washington Monument, and Ford’s Theater. But they saved the best for last—the White House. My mom’s friend from high school worked in Air Force One scheduling, and she arranged for us to stop by for a tour. There’s a photograph of me near the red phone, which was quite a thing for a kid back then.

My parents have a photograph of me standing on the milk box outside of our house in Denver, under the flag my dad flew every day, and they say that I said, “One day I’m going to work in the White House.” I don’t remember saying that, but I recall the feeling. That seed of patriotism was planted early on and grew into a constant theme of my life.

After 9/11, I worked at the Justice Department for nine months as one of the spokespeople. It was an invaluable experience. I learned 101 ways to say “No comment,” but I also gained knowledge about the judicial branch that has served me well ever since.

At the White House Council on Environmental Quality (CEQ), I got to work on issues that were near and dear to my western heart. CEQ coordinates all federal energy and environmental policy, which meant all of the land management issues, conservation efforts, wildlife protection, energy resources, and even snowmobiles in national parks. I was able to pull from my experience of having learned from the most passionate conservationists in the country—the farmers and ranchers who know best how to take care of the land. It was a wonderful job, and it led to an even greater job—deputy press secretary.

As deputy, I supported the press secretary to prepare for the briefings, handled incoming press requests, and pitched stories promoting the president’s agenda. I also filled in as the acting press secretary during weekend and holiday travel.

In July 2005, I was tapped to accompany the president to the Boy Scout National Jamboree in Virginia. Terrible thunderstorms had prevented the president from traveling there for two days, and sadly, two young scouts lost their lives due to a fallen tree. The president was determined to visit, and so with a narrow window to travel on Marine One, off we went.

I remember being shy and wanting to shrink so that I wasn’t in his way and didn’t bother him. On the way down, he looked over his speech and we talked a little, but I mostly listened to him and the deputy national security advisor discuss various goings-on around the world. I was in a constant state of wonder—was I really on Marine One with the president of the United States? I imagined that any moment I’d be tapped on the shoulder and told I was in the wrong place. And yet . . . there I was.

Marine One circled the huge event, and the Scouts all looked up and waved. It was a beautiful sight. The president was welcomed with a raucous crowd, and he gave beautiful and inspiring remarks to the youngsters and took as many photos as possible before it was time to head home.

As we boarded the chopper, the sun was setting, and the sky was alight with a swirl of pastels. The president asked me to sit across from him. I did so, trying to take up as little space as possible. He opened his boxed dinner and unwrapped one of his favorites—peanut butter and honey sandwiches. Separating one, he handed me half. I declined, not wanting to eat the president’s dinner. He said, “Come on, have half.” He nodded in a way that said, You’re going to eat this and we’re going to be great friends. And so, we munched on sandwiches and Sun Chips on the way back to Washington. He asked about my upbringing and had so many questions about the ranch. And that night, as we said goodbye, I learned my nickname. “Good night, sweet Dana.” And oh, my heart.

Years later, on our last trip on Marine One in January 2009, he surprised the Navy Seals in Virginia and gave them a speech they’d never forget. All of them had signed up after 9/11—and they had a bond with him that will never be broken. On the flight back to Air Force One, I told him about my chat with two Seals in the back of the venue.

The Seals had very long beards—as you can imagine where they were headed next. I asked one, “When you are preparing to go wherever you may be going, do you have to take a lot of language classes?” One Seal said, “Oh no, ma’am, we’re really not there to talk.” I asked the other one about the beards and if it made it hard to date. He said, “Oh no, ma’am, chicks dig it.”

President Bush threw back his head and laughed. “I will miss those guys so much. In fact, they’re really the only thing I will miss.” It is impossible for those of us who will never be commander in chief to understand that relationship—of gratitude, respect, honor, and patriotism. But we can imagine. And admire. And be grateful for it.

Saying goodbye to him on January 20, 2009, was one of the most poignant moments in my life. There were so many emotions wrapped into that moment—accomplishment, gratitude, joy, worry, sadness, and concern. Would he ever know how much he meant to me and how grateful I was for the opportunity to serve in his administration? How he opened my eyes to the world, taught me about strength, commitment, and forgiveness? And how he gave me a chance to have a new chapter in my life that has led to professional achievements I only ever dreamed of when I was a kid out west?

To be honest, I think he knew. Deep down. He knew.

Months later, a former colleague sent me a photograph that was taken by the White House photographer. He held my face in his hands and kissed my forehead before he headed up the stairs of the plane that would take him back to Texas. What he called “the promised land” and Mrs. Bush called “the afterlife.”

That day, my husband and I left Washington to decompress and reconnect. Over six weeks, we visited family in the United Kingdom and then spent a month in South Africa. We went on two safaris and got to see the Big Five—how marvelous! Then we traveled just south of Cape Town to volunteer at a PEPFAR (President’s Emergency Plan for AIDS Relief) in South Africa. That experience reset my heart and reminded me what’s important in life and about serving others when you have so much to give.

When I returned to the States, I took on lots of different jobs, and my favorite was becoming a contributor for FOX News Channel. Eventually, I moved to New York City—a place I’d only ever read about until I was twenty-eight years old—and became a member of The Five. Over time, that show shot to number one, and I took on additional roles on the news side too. I joined the election coverage team and started podcasting. I wrote books that celebrated my upbringing and gave advice to young professionals trying to make their way in the world. In each book I reminded them of something President Bush would say. “If you’re born in America, you’ve already won life’s great lottery.”

It is natural to take for granted the life and liberty we have in the United States. But it is critically important that we take moments, such as the country’s 250th birthday, to celebrate our success. It was improbable that this experiment would work. A country founded on an idea—that all of us are created equal, and because of that we are given the gift of life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness. How could it last? But look at us now.

When I was a child, my family set me on a path to pursue happiness. They loved me, guided me, pushed me. Then the president gave me an opportunity to speak for him and the country—and I loved that job with my entire being. After that, FOX News Channel’s leadership opened the door to new and exciting challenges for me, where I can share the news and my views with our dedicated and patriotic audience.

How fortunate I have been. I have traveled the world—with the president for work and with my husband for mission trips and for pleasure. But there is nothing like the United States. America is a bright light in the world, and may it always be.

I’m an early riser, and every June there’s a day when the light hits me at a certain angle and I’m not at the Jersey Shore. I’m on the west side of the Black Hills, sitting quietly with Grandpa Perino, admiring the landscape, keeping an eye on the cattle, and giving thanks to our great fortune to have been lucky enough that my great-grandparents took the risk to move to the land of liberty. That decision led to my life, and I am forever grateful for their bravery, vision, sacrifice, hard work, and faith in God, America, and each other.

May the anniversary of our nation’s founding renew our spirit.

We are, indeed, the lucky ones.

[image: A photo of a herd of buffalo, grazing on a grassy plain.]
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Griff Jenkins

[image: A photo of a herd of buffalo, grazing on a grassy plain. Mountains rise above them in the background.]





Rachel

When Griff becomes your friend, it doesn’t take long before you start hearing crazy stories about his surfing trips. That sense of adventure and desire to find the most beautiful places in America to catch the perfect wave explains a lot about Griff’s love for America and freedom.

In many ways, Griff’s career as a journalist is an example of what makes America great. Coming out of college in 1993, he interned for a Republican congressman from Tennessee. Shortly after, he went to work at the Salem Radio Network. For the next ten years, he was able to bring to life stories of servicemen and -women, producing a nationally syndicated program with Colonel North, Common Sense Radio with Oliver North. In 2003, Griff made the move to FOX News Channel along with Oliver North, where he produced North’s show, War Stories. Over the more than twenty years Griff has been at the network, he’s made a name for himself for his willingness to drop everything and go anywhere in the world to capture the latest big story. And I mean anywhere! He has embedded in Central American immigrant caravans, reported in violent hurricanes, and given us the latest from the front lines in war zones in the Middle East. My guess is every work trip ends with a couple days of R&R, most likely close to a beach and a local cantina. Wherever he goes, Griff brings with him that good-natured American spirit. Today, he’s my cohost on FOX & Friends Weekend. Every weekend I’m amazed to learn something new about Griff . . . some story he covered that I didn’t know about or a person he interviewed back in the day. He’s like the Kevin Bacon of FOX News—he’s connected to everything by some degree.

Griff is the first to credit his steady rise to success to the people who supported and encouraged him, especially his family. He never takes for granted the help he received and how America is a place where hard work can pay off.

His humility and work ethic are fundamental characteristics of the American personality. And his desire to be there for others, especially his family, always impresses me. I’ll sit down before the show to find out about the latest surf trip, only to learn that Griffy flew to Florida to spend the weekend with his mom for her birthday. That mix of unpredictability and kindness is exactly why I love working with Griff!





[image: A headshot of Griff Jenkins.]
My patriotism has its roots in Oklahoma. My dad was from Beggs, Oklahoma, a town with a typically American story. Originally for people working the ranch land, it enjoyed a brief boom when oil was discovered. That booming period didn’t last too long, but Beggs survived, and despite only having fifteen hundred or so residents when my dad was there, seven churches served the community. Fortunately, it wasn’t in one of the counties affected by the Dust Bowl, but my dad didn’t grow up in prosperous circumstances by any means. But my father became a marine, and thanks to the GI Bill, he was able to afford a college education. He earned his law degree and, later, a Fulbright Scholarship. The Fulbright Program was founded by US Senator William Fulbright. It is a competitive cultural exchange program that provides grants either for talented individuals from other countries to come to the United States, or for US citizens to visit foreign countries. And as I was growing up, my dad repeatedly reminded me that he was blessed to have had those opportunities.

Meanwhile, my mother, whose maiden name was Griffin, hence my name Griffin, was from Chickasha, Oklahoma. Every summer, we traveled to Oklahoma City for a family reunion. My maternal uncle, Joseph Griffin, was a colonel in the US Army. He was a pilot who flew for the US Army Air Corps. He was a part of the First American Volunteer Group, better known as the Flying Tigers. President Franklin Roosevelt’s administration looked for recruits to help counter the Japanese invasion of China. This was before Pearl Harbor, and Uncle Joe was among those who volunteered to fly P-40 sorties. The Flying Tigers flew under Chinese colors, but after the Japanese attacked us in Hawaii, it was fully under American command. Every Fourth of July, we’d gather at Uncle Joe’s place for a barbecue. Uncle Joe would regale us with stories of his being an ace pilot for the Flying Tigers. He talked about how the airplanes were barely airworthy, but they flew in the dead of night and still took down Japanese bombers.

Uncle Joe had this small working cannon out in the yard by his pool, and if I was lucky, I’d get to fire it as part of our celebration of American independence. And that’s really when, as a five-, six-, seven-, or eight-year-old boy, I felt the fires of my patriotism first kindle in my heart. Wow! My uncle Joe is a real American hero! My dad was a US Marine! So from my earliest days, I was taught about patriotism and service and the importance of keeping American traditions alive.

It seems appropriate that another marine in my life helped me in my career. One of my first jobs out of college was working in radio as a producer for USMC Lieutenant Colonel Oliver North. I quickly gelled with him, because like my uncle Joe, like my father, he was a war hero. He was a patriotic, committed marine, steadfast in his ideals. We became close friends, but he was also a father figure to me. He served as a great example of how to be a patriot. No one loves this nation more than Colonel Oliver North.

While I was working with him, especially on War Stories, we shot many extraordinary shows. We interviewed so many great American veterans and their spouses. We spoke with nurses and other women who served in different capacities. I got to hear firsthand accounts of courage and raw patriotism. Marines, soldiers, sailors, and airmen fought in combat to preserve the freedoms we all enjoy today. It was inspiring. The tagline we ended each show with was this: “Because theirs is a story worth telling.” I believed that then and still do.

In 2003, along with Colonel North, we were embedded with a US Marine helicopter unit. We were with HMM-268, the Red Dragons. Their home base was the US Marine Corps Air Station Camp Pendleton, but we were with them on the first day of the invasion of Iraq. The Red Dragons were there to insert Delta Forces and the UK’s British Royal Marines into the Al-Faw peninsula in the Persian Gulf.

Intelligence reports had suspected that Saddam Hussein was going to torch the oil fields. For security reasons, Ollie and I were going to fly on different helicopters. In case one didn’t make it, the other would be able to continue reporting. At the very last second, I was pulled off my aircraft and placed on another. The helicopter I was originally assigned to went down. All aboard died. That’s why, every Memorial Day, I honor these men killed in action during Operation Iraqi Freedom. Marine Major Jay Aubin, Captain Ryan Beaupre, Staff Sergeant Kendall Waters-Bey, and Corporal Brian Kennedy. We had been with this unit for a few weeks before that operation, training with all these marines. I knew these men. They made the ultimate sacrifice, and were among the first casualties of the Iraq War, along with British Royal Marines.

At first, when the report came in, Ollie believed that I had died. So he was surprised when we all returned to base. We were both thankful to be alive, but deeply, deeply saddened by the loss of life. Ollie went on air and talked about those four patriots, those heroes who lost their lives fighting for Iraq’s freedom. And for the next four months, I saw time and time again the heroic acts our men and women performed. There were many difficult days.

We were there to report, and when troops were lost, we were there to honor the fallen. That ceremony was deeply solemn and moving, as the rifles of those killed were laid on the ground. If that didn’t move you to tears, you’re not human. But what was uplifting was at the conclusion of the ceremony, the roll was called. That was a symbolic gesture. The fighting would go on; the greater mission would continue. The fight for freedom wouldn’t end.

One of the greatest honors of my life occurred during that embed with the Red Dragons. After three months of fighting, the coalition’s forces had advanced well north of Baghdad. One night, I was awakened by the sound of duct tape being spun off its roll. I felt hands strapping me down to a stretcher. I was startled and a bit scared as I was carried out of the tent. What was going on? In the darkness, I recognized a few of the faces above me, and I relaxed—a bit. A few members of the Red Dragons decided I’d earned my wings. Eventually, I was released from my bonds, but only after they’d taken turns shaving my head as a part of the welcome-to-the-unit ritual. I experienced that rite of passage, proud that I’d been admitted into the inner circle. That meant so much to me.

A few weeks before, we had landed in a sandstorm that had downed our helicopter. A couple of marines were injured, one with a sucking chest wound. We could hear distant gunfire, and I was among a small group still at the helo. I was told not to leave. The risk was too great, and the visibility was nearly zero.

The navy medic was tending to the two marines, scuttling back and forth between them in the cramped space. “Griff,” he said, “I don’t know how you feel about this, but I could use a hand. I need you to get an IV into this guy.” Of course I wanted to help, and I set down my camera. Following the medic’s precise instructions, I did what I was asked to do. Fortunately, both of those marines survived. Covering and then working with a casualty evacuation unit allowed me to see a different part of what serving your country looks like.

I once did an interview with someone who was a real patriot. In 2009, I interviewed the last living doughboy—that was the name given to the soldiers who went overseas to fight in World War I. Frank Woodruff Buckles enlisted in the US Army at the age of sixteen in 1917. He went overseas out of Fort Riley, Kansas. While in Europe, he drove an ambulance and also served as a courier. During World War II, as a civilian, he worked for a shipping company. In 1942, the Japanese forces in the Philippines arrested him. He was held in a civilian detention camp for the next three years. He returned to the US, married, and moved to Charles Town, West Virginia. I’m glad to report that he didn’t settle down and live the rest of his life quietly. He was a vocal advocate for veterans in general, but World War I veterans in particular. He became chairman of the World War I Memorial Foundation. He testified before Congress and met with President George W. Bush to push for the renaming of the District of Columbia War Memorial.

Frank lived to be 110 years old in 2011. His wife died at the age of ninety-eight. He received the World War I Victory Medal, and the French Legion of Honor. What a life he led. I remember his saying that a part of his longevity was his sense of duty to carry the torch for his fellow Americans. He also said that he tried to stay fit by getting out on his tractor on his West Virginia farm at least once a day.

During our interview, I thought it would be great to get him on tape wishing the rest of us a happy Fourth of July. His eyes lit up. He’d given pretty standard answers to the questions he’d gotten, but he seemed energized just thinking about that important date in history. He was seated in a wheelchair and looked understandably frail, but he rose up and told me how, as a boy, he sat on his great-grandmother’s lap. She told stories about her husband, Frank’s great-grandfather, who fought in the War of Independence. I looked over and saw that his granddaughter, who’d accompanied him, was in tears.

I’m nearly in tears now just thinking about this. Here we are nearly 250 years later, celebrating those momentous events, the founding of our country. Here was this man, the last living doughboy, and his life and memory spanned all the way back to the Revolution, an act of freedom that has had repercussions around the globe. I spoke with Frank’s granddaughter, and she explained why she was so moved. She remembered his telling this story during family visits. But for quite a few years, he didn’t talk about it. And now, just at the mention of the Fourth of July, his recollections came back to him. He hadn’t forgotten. It was all still up there.

So when I think about patriotism, I go back to those brave men and women who serve and sacrifice for our country. They choose to put their lives on the line and, in many cases, give up everything for all of us. Memorial Day and Veterans Day are sober reminders of that. The things we enjoy were paid for with the blood of brave souls who took up arms to defend the vision of the founding fathers. It has been my privilege to tell those stories and to witness those actions.

But we can engage in patriotic acts every day, not just holidays. Simple acts like thanking a veteran go a long way. We have multiple opportunities to honor our military personnel, even just by learning more about our history. I’ve spent a lot of time in Washington, DC, and I believe that everyone who is able to visit our capital should do so. I’m a bit partial because of my dad’s service history, but I think that one of the greatest war memorials is the Marine Corps War Memorial outside Arlington National Cemetery. The inscription on its base says so much about Americans. “Uncommon valor was a common virtue.” That statement has always resonated deeply with me. When I first moved to Washington in 1993, my apartment wasn’t far from the Iwo Jima Memorial. So on a weekend shortly after the move, I walked to it. Of course, I couldn’t help but think of my father and my uncle Joe, and I felt a real connection and gratitude.

I support many veterans organizations in various ways. One especially has particular meaning to me. Marine Corps First Lieutenant Travis Manion made the ultimate sacrifice in Iraq on April 29, 2007. He led a counterattack, and in the course of drawing fire away from his wounded comrades, he was killed. It was his second deployment. In his honor, his family established the Travis Manion Foundation, now led by his sister, Ryan, to support veterans and their families through various programs, including having the veterans serve as mentors for local youth. The foundation’s motto is “If not me, then who?” I think that’s a statement that every American should think about. We don’t all have to serve in the military, but we can find ways to be of service to others. That’s the American spirit; that’s what patriotism looks like.

I also participate in the Marine Corps Marathon, held in DC every year. I’ve done ten of them, and one of the most meaningful ones was when I was approached by Travis Manion’s father. It turned out that Travis had signed up to run the race a few years before, but he never came home. To honor him, his family members have participated in his place year after year. One year, they asked me to lead their team. They were going to use the event to help promote the foundation. I was honored and agreed. The Marine Corps Marathon is steeped in patriotism, and many military personnel and veterans run it, but that year I felt especially connected to a family and a community.

During President Trump’s recent military parade, I had the honor of being part of the coverage team. One moment stood out for me more than any other. A young boy, maybe six or seven years old, stood there, saluting. He was wearing a hat emblazoned with an American flag. I thought, That’s hope right there. That’s the future of our country. He embodied the meaning behind the Pledge of Allegiance.

But to be clear, not all forms of patriotism or allegiance are defined by engaging in military actions or serving in the law enforcement community. Hurricane Katrina was the first major natural disaster that I covered while at FOX. There, I witnessed a somewhat ragtag Cajun navy performing rescue operations in johnboats with outboard motors. Those crews were out there rescuing people. So to me, that’s an act of patriotism as well. When a tough time hits, people rally around one another. They help one another get through it. And more recently in 2024, I was in North Carolina when Hurricane Helene came through. We were in an area that normally didn’t flood. Coastal Carolina gets hit quite often, but we were in western North Carolina. A lot of people got cut off from other communities when the heavy rains inundated the area.

The Reverend Franklin Graham, the Reverend Billy Graham’s son, runs Samaritan’s Purse, one of the leading global relief agencies in the world. It’s headquartered in Boone, North Carolina. The folks there weren’t far from some of the hardest-hit zones. I got to fly with Franklin’s son Edward aboard a Black Hawk helicopter that Samaritan’s Purse had rented. We went into those mountains where residents had been completely cut off. We landed in some of the hardest-hit areas and, together with local officials, went out on rescue operations. We came upon a woman in her eighties. She was so grateful that we’d reached her. She told us that she had just shut her curtains when the rains came in and didn’t seem to stop. She figured she’d just wait it out until she died. She couldn’t get refills on her medicine. She had no phone. No one seemed to be coming for her, and she knew the roads had been cut off. Yet, here were these Samaritan’s Purse folks at her door. They also helped her contact other family members who lived some distance away.

It felt so gratifying to be able to contribute to those efforts. And that spirit of pitching in and helping in times of trouble goes back to the Revolutionary War, and even earlier. In times of need, people adopt that “If not me, then who?” mentality and spirit. Civilian or military, it doesn’t matter. Whether the troubles are man-made or acts of nature, the American fighting spirit rises up. People pitch in and share the burden.

We are awash in history all the time. Everyone has played a role in this country’s history. The 250th anniversary marks another occasion when we can all share what it means to be an American and what we should celebrate about this amazing journey our country is on. Sharing and preserving the stories of our own individual history are threads in the fabric of the collective American flag we all create.
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Lara Trump
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Rachel

Lara Trump may be a member of political royalty, but her career and accomplishments are all her own. Besides her role as host of FOX News Channel’s highly rated My View with Lara Trump, she is also the owner and CEO of a fitness clothing brand, as well as a tireless philanthropist and animal lover, raising millions for Big Dog Ranch Rescue. And if that’s not enough, she’s a triathlete, a professional singer, and a French-trained pastry chef. She’s also tough! You have to be to have survived the never-ending attacks and physical threats her entire family has endured since her father-in-law, President Trump, came down that famous escalator. Her loyalty to her family and their patriotic mission to “make America great again” resulted in her serving as the cochair of the Republican National Committee, which was crucial to Trump’s 2024 victory. But Lara’s greatest accomplishment is being a mom to her beautiful children and a supportive and loving wife to her husband, Eric. That priority has always been what Lara and I bond most over in our personal and professional relationship. She knows that nothing matters more than family and that raising up the next generation as good, moral Americans is the most patriotic thing we can do!





[image: A headshot of Lara Trump.]
One of the big moments in my life happened when I was in fifth grade at Wrightsville Beach Elementary School. One week every year, the fifth graders got to put up and take down the American flag in front of our school. I remember waiting to become a fifth grader specifically for this moment. I had practiced with my dad how to bring a flag down, how to properly fold the flag into the triangle, and how to do all the things that were necessary. When my week came up, I was so excited and so proud. I remember that was such a big deal for me.

When I think about love of country, I immediately think about my late uncle Bob. When I was growing up, Uncle Bob told us stories about his time in the Marine Corps. As a young kid, I was totally in awe of the things he would tell us. In one specific story, every time he told it, what my uncle had to endure would get worse and worse. One of the training exercises that he had to go through involved the marine recruits getting dropped off a boat in the middle of the water, which is where their training began. Then, to survive, they had to swim to an island. Every time he told that story, the swim got farther; the time they had to spend on the island got longer; and for however many days it was, they were left with no food or water, using only their survival tactics and techniques to make it through. And very famously, as the story wrapped up, he would tell us, “At the end of that training rotation, the recruits lost ten pounds, but the instructor, he gained ten.”

I thought that anyone who was able to get through something that grueling was obviously worthy of incredibly high regard and respect. And even as a kid, I understood the point of the exercise. They trained hard so that in the heat of the battle, they’d be able to endure any hardships. I also understood why he told us all the stories he did. Uncle Bob wanted us, as young kids, to be grateful for what military men and women did for us. He wanted to make sure that we understood that our lives were better, and easier, because of what others had endured to preserve our way of life.

His son Stephen, my cousin, followed in his footsteps and became a US Marine straight out of high school. When I went away to college, shortly after 9/11, Stephen, who is my age, was deployed overseas and was on an aircraft carrier in the Middle East for part of that deployment. Every Sunday, whenever possible, he would call me. Sometimes he’d tell me what he was doing over there; other times, it felt like he just wanted to know someone was on the other end of the phone, and talking was minimal. I was acutely aware of how different our lives were. While I was worrying about classes and tests, and my social life, he was on the other side of the world, willing to lay down his life at a moment’s notice. I was so proud of him, and I was proud that someone from my family was representing us in this way. And Stephen wasn’t the only one. His two brothers, Eric and John, also served our country by joining the US Army.

I’m incredibly proud of them too. My cousins continue to remind me that it’s not just individuals who serve; their extended families serve right alongside our servicemen and -women.

Though my grandfather died when I was young, I grew up viewing him as a hero. I had this larger-than-life image of him based on all my dad had told me about him, and one of those very important attributes was that he had served in World War II. As a member of the navy, my grandfather Luke Yunaska was deployed to the South Pacific for the majority of his duty. He fought bravely and returned home to Ohio at the end of the war. Upon his passing, my grandmother Jean received the customary American flag at his funeral service to thank him for his service to our country.

As a young kid, I didn’t fully appreciate all aspects of what World War II meant for America, but I do now. The people who lived through World War II were truly the Greatest Generation. Whether it was the servicemembers themselves or the families of those who served, or the millions of civilians who worked to support the war effort, they all played a pivotal role. I especially think of the millions of women who stepped into jobs that the men had to vacate while they deployed overseas. I can picture in my mind the famous Rosie the Riveter poster, that classic image of a powerful woman. The women of this era heard the call and stepped up to the plate when their country needed them the most—every member of that generation served as an example of true patriotism, and they deserve our admiration and respect.



Even as a fifth grader, I knew that the American flag was to be respected. I knew that it was a symbol of this great nation. When my grandmother died, my dad inherited the flag that had once draped my grandfather’s coffin. It was passed down to him to preserve the memory and the legacy of what his dad had done for America. In the same way, Eric and I are attempting to do everything we can to pass down the same sense of respect for our flag and for our country to our two children, Luke and Carolina. I know I’m not the only one concerned that because of new influences in our culture, a lot of children in the next generation may not be instructed in the same way that we were—the way that made us proud to be Americans. I don’t know if they understand, like I did, what a privilege it is to handle our American flag, and to do it with the reverence that it deserves. I also worry that the future generations may not realize that this is the greatest country on Earth—and that is dangerous.

It should be imperative to teach children in this country about the virtues and values that shaped us. After all, if we don’t learn from history—the good and the bad—we are bound to repeat it. Growing up, I learned early on that celebrating our country’s past isn’t old-fashioned; it’s essential. Take the national anthem for example: No matter how many times I’ve heard it, I still am overwhelmed with emotion. Each time it reminds me of all that so many have sacrificed for us to stand on a football field or in a basketball arena or at a fancy event. It reminds me to be grateful to live in this country—a place where so many have also sacrificed so much to come and live here.

Shortly after the horrific assassination of our friend Charlie Kirk, Eric and I took our kids to a Miami Dolphins game. Charlie’s death was still very raw, and he was top of mind. When the first notes of “The Star-Spangled Banner” were played and a giant American flag was revealed on the field, I stood there with tears streaming down my face. Charlie was a patriot. He understood what that flag and our national anthem represented, and he understood that it should never be taken for granted. It reminded me in that moment of exactly that. I imagine that when Francis Scott Key wrote that famous song, about the battles fought and the freedom found on the other side of them, he hoped that, nearly 250 years later, they would still draw emotion—and they do. It’s moments like those that make history feel personal, not just something you glance at in a textbook.

It’s hard to look back in America’s history and not acknowledge Abraham Lincoln. Lincoln was born into poverty in Kentucky and raised on the frontier. He was self-educated and became a lawyer, legislator, and, eventually, our sixteenth president of the United States. A perfect depiction of what America is all about: No matter who you are or where you start, in America, you are limited only by your imagination and your work ethic.

Lincoln faced a dire era in our country—the Civil War. At a time when it likely would have been easier to go along with the way things “had been done,” Abraham Lincoln instead took the hard path. He was willing to stand up for what he knew was right and just, no matter the cost. He is credited with ending the Civil War and granting freedom to millions of slaves. In the end, Lincoln paid the ultimate price for that boldness, with his life. But his fearlessness is inspiring, and it reminds me of another great, patriotic figure who has shaped our country: Donald J. Trump.

Donald Trump had it all: fame, fortune, and success. The last thing in the world that he needed was to jump into the fray of politics. There’s a famous Oprah Winfrey interview with my father-in-law back in the 1980s when she asks him if he would ever consider running for president. He hesitates for a moment and then responds by saying that he would only consider it if he felt things got so bad in America that he needed to step up to the plate. And on June 15, 2015, that’s exactly what he did. This country needed a strong, bold leader who was unafraid to shake up the status quo. We needed someone who had signed the front of paychecks, not just the back. Someone who would do the right things for this country, despite the personal cost. That person was Donald J. Trump, and the moment had come.

I can genuinely say that, thanks to our forty-fifth and forty-seventh president, I can look at my kids and I feel hopeful for our future. I look around the country and see a renewal of optimism and American pride. I see a country that is once again respected by both our allies and our adversaries, and I credit it all to President Trump.



I can also tell you that the personal sacrifice has been unbelievable. What this man, and as an extension, our entire family, has gone through still continues to shock me. Lawfare, impeachments, hoaxes, lies, assassination attempts, envelopes of white powder, smears, and fake news stories, and yet not for one second did this man ever consider quitting. That is the kind of resilience my uncle Bob was talking about in all of his stories—I see it every day in my father-in-law. He has continued to endure hardship after hardship for the greater good, and we are so lucky to have him as our president.

In so many ways, Donald Trump’s journey echoes what the founding fathers went through. These weren’t career politicians; they were everyday people—farmers, lawyers, businessmen—who put their lives on hold when duty called. They risked everything to build this nation from scratch, turning our colonies into a powerhouse that would become the greatest nation on planet Earth.

North Carolina was one of the thirteen original colonies, and growing up in that incredible state made the history there still feel alive. The Blockade Runner Beach Resort is a stone’s throw from my childhood home and at one time was a huge part of the Civil War. I remember learning about the daring ships sneaking past Union blockades during the Civil War to deliver supplies. Likewise, Fort Fisher, just south of my hometown, was the last major stronghold for the Confederate Army—once breached by the Union, it was the beginning of the end for Robert E. Lee. Being able to visit these landmark locations was so foundational to my upbringing and my personal love of history.

My own family’s story reflects the American spirit of resilience and building. Straight out of college, my dad moved west with the intention to play as a linebacker for the San Francisco 49ers—a wrong turn on his motorcycle (also so very American), and that dream would be cut short. But God had a plan. With an engineering degree from Purdue, my dad landed a job at a boatbuilding company and eventually was transferred to their Wilmington, North Carolina, facility. After meeting my mom, a North Carolina native, he went out on his own, betting on himself, and founded the Sunward Yacht Corporation. I spent countless hours in that boat factory, watching my dad become the depiction of the American dream as a small-business owner. . . . Still to this day I love the smell of wood and varnish.

My dad developed a great reputation in the industry and was tapped to build a custom sailboat for Walter Cronkite, the famous news anchor—truly showing what a dream and incredible work ethic will do. Of course, none of it would have been possible without my mom. She was always right there beside him, helping run the business, keeping two kids in line, and eventually building a car wash with my dad—Mister Sudzy is still the best car wash in Wilmington (at least, I think so). My parents have been a team my whole life, hustling through ups and downs, showing me what it means to chase and achieve the American dream.

Craftsmanship still runs in the family—you may not know this, but my husband, Eric, is a talented woodworker himself. In high school, he built a rowing scull that won him numerous awards. I love watching him now, tool in hand, creating something from nothing. It’s that hands-on drive that makes America special. Whether it’s towering skyscrapers or a handmade boat, we’ve always been a nation of makers and doers. I’ve traveled abroad and heard people marvel at how Americans never stop working, pushing forward 24/7, and it’s true—we thrive on it.

Think of the giants like Rockefeller, Carnegie, and Vanderbilt; they set the bar high with their ambition. And today, someone like Elon Musk comes from South Africa to America because this is where dreams turn real. That’s the magic of this place—no limits except what you set for yourself. Your imagination and hard work are the only boundaries.

That’s why people from all over the world risk everything to come to the United States of America. While some talk about leaving because of politics, few actually do—instead, millions fight to get in, chasing that chance to build a better life. We’re a country of dreamers who turn ideas into reality, solving problems and creating greatness. It’s why I admire my father-in-law so much; he’s lived that dream and fights every day so everyone else can too.

It’s what makes this country great and what continues to make its future even greater. If our first 250 years were this amazing, I can’t wait for the next 250.

[image: A black and white photo of Lara and Eric Trump and their two children. They are in the Oval Office with President Trump, who is seated at the resolute desk.]










15

Brian Kilmeade
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Rachel

Brian Kilmeade is my most unlikely friend at FOX News and proof that you don’t have to agree on everything to be good friends. Anyone who watches FOX & Friends knows that Brian and I diverge on a lot of foreign policy issues, but when it comes to our love of country and especially our country’s remarkable history, we sing proudly from the same songbook. No one at FOX knows more about American history than Brian Kilmeade. He’s written books about Thomas Jefferson, Andrew Jackson, the Alamo, and my favorite, The President and the Freedom Fighter, about Abraham Lincoln and Frederick Douglass. Start talking to Brian about American history, and you’ll notice he can’t contain his passion—or his sense of humor. Brian is very, very funny. He can dish it AND he can take it! Which makes working with him so much fun. Trust me when I say you’ll find no better friend or patriot than Brian Kilmeade.
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When I study American history, I’m often fascinated by members of the common citizenry because they seldom get the fame or acclaim that they deserve. One small group that represents this well is George Washington’s spies. Washington knew how great they were; he knew how valuable they were to the cause. However, he promised them he’d never give up their identity. So they never got a parade. Naturally, they worked behind the scenes. They never got a pat on the back. They remained anonymous. It is likely that some people knew what they did, but they wanted to make sure that their clandestine activities, which undermined numerous British plots and war plans and helped Washington win the War of Independence, remained a secret.

In 2013, my book George Washington’s Secret Six: The Spy Ring That Saved the American Revolution was published. It is historical fiction based on the true story of the Culper Ring. Washington was convinced that intelligence operations were a key to victory. Nathan Hale’s execution by the British for committing the act of espionage was a low point in those efforts. The Culper Ring—of whom Abraham Woodhull, Robert Townsend, Caleb Brewster, Anna Strong, and Agent 355 were the major players—revitalized those efforts. It is a fascinating element of the War of Independence, and Anna Strong and a few other women in the network illustrate the role that female patriots played. These spies did not want any praise. They didn’t undertake a potentially dangerous operation in pursuit of fame. They would have happily gone unnoticed. They likely would have, had Washington not kept their letters. So eventually, historians and researchers were able to find out what this ring did.

I believe you can draw a straight line from their exploits to the heroism I saw during the events of September 11, 2001. When I saw the planes hit the buildings, I went downtown with a camera crew, and I watched these extraordinary firefighters going in and out of what was eventually called Ground Zero. I saw one truck go in, and I could see that the faces of the men aboard were grim and determined. An hour later, I saw a pickup truck carrying what appeared to be some of those same men going back in. Their fire truck had apparently been destroyed or disabled. Those who survived went back to the firehouse or some other location then returned to the site of such devastation. I’ll never know their names. I’ll never know exactly what they did, but they exhibited tremendous courage. I saw countless police officers trying to create some order, even though there was total uncertainty. It was the worst attack in our history, and everyday people, just going about their business minutes before the attack, were looking to these cops for guidance and assurance.

Every year, friends and family members of the victims come back and remember the lives of those average, everyday people who went to work and didn’t come home. Nearly twenty-five years later, they still gather to remember and honor those lives. I live on Long Island, and our town wanted to acquire a piece of the rubble from those fallen buildings as a way of honoring those who had died. One spot in town is a memorial that was built to commemorate those events and those lives lost. It reminds me of the majesty of Arlington National Cemetery. These townspeople believed it was so important to remember average, everyday people who found themselves in the line of fire that day. As President George Bush said at that time, we should be mindful of the fact that these people, every one of them, were the most important person in the world to someone.

That sentiment very much rings true. America works well only when we work together. But that requires that individuals put in their singular effort for the good of the whole. So it is entirely fitting that we celebrate how Washington’s army secured our freedom from British rule. It is entirely fitting that we honor the victims of 9/11 and continue to commemorate that anniversary. In doing so, we should think of all the unsung heroes from our history whose contributions made this country the greatest in the world.

I was born in Massapequa, New York, on Long Island. My grandfather was born in Ireland and came to this country in 1925. We don’t have a long history in this country, but we have a proud one. Some of my pride in America was instilled in me by my family. Some of it was instilled by where I grew up. My high school was filled with flags. They lined the hallways and were on display in every classroom, as well as outside on the school grounds. For at least the last twenty-five years, officials have had workers place flags on the main routes through the town leading up to the Fourth of July. Why? Because America is a special place, and Americans are a special people. We’re fortunate to have been born here. I’m a big sports fan, and so this analogy comes to mind when I think about the United States: Americans are like an all-star team. We’re all-stars because the people who came here chose to be here. Still today, people are literally dying to get here, to be a part of the best and brightest. They want to enjoy the benefits of life in the world’s top economic and military superpower. We’re like those teams that put together a lineup of superstars who were free agents or who demanded trades to be a part of a team that could win a championship. Some of those players later choose to leave, but they quickly find out that there’s no place that’s better.

That’s true for all of us. Go, travel, see the rest of the world. If you love it somewhere else, stay. But that doesn’t happen very often. I don’t travel a whole lot, but when I do, I’m struck by this: In other countries, people seem to believe that they’re in a fixed position. Their lot in life is determined by birth. In America, that’s just not the case at all. It doesn’t matter where you were born—geographically or economically. In America, everyone is born with an innate sense of possibility. We live in a society that fosters this notion: This is where I am now, but you’re not going to believe where I’m going. “Optimism” and “possibility” are the key words that define the American spirit.

Over and over again, I have seen people who, wherever they are at, don’t blame others; they go forward. So you’re not happy? Unlucky? You got cut from this team? You didn’t get into this college? You wanted to get this job but didn’t? Okay, keep going, figure it out. Even if you get a bad break, or something happens that is unfair, give yourself some time to think, and then come up with a plan B. I was always taught that your glory can be delayed, but it doesn’t always have to be denied. You can decide to switch strategies in order to achieve your goals. Also, it’s up to you to define your goals, find out what you’re good at, and pursue it. I always said we all have an individual responsibility. I don’t think it’s on the schools. I don’t think it’s even on your parents to a certain degree. I think it’s up to you to find out what you’re good at and pursue it. As Americans, personal responsibility is bred into us. It’s in the air we breathe, the water we drink. It’s part of our history, our present, and our future. Americans don’t blame; we take action. That’s the American mentality. Things may be bad now, but they’ll turn around, and it’s up to you to do the turning. The only way you lose is if you quit.

That’s what Washington did in getting his spy network in place. He found a way forward. That’s America’s story. We weren’t supposed to win the war against Britain, one of the top superpowers of the world at the time. Not many people thought we would survive a series of bad recessions and all the other economic challenges we have faced, like the Great Depression. Everyone said our form of economic growth—capitalism—wasn’t going to work in a democracy. We’ve been able to persevere, and I think it’s because the people who come to America understand the risk they are undertaking. Subsequent generations looked back on the preceding generations that came here before them, and saw that they succeeded. They understood the risk and the reward.

I’ve seen that play out in my own life. I decided that I wanted to pursue a career in broadcasting, but I had a heavy New York accent and I didn’t hear or see anyone on the air who sounded like me. The college I graduated from didn’t have a strong communications program. I didn’t have a ton of connections to rely on. I received hundreds of rejection letters. But I was able to get some experience in TV and radio, and I did stand-up comedy and was eventually able to put together an audition tape that got the attention of this emerging network. Where else in the world would I have been able to succeed like I have? I felt the possibility and sense that there were opportunities waiting for me down the road. Also, even though I was making very little money at the start, I was doing something I wanted to do, pursuing some dream. So I was winning. In my first job, I was earning twelve thousand dollars a year while working forty hours a week, six days a week, doing on-air updates every seven minutes. When it came time for me to do my taxes, I couldn’t believe it. I was so thrilled that I could write “broadcaster” on my return. It was unbelievable!



I did have to wait tables and do other things to make ends meet, but that never bothered me. My goal was clear. I knew that sooner or later, I’d be able to pay off my credit cards and buy a car without making monthly payments.

My story is the American story. That’s true today, and it’s true of others throughout our history. Andrew Jackson was a self-taught lawyer, a major general, a two-term president, a senator, a congressman. When he was fourteen, he was an orphan in the middle of Tennessee. Where else in the world does that kind of thing happen and with the kind of regularity that it does in this country? Anyone can make it in America.
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Harris Faulkner
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Rachel

Harris and I have a connection: We’re both military brats who moved from base to base throughout our childhood. We also share something else in common. Patriotic parents who taught us to never be victims and never let our race or color define us.

Harris Faulkner enjoyed the best of both worlds growing up. Her father was an officer in the US Army; her mother was a teacher and a social worker. Discipline and compassionate care came together neatly in Harris’s upbringing, and it has infused her life and her work. As the host of her show, The Faulkner Focus, Harris is fearless and frank. Her skills as a journalist and interviewer are unmatched. She is the consummate pro.

She’s also a wife and mother, fiercely devoted to her family and a huge champion of her daughters. I know how hard it is to balance work and family. Harris’s daughters are accomplished athletes and supporting them and getting them to practices, games, and meets is no small task!

I love that Harris named her show The Faulkner Focus because it perfectly encapsulates her. She knows what’s important on the big interviews and in life. Growing up in a military family gave her that appreciation for discipline and focus. But the greatest thing her parents, Bob and Shirley, gave her was her faith, her belief in this country, and her own sense of worth. Her confidence shines through in everything she does.
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Patriotism and I are in an intimate relationship. We are tightly woven by my family’s legacy and dreams. I was born into a 1–2–3 creed of faith, family, and country. My parents, Bob and Shirley, made it their business to strongly express their love for America. They wanted me to do the same. I’m teaching my children what my sister and I knew growing up: We belonged to the Lord, and we belonged to our parents. And anything with faith and hard work is possible!

When my mother was pregnant with me, America was just starting to emerge from the worst parts of our long racial and civil struggle. The signage that hung around businesses and public spaces was coming down, the ones that said things like “coloreds only” and “whites only.” The Civil Rights Act of 1964 was signed into law and helped pave the way for the passage of the Voting Rights Act of 1965, which was designed to strengthen the Fourteenth and Fifteenth Amendments to the US Constitution. I was born shortly after that.

My dad persisted to love America, even at a time when Blacks still had to endure segregation and were engaged in a long battle for opportunities. He went to war for this country. He didn’t talk about the war when I was growing up. But you hear his voice and see the battlefields of Vietnam in my recent FOX Nation special, Vietnam: Footsteps of My Father. He was a combat pilot, and it was really important for me to see the communist country that America had spent so much blood and treasure in.

My uncles Ronnie and Tim talked about the conversation they had with my dad before he went off to war. He told them he knew they didn’t really understand why their big brother would want to fight for a country that wouldn’t let the three of them truly be free. He told them that we were growing as a country: We were a young nation, but make no mistake about it, America has the greatest potential on the planet. My father believed we would bridge the divide and overcome the hate.

That’s optimism. That’s patriotism. That’s a belief in things unseen, like in the Bible verse Hebrews 11:1.



The trajectory of my extended family was changed forever because of my dad’s patriotism and vision. He and my mom both had mothers who believed that education was the way out of poverty. It was the way out of segregation and hate. It was the means by which you could be judged based on your merit and not your skin color.

My mom grew up in Texarkana, Texas. It was out in the sticks, but a beautiful spot. My father grew up in the small town of Malakoff.

My grandmother would pray over my dad, and my relatives on that side would do the same.

You see, Dad developed a medical condition that stole his voice at age thirteen. My grandmother would tell him all the time, “Bobby, you’re going to do great things.” She had a vision for him. And you know what? A miracle happened. Dad developed a beautiful speaking voice! Well worth the wait for God’s timing.

My father read everything he could get his hands on and was gifted at math. And that was a good thing because it would take some real calculations for him to solve this problem. Without money or opportunities, getting a higher education was going to be very difficult. He came up with this answer: He joined the Reserve Officers’ Training Corps (ROTC) at Prairie View A&M University. It is one of the Historically Black Colleges and Universities (HBCU) that gave Black Americans a shot at rising.

He had doubters when he announced that he wanted to join the United States military. He had even more doubters when he told them that he wanted to fly military jets. He literally was reaching for rarified air. He prayed for the change that the Civil Rights Movement was pushing for. When you have something like gumption and perseverance like young Bobby from Malakoff had, embedded in your soul, it attracts like-minded Americans who dare to dream big.

Enter: Shirley Joe Temple. She turned Dad’s head. She was the yin to his yang. At her funeral, some of her classmates shared stories of her exploits that had my eyes as wide as saucers! She sounded like she was fine, and she was. My dad would say that he felt like he needed a running buddy to have some fun with, and she answered that call. He also needed someone who shared his faith in God and in this country. He needed her, especially when he went to war in Vietnam.

When my father came back from the war, the country was in upheaval. The antiwar movement had grown strong. He learned that many people in our nation hated those in uniform. They blamed them for the war. That was tough for my dad and others like him. He was shaken, but his faith in and love for America held fast.

When I was about eight or nine years old in the 1970s, my dad was beginning to see career success as an officer. We lived on US Army posts outside Atlanta, Georgia; Fort Leavenworth, Kansas; twice at Fort Monmouth in New Jersey; twice at Fort Bragg, North Carolina; and even overseas in Stuttgart, Germany. We were steeped in patriotism. When he was at the Pentagon, I remember so vividly the cherry trees in blossom; they represented possibility and what was to come. Mind you, America was still in turmoil: economic crises, campus unrest, the ongoing racial struggle. Because of my parents and their buoyant optimism, because of how education led them from rural small-town subsistence to the nation’s capital, I saw that the promises of America were true. My parents loved music, so I heard Sam Cooke’s version of “A Change Is Going to Come” many times, and I also saw that my parents believed it and lived it out.

Sometimes, that awareness of how far we’ve come really hits you. In the 1990s, I was working at a FOX affiliate, WDAF, channel 4, in Kansas City. I was the news anchor, and my Sundays were anchored in the fall and winter by the Chiefs. To say that I was a fan is a huge understatement.

I learned through our station marketing team that there was a unique opportunity, if I wanted it. The Kansas City Chiefs were going to be playing the Tampa Bay Buccaneers at Arrowhead Stadium for their NFL preseason game, and they wanted me to sing the national anthem. HOLY COW!

The Chiefs no doubt had a regular singer for the anthem, but it wasn’t a secret among media friends that that would have been a dream come true. Growing up at military installations, children learned the words to “The Star-Spangled Banner” fast and early. FOX was airing the Chiefs game, so it was a big, beautiful win! Like everyone taking on that role, I was going to have to sing that song a cappella.

Day of, I walked out onto the field before the game, looked up at the stadium seats that were quickly filling to capacity. Closed my eyes, said a prayer to myself, and let the moment sink in. There I stood, alone midfield, at the fifty-yard line. I love the national anthem. They are the first song lyrics I memorized. But it is a hard song to sing. Prior to this, I had been asked to record my rendition of it. They wanted a backup on tape, in case of a technical glitch or operator error—maybe they were afraid that I would faint? That I’d lose my voice?

Well, in the days leading up to the game, I placed a Post-it note on myself that said, “I cannot talk to anybody!” People laughed at that. I was serious about preserving my voice just to do the news and then to sing. Anyone who knows me will tell you, I’m a talker . . .

Singing the national anthem was one of the most patriotic experiences of my life. Leading the crowd through those words made the lyrics come alive for me. “O say can you see . . .” Oh, yes, I can see. And I can reach for the American dream and call it my own.

My parents’ lives really are the great story of America. Their rise from humble origins, their desire to be of service, their love of this proud land. As I think of celebrating America’s 250th year, I think of Lt. Bobby and Shirley Harris and countless other patriots who set an example for us all. Their spirit lives on, and I humbly thank them all. I thank America for what it has inspired me to accomplish. Fourth of July is always a big deal in my family. There’s so much to celebrate about America. Go USA!





The Star-Spangled Banner

Francis Scott Key

O say can you see, by the dawn’s early light,

What so proudly we hail’d at the twilight’s last gleaming,

Whose broad stripes and bright stars through the perilous fight,

O’er the ramparts we watch’d were so gallantly streaming?

And the rocket’s red glare, the bombs bursting in air,

Gave proof through the night that our flag was still there.

O say does that star-spangled banner yet wave

O’er the land of the free and the home of the brave?
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Rachel

When many people think of FOX News, they think of Trace Gallagher. Trace has been with FOX News since the network first launched in 1996. He’s an iconic breaking news veteran who now hosts the highly rated FOX News @ Night with Trace Gallagher show. He has been the face of FOX during so many important, life-altering events, from the Space Shuttle Columbia disaster to Hurricane Harvey in Texas to the death of Queen Elizabeth II to President Trump’s second Inauguration Day in 2025. While his coverage has spanned the globe, he has an undying love and loyalty to America. One of the things I most love about Trace is his sense of humor. Despite his success as a nationally acclaimed journalist, he’s not afraid to lean into the absurdity and hilarity of modern American politics, like when he read steamy exerts from Stacey Abrams’s tawdry romance novels to give us all a much-needed laugh with our dose of nightly news. When I think of Trace, I think of California—the most beautiful state in the union. Trace loves everything about California—its history, its topography, its heroes, like Ronald Reagan, and the golden state’s iconic landmarks. Through the years, Trace’s love for California and America has always shined through his work, and now we get to enjoy his view every week on @ Night with Trace Gallagher.
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I once attended a basketball camp at which the legendary college basketball coach John Wooden made a brief appearance. He was known as the “Wizard of Westwood” because his University of California, Los Angeles teams won ten out of twelve National Collegiate Athletic Association national championships. Coach Wooden developed what he called a Pyramid of Success. He believed in playing by the rules of the game, of course, but also by the rules that he established. No matter if you were the star player or rode the bench, you had to stick to what he expected of you and the rules he laid down. You provided structure, and that’s so important. In many ways, that’s what the Constitution does; that’s why we have a Bill of Rights.

For me, patriotism is very much tied up in doing the right things, following the plan that our founding fathers laid out for us. It was both a plan and guidelines. They apply to everyone. I remember hearing a story about Bill Walton. He was a dominating center for the John Wooden’s team that won eighty-eight straight games at one point. He was a tremendous high school player but had his sights set on UCLA, and vice versa. John Wooden had strict rules about the length of his players’ hair. This was the 1970s, and long hair was in fashion. Walton showed up on campus, knowing full well what the hair-length requirements were, and his didn’t meet them. He refused to conform, and when Wooden saw him at the first practice of Walton’s freshman year, Wooden told him, “We’ll miss you.” Walton hopped on his bike and rode to the nearest barber.

I grew up in San Diego, and at the time, and to a slightly lesser extent now, it is a military town. My dad served. We had naval and Marine Corps installations nearby—Coronado and Camp Pendleton. Veterans or active-duty military personnel lived up and down our street. I remember watching naval aircraft flying overhead very often. Also, if your parents didn’t serve, or had retired from service, they worked at the mighty defense industry giants General Dynamics or Convair. In a way, the whole community was like a team. Everyone was working toward the same goal. We all had different responsibilities, but the end goal was the same—keeping America safe.

The entire environment was infused with patriotism. It was almost like you didn’t even have to think about what patriotism meant or how you should act to be considered a patriot. You just went about your life and you were expressing it. When the movie Top Gun originally came out, I didn’t think that much about it as something new. Miramar was just up the road from us. Going downtown for dinner, you’d look out on the ocean and see military vessels. I don’t have a single recollection of anyone talking about Democrats or Republicans. We were Americans. We were San Diegans.

I do remember my father coming home from work at General Dynamics. He’d tell us stories over dinner about the amazing people who were now working there. After the conclusion of the Vietnam War, some of the members of the top brass and others had retired and now worked at General Dynamics. Some had also come out of government: elected officials, and others who’d earned appointments to key positions. These were top-notch people.

Those defense industry giants were the envy of the rest of the world. No one could produce arms and systems and aircraft like General Dynamics, Convair, and Boeing could. Our military might was unquestioned, and it was the joint effort between those who put boots on the ground, on ships, or in cockpits and those who designed and built the technological marvels they used to exert America’s presence on the world stage. I know that I had to put a lot of trust in those folks when I flew commercially. And not to discredit them, but I was not all that happy when I buckled in.

So I buckled down. I was working at my second job in broadcasting. I was in Boise, Idaho. On the advice of a pilot I met, in order to overcome my fear, I decided to qualify as a pilot. I knew that if I wanted to advance my career, I was going to be spending a lot of time in the air, so I had to attack that problem head-on. By learning about all aspects of flying and the mechanical systems that make it possible, I gained control of my emotions. I relearned the importance of having a plan, sticking with it, having a plan B, and all that comes with developing situational awareness. The result of all that? I was free of my fears and gained a lot of independence. The sense of freedom that you have from flying is much greater than what you get from driving a car. You also understand the interrelationship between freedom and responsibility. We’re often reminded that freedom doesn’t come free, and I agree that’s true. Respect and responsibility aren’t too high of a price to pay. We’ve seen that throughout our history, and I’ve seen it in my life as well.

I believe that respect and responsibility play a huge role in my work as a journalist. It’s hard not to let your personal regard for people and places enter into discussions about the state of the world. It’s good to care passionately. So when we talk about my home state of California, I’m keenly aware that what I report on and what I comment on hit close to home for me, my family, and my friends. We’re critical of California when California needs to criticized. And it does. I’m concerned about taxes, homelessness, and other issues.

That said, to expand on the title of a Randy Newman song, I love California. It’s hard not to. When you look at all that California has to offer, from its incredible beauty to its location along the ocean to its deserts and mountains, there’re few places on Earth like it. It’s somewhat clichéd to say that for people who lead an active lifestyle, California can’t be beat. Surf in the morning. Ski in the afternoon. I’ve done that. More than that, I lived full-time in a beach community and mountain community. When I was twelve years old, we moved to the mountains and lived in Mammoth. Up there, we had a somewhat unusual Fourth of July tradition.

By then, the ski resort was normally closed. There was still snow around though. So every Independence Day we’d clamp into our skis and make a few turns. Then, because Crowley Lake was just a fifteen-mile drive down from where we lived, we’d put on another type of ski and carve turns in the water. Next, we’d head down the mountain and get on a board and surf. You’d think that was enough for one day, wouldn’t you? Well, it wasn’t. We were then on our way to Palm Springs. We had friends whose parents had a place out in the desert. Only in California. We live in Manhattan Beach, but we don’t do the home run of all four of those activities; still, a double or a triple is a pretty good at bat.

I’ll never tire of driving to Carmel. The Pacific Coast Highway is as scenic of a route as any I’ve ever been on. California truly has it all—vast areas of agricultural fields, wine country. It’s a place where productivity is more than produce going into your local grocery store. The film and television industry found a home in Los Angeles. Silicon Valley gave us “high tech,” “venture capital,” and “startup” as part of nearly everyone’s vocabulary.

Lots of people who don’t live in California have this image of it as a place where liberal thought dominates because of the entertainment industry and San Francisco leaning left. That was never my experience. Everywhere that I lived, people seemed to share, regardless of party affiliation, conservative, traditional American values. I remember once being invited to play golf at the Los Angeles Country Club. I walked into the locker room, and Ronald Reagan’s locker was roped off. For years, I’d heard that the Los Angeles Country Club community didn’t want to admit too many members from the entertainment industry.

President Reagan had, of course, started his professional career in Hollywood. He’d moved beyond that to become governor of the state and president of the United States. He was raised in Dixon, Illinois, but like so many people, came west to seek his fortune in California. He transitioned to politics and rose to the top. What’s easy to forget is that he was originally a Democrat. He was the president of the Screen Actors Guild, which is about as blue as it gets. Over time, he learned a lot about politics and government and eventually switched parties. He saw that there was a better way, and that’s what Americans are famous for doing. He wasn’t reviled because of that change of party. Today, someone who does that might be accused of flipping and flopping. But what Reagan did was exercise common sense. I think that Americans value that. You look back in our history, and that practical streak is as wide as the Ventura Freeway.

I covered Ronald Reagan’s funeral, and it was clear that his sense of Hollywood theatricality was also being put on display. He died on a Saturday. He’d not been well for quite a while, and so no one in the newsroom was surprised when the word came down. His body was brought down to a mortuary in Santa Monica. From there, he was transported to the Reagan Library. He was to lie in repose there, and the public was allowed to file past his coffin. People waited in line for ten, eleven, twelve hours just to pay their respects. There’s that word again. After he was flown to DC to lie in state in the Capitol, he was returned to California. Air Force One landed close to sunset. The doors opened and the casket was lowered, draped in a flag. The Reagan Library is a gorgeous spot, and with the sun lowered to the horizon, it was bathed in this beautiful light. Nancy Reagan had remained composed throughout what was certainly a very difficult week. She felt it was her responsibility to set an example. At that perfect cinematic moment, she lowered her head to his casket, a final salute to her husband, to the commander in chief.

It was hard for many of us, despite what you see and hear about us being a hardened bunch who’ve seen the worst and remained stoic, to maintain our composure. What a patriotic moment that was to see our former commander in chief being honored. I know that I’ll never see anything like that again.

What made Ronald Reagan so special was his man-of-the-people demeanor. He’d been a Hollywood star, a governor, and a president, but he never really forgot his roots in rural Dixon, Illinois. After he left the White House, he maintained an office in Santa Monica. This was after they’d moved south from the ranch in Santa Barbara. You could go there, and he held brief meet and greets with admirers.

In my mind, Ronald Reagan wanted to see more walls than the one that Mr. Gorbachev supervised be torn down. He wanted any walls that divided Americans to be torn down. The man was a great orator because he understood that words have power. They should be used respectfully and responsibly. There’s a reason why he still remains a beacon, a man on a shining hill, someone we can all look up to.









Part III

The American Dream
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Emily Compagno
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Rachel

Few people are as bright as Emily Compagno, and I don’t just mean that she’s smart. Her smile is infectious, and she instantly makes every set she steps onto feel a bit sunnier. That said, she is smart too! Before joining FOX, Emily worked as an attorney for the federal government and practiced law in California. Her western spirit is seen in her childhood days spent on horses and, as an adult, her love for the horsepower of muscle cars. That’s right, Emily may still have her NFL cheerleader figure, but she knows as much about cars as an East LA Latino lowrider! She’s also the New York Times bestselling author of Under His Wings, in which she shares inspiring stories of God’s work in the lives of American soldiers. It’s no wonder that she’s passionate about the lives of men and women in the military, because, as you’re about to read, the military is deeply woven into her family’s story as they pursued and achieved the American dream. And no one is living out their American dream with more passion and gratitude than my friend Emily.
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My grandmother’s father, Salvatore Bileci, came from a Sicilian maritime mercantile family. Mariners, considered distinct from fishermen, had a network of ships’ chandlery stores around the Mediterranean Sea: in Trapani, Sicily, where they lived; Tripoli, Libya; Tunis, Tunisia; and Casablanca, Morocco. Salvatore had earned his shipmaster license from the captain of the Port of Trapani in 1902, at the young age of twenty-two. His title was Padrone Nella Marina Mercantile Nazionale (Ship’s Master of the National Merchant Marine), licensed in tutto il Mediterraneo (all the Mediterranean).

In the nineteenth century, economic factors led to the Great Migration and a heavy use of the direct shipping route from Palermo, Sicily, to New Orleans, Louisiana. By 1881, three steamships per month were running between New Orleans and Sicily at a cost of forty dollars per person. In 1904, Salvatore arrived at New Orleans to visit his uncle Antonino, but he soon left. After surviving one of the many yellow fever outbreaks, he did not want to endure another one, and he settled in San Francisco (where, notably, he had no relatives).

Since he had been a maritime merchant, Salvatore found that managing goods was a natural choice, and he opened Bileci Market on what is now the famous Little Italy’s Columbus Avenue. After the 1906 earthquake destroyed much of San Francisco, Salvatore had to rebuild his grocery store, completed by 1908. Enter my great-grandmother: Sixteen-year-old Mary Buffa lived around the corner from his market with her family, and as a successful merchant at the relatively young age of twenty-six, Salvatore was considered quite a catch. They married (likely arranged—as was customary at that time), and one year later, my grandmother Josephine (or “Nonnie,” as we called her) was born at their home on Taylor Street in San Francisco.

Missing his family, and refusing to bow to the pressure placed on him by organized crime members to pay protection money, Salvatore took his family back home to Italy. After traveling by train across the country, Nonnie remembered their leaving New York City, standing on the deck of the ship, waving to the people on the crowded docks. “Say goodbye to America,” her mother told her.



Then World War I began. Conditions in Italy became dire. Due to immigration laws at that time, Mary could return to the US with her daughters, but Salvatore and their son, Joseph, remained behind. With two thousand dollars in cash, Mary returned to the US. That large nest egg was soon diminished to pay lawyers to handle the paperwork necessary to get Josephine’s two younger sisters, Violet and Evelyn, who were born in Sicily, their citizenship papers. The years of separation weren’t easy on anyone, but the girls had one another and their mother to make life better than bearable. They also lived in the lovely section of San Francisco known as the Richmond District. By 1930, the family was reunited, and they all moved to Monterey, California.

Thus began the Roma Market in Monterey, an enterprise that Nonnie and her husband, Giovanni Compagno (my nonno), eventually took over. They also raised three boys: John, my father, and his older brothers, my uncles Nino (Anthony Sebastian) and Sal (Salvatore John). Nonno was from a beautiful fishing community named San Vito lo Capo. Just as he had in Sicily, Giovanni eventually made a living in America as a fisherman, sailing the waters from Monterey Bay and all the way north to Alaska.

I love hearing my father’s recollections of his childhood and the Roma Market. Everyone in the family pitched in. My dad stocked shelves, ran errands, and operated the cash register. During fishing season, they were at work by 3 a.m., preparing provisions for the fishermen. The Roma Market was considered the heartbeat of the community, where fishermen received their mail and gathered to share stories over the multigallon olive drums (throwing the pits outside—my dad remembers a pit once hitting an unwitting pedestrian, to the uproarious laughter of the men, the story reshared over the bocce courts later on). It was a vital part of Monterey life until 1965, when “progress” intervened and the city bought the land as part of an urban renewal project. It was the end of an era, a close to a chapter of history. From Sicily to North Beach to Monterey, that special enterprise was passed down through generations, thriving and feeding the local community.

Every day I’m reminded of my family history. My last name, Compagno, means companion—literally “with bread,” or the one with whom you break bread. My thoughts turn not only to the daily meals we shared as a family, but to the many others who found a seat at our table, breaking bread in the warm spirit of generosity and fellowship.

In much the same way, America fed my immigrant family. America is a place where hope gets planted and the freedom to achieve dreams grows. We are fed body and soul. Through the tireless work of my grandparents and the values they instilled, and by my mother ensuring we knew all the family stories and our special history, our entire family tree had the courage and the ability to dream without limits.

Among the most meaningful strands in my American tapestry are those of my many family members who answered the call to serve our country. My father was a commander in the US Navy, his two brothers in the army; my great-grandfather a US Army Purple Heart recipient; my cousins US Navy aviators; and so many more, on both sides of my family, stretching through every conflict overseas and far away. My great-great-uncle Joseph Lorenz was a member of the American Expeditionary Forces, Rainbow Division. He made the ultimate sacrifice in France in World War I, and lies buried in the American Cemetery in Suresnes, France.

One world war later, his Gold Star mother, Rosa (after whom I am named), saw her daughter Luella deploy to the same country where her son sacrificed his life. My great-great-aunt Lou served as a nurse in the US Army Nurse Corps, deploying for a year and a half to Europe, during which time she visited her brother’s grave twice. During the war, nine other members of her family were also serving throughout the armed forces: army, navy, air corps, and marines. They were all patriots. Aunt Luella was once asked later in life if she still “waves the flag.” Her response? “Yep, but not for me or those who wave it with me, but for you.”

In our family, as for countless others, service has always been at the heart of what it means to be an American. From my father’s service as a physician to Aunt Lou’s service as a wartime nurse and every family member in between who served gallantly, it wasn’t about the uniform—it was about the service itself. Saving lives, protecting lives, protecting freedom.



Because I was born and raised on the West Coast, the spirit of the West shines brighter than anything in me. I was just three years old when I was first put on our horse, Chico, and it was love at first ride! My sister was Illinois State Champion on our Pony of the Americas, during the few years we lived there when I was just under five. And upon moving back to California, my parents quickly learned you can take the girls out of cowboy country, but can’t take the cowgirl out of the girls! I insisted on wearing my cowboy boots to school (and to ballet class) every day.

For six summers in a row, my middle sister and I spent weeks at Far View Ranch Camp in the foothills of the Sierra Nevada mountains (my oldest sister went to a different horse camp). Family-owned and operated for generations, this one-thousand-acre working ranch camp felt like heaven on earth in the gorgeous Gold Country. I still remember every detail of those magical ranch days and the routine we kept, which began each day at 7 a.m. with the lyrical sound of the large outdoor bell being rung.

It was there that the American farm and ranch way of life unfolded before me. I immersed myself in every facet of animal husbandry and the world of horses—from their care and veterinary needs to the upkeep of tack and the rhythms of rides multiple times a day. Our days were filled with hands-on work: tending to horses, cows, chickens, goats, pigs, pups, and kittens; nurturing fruit trees in the orchard; and cultivating vegetables in the garden. Each day brought its share of chores, alongside a full slate of activities—arts and crafts, swimming, fishing, and so much more that shaped both skill and spirit.

Days often began with sunrise rides and ended with sunset rides, where God’s country was revealed via a view from the back of a horse. As we galloped across the wide-open golden land, the freedom we experienced was unparalleled. Around the nightly campfire, we listened, rapt, to cowboy stories and life lessons, our spirits full from packed days of arts and crafts, like pinhole photography, leatherworking, pottery, ice-cream making, to singing, playing group games, gymkhanas (barrel racing for me!), and being read aloud to (books like My Side of the Mountain) against the backdrop of a chorus of coyotes and crickets. Of course, I also read every Marguerite Henry book, in addition to my father reading aloud to us girls (three separate times!) the Little House on the Prairie books, all three of us sitting spellbound on the couch while my mother knitted her beautiful heirloom blankets that kept us warm.

At Far View we put on a weekly musical, played capture the flag, and held our version of a county fair every two weeks, complete with notes to one another via the Pony Express. And letters throughout the year, turning campers into pen pals—and lifelong best friends and chosen family. I loved it all.

I loved it all so much that after college, I returned to work at Far View! It was such an honor to come back to this magical place and share with another generation of campers all the lessons and influence I had learned from growing up there, now serving as director of animal husbandry (and lifeguarding at the lake on the side). The ranch’s Uncle Beau taught me everything about being a cowboy, and his work ethic served as an example for all of us. Age did not diminish his horsemanship skill nor his energy. I loved watching him ride nearly as much as I loved listening to his stories. Learning directly from this true American cowboy left an indelible imprint that I’ve carried throughout my life. The Drobish family and their history profoundly shaped generations of children, myself included, who came to cherish the western way of life, loving the land deeply and honoring it through faithful stewardship.

This is the same spirit I see in my father, who now owns and operates a small vineyard and winery. Through him, I’ve come to understand that working the soil is both a privilege and a test of faith. The land humbles you, challenges you, and reminds you that God in nature holds the final word—and meeting those challenges with resilience is, in many ways, the essence of the American spirit.

Both at home and at Far View, I learned what it meant to be an American, to treasure our country’s opportunities and its natural beauty. My mother was a constant explorer, with boundless curiosity and a deep appreciation for the natural world, sharing every wonder, adventure, and lesson with her three daughters. As a family, we explored dozens of national parks together—piled in our Volvo station wagon, none more special than our annual trip to Yosemite. That trip became our dearest tradition: Every Christmas, my sisters and I would unwrap a small box of See’s chocolates to find our “ticket” inside. Some years we would visit the stunning glacial valley twice, camping in summer and staying in cozy cabins in the winter. We drove throughout the entire country, and no matter where I lived during my life, my parents would visit and take us to the nearby national parks. From Alaska and Arizona to Hawaii and Maine and everything in between, we reveled in the grandeur of this gorgeous country and the wide-open spaces God created. Every day was rich with learning: all about birds from my mother, history from my father, and always hands-on activities like cross-country skiing and, of course, riding horses. In Wyoming we spent a week at the ranch of Buffalo Bill Cody’s grandson, Bill, riding with the legend himself and soaking up his tales.

No skies are greater than in Montana, and in college, I spent a summer working at a twelve-thousand-acre working guest ranch E/L in the Greenough Valley, bordered by the Blackfoot River. I was a lowly kitchen worker, a tiny but vital part of the large machine that is a working ranch. In between meals we would float the Blackfoot, and nights off saw us dancing country swing at local watering holes—with weekends dedicated to rodeos or hiking Glacier National Park. And, of course, carrying forward in my sisters’ footsteps, I began competing in hunter-jumper (although jumping in an arena doesn’t feel quite as fulfilling as jumping natural obstacles in wide-open spaces!).

I still have a pony, although it’s not just one horsepower, and she lives in my garage. My 1972 Ford Mach 1 is my pride and joy, and with her flames on the outside, she is hotter than the California sun! This car was my dream ever since I inherited my love for cars from my dad and developed my own taste for American Muscle. For years I settled for the dream machine as a screen saver, however, as my parents ensured I drove a Volvo and kept safe and slow . . . (but not without adventure, as that wagon was packed with my friends while we explored California every chance we got, from Stinson Beach to Lake Tahoe through college, where the Cascades and Olympics became our backyard) until the day the stars aligned and I found the perfect one I could afford, with the original 351 Cleveland engine. My mother came with me to pick up Malosa, as I named her, from my mother’s childhood hometown of Stockton. And from that moment on, she and I have been a team. Almost fifteen years later, the combat-veteran-owned-and-operated Innovation Performance Technologies, working together with the Richard Petty Garage, overhauled my ride, and she now boasts a Coyote Aluminator with a six-speed Tremec T-56 (and lots of Best in Show awards!). Now it’s with a different kind of pony where I feel the wind in my hair—the American open road stretching before me, unlimited possibilities ahead.

Shaped by these ranches, barns, and the wisdom of those who worked them, from generational cowboys to my extraordinary parents, I carry a fire forged in that freedom that still burns bright within me. The legends from the West—from the Ahwahneechee and Ohlone to the 49ers and the Italian immigrants and the ranchers—permeate the golden hills and sunshine-dappled highways and glorious coast and valleys and mountains throughout. When I am home, the spirit of the West is tangible, the magic woven into the land and light. The hope my immigrant family brought with them lingers in the California breeze above Monterey Bay, the optimism and dedication of the generational families radiating throughout the valleys and mountains of Northern California and beyond. The soul of the West—its rhythm, its resilience, its grace—exists nowhere else on Earth, and it ignites the American spirit, where freedom still rides with the wind.

When my nonnie waved goodbye to America more than a century ago, I wonder if she could have imagined the journey that awaited her—that she would return years later with her three siblings by her side, meet the love of her life, and plant the roots of a family built on faith, perseverance, and hope. Through the tireless work of my grandparents and the values they instilled, our entire family tree had the courage and the ability to dream without limits. Could she have imagined how her granddaughter would one day flourish, living out the very freedom and opportunity her journey made possible? Growing up to be an attorney, a cheerleader in the NFL, a Space Camp attendee, and pilot of a T-34 at fifteen; traveling all over the world; driving race cars; even representing the Italian American community as the Grand Marshal in the New York City Columbus Day Parade for the NYPD Columbia Association; and so much more—achieving every dream by the grace of God—living boldly, gratefully, and freely, the way Americans do.
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Evita
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From Evita Duffy-Alfonso, daughter of Sean and Rachel

Women are the sacred keepers of tradition—within families and within society. It’s true in our family, with my mother, Rachel, filling that role with love and intention my entire life. My mom makes every holiday feel enchanted through meaningful rituals. At Thanksgiving, she has us gather a great branch and hang from it colorful paper leaves with our written gratitudes. We call it “the Thankful Tree.” On St. Nicholas Day, we place our shoes by the family altar, leave sugar for the saint’s horse, and awake to small gifts the next morning. During Advent, she lights the Advent candles and gives us each a chocolate-filled Advent calendar. On Three Kings’ Day, she bakes a cake with a tiny baby Jesus hidden inside, waiting for one lucky child to find.

But tradition wasn’t limited to holidays. Every evening, no matter the season, she cooks homemade meals and makes time for candlelit prayers before bed. She has always had an eye for design. Our home is always beautifully decorated and changes with the seasons: flowers in summer, garlands at Christmas, crucifixes veiled during Lent. Through her care, our house is more than a home; she transforms it into a place of peace, magic, and learning.

She also gave us stories. She taught us the lives of the saints and read us the great American classics—Uncle Tom’s Cabin, Little House on the Prairie, The Adventures of Tom Sawyer, Little Women, Where the Red Fern Grows. Through them, she passed down not only a love of reading, but a love of country and our Christian faith.

Because of her, my siblings and I grew up grounded in truth. While the world outside has tried to rewrite America as something shameful—defacing monuments, mocking our history, labeling our founding documents as harmful—we always knew better. Our mother had already shown us what America is: a nation built by Christian settlers who tamed the wilderness, upheld the dignity of every man, and ordered society around faith, law, and moral responsibility—giving us due process, self-government, and liberty under God. We are the descendants of pioneers, conquistadors, cowboys, and revolutionaries. Far from being shameful, America is, as French philosopher Alexis de Tocqueville observed, “great because America is good.”

Today, I have a deep admiration for the way my mother continues to fight for this country through her published books, eloquent articles, and fiery TV appearances. I am proud to be her child. But most of all, I am thankful for the magical childhood she gave us—one that formed me and my siblings into faithful, grateful, God-fearing patriots, just like her.



When I think about why I love America, I think about the American dream and how it saved my family. My father is a first-generation American. My mother is an immigrant from Spain. I’m proud of my parents, and their story explains so much about how I feel about America, who I am, how I think, and who I have become.

My father’s parents came to America from Mexico. My dad was born in a small copper-mining town in Arizona called Sonora. He was the eleventh of fifteen children. My dad’s family was poorer than most, and in Sonora, Arizona, that was saying something. The Campos siblings had one green bike to share, and my dad occasionally recounts a very painful memory in kindergarten, when a fellow classmate cruelly pulled his pants down to reveal the depth of his family’s poverty: his bare bottom. His family was so poor that they couldn’t afford to buy him underwear. But out of that poverty, and even the occasional humiliation, came a work ethic and resourcefulness that has been his greatest asset. As young boys, my father and his brothers were little entrepreneurs. They would go into the desert mountains and pick cactus leaves. After peeling, washing, and dicing them, he would sell them door to door. He also became an apprentice to a local piñata maker, and at the tender age of twelve, he started his own piñata business. His mother, my abuela Beatriz, made the glue from scratch on the stove with water and flour, and she helped him place his finished product in a small corner market.

My father was also a shoeshine boy. When he was still in elementary school, he’d spend evenings at the local bar offering weary miners a shine for a quarter. One day, the bar, almost exclusively patronized by Mexican and Mexican-American miners, had a white patron come through the doors. The white man ordered a cold one and my dad offered him a shine. My father recalled the man closely watching him as he shined. When he was finished with the man’s shoes, the man told my father, “Son, you’re left-handed. You’re going to be my pitcher!” He was the coach of a local boys’ baseball team. My dad joined the team and did indeed become the pitcher. Being on that baseball team was one of the greatest joys of my father’s childhood (all of us still hear stories of when his team made it to the region championships), and it was the beginning of my dad’s lifelong love of America’s favorite pastime—baseball.

Despite growing up in a Spanish-speaking household, in a town of mostly Mexican immigrants, my father embraced and loved American culture. He played Little League, went to prom, and loved Elvis Presley. He even tried to dress and do his hair like Elvis. My abuela Beatriz was a great cook, and my dad and his family grew up eating her delicious homemade Mexican food—tortillas, sopa, tamales, and Mexican sweet bread on special occasions. I recently asked him, “Papi, do you describe yourself as Mexican-American or American?” He said without hesitation, “I’m American. It’s where I was born. It’s where I’ll die. America is my home.”

At the age of eighteen, my father had a choice: work in the copper mines of Ray, Arizona, like his father and older brothers, or join the military. He chose to serve the country he loved so deeply, and joined the US Air Force. It was while stationed in Spain that my father met my mother, a young, beautiful Spaniard named Pilar. My mother worked as a seamstress in Madrid. In her sewing cubicle hung three small pictures—Jesus with his Mother, JFK, and Martin Luther King Jr. Long before she met the young American GI who would become her husband, she had an admiration for America and her leaders.

My mother’s family had experienced the horrors of communism and Christian persecution during the bloody Spanish Civil War. I grew up hearing about communist persecution, and our very Catholic mother warned us about the lies of this atheistic ideology and the need to always oppose it and defend freedom—especially religious freedom.

My parents struggled to get ahead on an airman’s salary. Even as a soldier in the air force, my dad wasn’t above taking on extra work after hours. Following a long day of work at the base, he washed dishes by night at a Chinese restaurant. My mother, who still wasn’t yet fluent in English, swept floors at a beauty salon with my older brother, then a baby, in tow. My parents did so much to provide for their little family.

My mother taught herself English, because she knew that it was the language of opportunity. When I was in kindergarten, my mom got a job at the air force base exchange (the BX) as a sales clerk. That was her first real “American” job. She was so proud, and with her very first paycheck, she took us all to California’s Great America, an Americana-themed amusement park. We kids were so excited, we thought our mom had won the lottery! My parents were insistent on having fully Americanized children. When bilingual education was en vogue in the 1970s, and school administrators signed us up without our parents’ approval, my mom marched down to the principal’s office and told him to take us out. “If you want to talk to someone with an accent,” she told them, “you can talk to me! My children will be learning in English in this school.” Even though both my parents were born in Spanish-speaking homes, my parents made it a priority to speak English with us at home because they wanted us to have every opportunity our citizenship could afford us. Command of the English language was nonnegotiable. Books and encyclopedias were always present in our home.

When I was in elementary school, my parents planned a family road trip that helped us connect our Hispanic and Catholic identities to our American heritage. My brothers were studying the history of Spanish missions in California, so my parents decided we should take a road trip across the state of California to visit every important Spanish mission. What a trip! They loaded us up in their brown Vega station wagon, and with my brother in the hatch (it was the ’70s!), we hit the road, listening to cassette tapes of Donna Summer, ABBA, Freddy Fender, and Rocío Dúrcal. From San Juan’s Mission to Mission Santa Inés. My parents wanted us to understand important American landmarks and our place in that history. They also took us to see the Golden Gate Bridge in San Francisco and the Liberty Bell in Philadelphia. Even on a razor-thin budget, my parents were intentional about assimilating their children and connecting us with the culture and history of America.

Today, that shy but scrappy shoeshine boy is retired comfortably in sunny Arizona with my mom. His four grown children all have postgraduate degrees, and his kids, seventeen grandkids, and two great grandkids live lives that surpass even his wildest childhood dreams. My family is the embodiment of assimilation, patriotism, and the American dream. I’m so grateful they raised us to be patriotic and so thankful to God that we were born Americans.

In 2010, I was reminded in a very special way of why I am so grateful to be an American. That’s the year my husband, Sean, was elected to Congress. When he was elected, neither one of us had ever been inside the United States Capitol. The day he walked into the US chamber for the first time as an elected member of Congress, he cried. One of the greatest joys of his election for me as a mom was watching my kids walk the halls of Congress at such young and formative years.

When our little ones saw an image of the Capitol on television, they would say, “Look, Daddy’s office!” It gave me goose bumps every time. Our now-eighteen-year-old, Paloma, had a particular fascination with our beautiful Capitol building and its dome. It started when she was just four years old, the year her daddy was first elected. She loved the Capitol, and she became particularly fascinated with Lady Freedom, the impressive bronze statue that stands on the top of the dome.

She wanted to know all about her. Who was she? Why was she there? Why was she dressed that way? So I tried to learn all I could about Lady Freedom so I could feed her curiosity.



President Abraham Lincoln erected Lady Freedom during the Civil War. She’s a beautiful and fierce warrior. She wears a toga-style dress and a Native American–style cape over it. Typically, in classical statues depicting freedom and liberty, the statues wear a Roman liberty cap—the symbol of freed slaves. But not Lady Freedom, because in America, we are born free! That’s why she wears a glorious helmet adorned with stars and an eagle’s head with feathers resembling a Native American headdress. In one hand she has a sheathed sword, and in the other she carries a shield and a laurel wreath, a symbol of victory. She faces the east because she is keeping her eye on England, always vigilant and protective of our nation’s freedom.

[image: A photo of the Statue of Freedom, a bronze female figure that crowns the dome of the U.S. Capitol building.]
I bought Paloma a little key chain of Lady Freedom from the House of Representatives’ gift shop. Upon returning home she promptly hung it from the highest turret of her pink plastic Cinderella Castle.

Paloma told me she wanted to be Lady Freedom. She had so many cute four-year-old questions. “If I get tired on top of the dome, can I come down?” “Can my siblings visit me up there?” “What if my sword gets too heavy?”

That Halloween I had the unenviable task of trying to put together a Lady Freedom costume for her. They don’t sell it at Walmart!

I always smile thinking about my Paloma’s desire to be Lady Freedom. Paloma taught me that we can all be Lady Freedom and freedom fighters. And I believe we should always be happy warriors while we fight. Every time we pass on our family stories and our proud American history, when we teach authentic American and Christian values to our kids, we arm them against the lures of communism, socialism, and all kinds of isms that threaten to tear apart our national fabric. I’m a big believer in our duty as parents to teach our children about their American heritage and to do it in tangible, hands-on ways—like family road trips; visits to veteran cemeteries and memorials to pay respect; and tours of our nation’s Capitol, Mount Vernon, or Independence Hall in Philadelphia. Our children are citizens of the most amazing country in all of human history. They are, by the grace of God, American citizens, the most coveted citizenship on planet Earth. They deserve to be proud of their inheritance. Hit the road this year! Make memories, build family bonds, and teach the next generation to love and appreciate America.

Happy Birthday, America the beautiful!

[image: A black and white photo of two parents and their child. The husband is wearing an air force uniform.]
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Sean Hannity
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Rachel

Sean Hannity is proof that the American dream is alive and kicking. After more than thirty years in broadcasting, it’s easy to forget that Sean spent close to a decade working as a painter, a construction worker, and then a building contractor. Pretty unusual beginnings for a man who would eventually dominate the cable news ratings for decades (and still counting) and be inducted into the National Radio Hall of Fame. Only in America!

Sean is renowned for his generosity and pay-it-forward acts of kindness. But his greatest contribution to his fellow countrymen is his unwavering commitment to keeping the American dream alive for the next generation. Night after night, Sean calls out anyone, no matter how powerful they are, who threatens our American values, denigrates our forefathers, infringes on our constitutional rights, or tries to tear down the meritocracy that made us the most exceptional country in the world. He’s a fighter and he’s a great American. Thank you, Sean, for all that you do.





[image: A headshot of Sean Hannity.]
When thinking about what this country represents, I always go back to our founding documents and our earliest patriots. We all know the words of the Declaration of Independence, that we are endowed by our Creator with certain unalienable rights. But what does that really mean?

It means that our rights aren’t granted to us by the government in any way; instead, they are given to us by God. That’s not the usual philosophy of governments around the world. Most of the world doesn’t have the liberty or freedom that we do.

Those liberties and freedoms are also predicated on something else that I feel very strongly about—the power of every individual. Unfortunately, not everyone rises to the potential that God has granted them. When I was in high school and was attending a seminary school, I learned Latin. I was made aware that the Latin root for the word “education” is educare, which means “to bring forth from within.”

When you live in a society that promotes freedom like ours does, our system of governance allows us to find and refine our God-given potential and—importantly—to bring that potential to fruition. You don’t just find it; you make it so.

I feel like, in many ways, my life has been an example of that principle in motion. I have four grandparents who came to this country from Ireland. They arrived here at the turn of the last century dirt poor. My parents grew up very poor—my father in Bed-Stuy, Brooklyn, my mom in the South Bronx. My mom was a prison guard and worked double shifts her whole career. My father was a family court probation officer who waited tables on the weekend. The work ethic they instilled in me was a product of their being able to stand on the shoulders, the very poor shoulders, of their parents. They took the family to the next level coming to the United States. They started in the cramped housing of the immigrant tenements and then upgraded to a Cape Cod–style house that sat on a fifty-foot-by-one-hundred-foot lot on Long Island, where I grew up with three sisters, all of us sharing one bathroom. My parents sacrificed. We didn’t take vacations. They scrimped and saved so that I could receive the benefits of twelve years of a Catholic education. How typically American is that?



That’s the freedom, the choice, the liberty that some in this country take for granted. We shouldn’t, but it happens. We shouldn’t because what I just described is the American dream. And the American dream doesn’t come about like a dream. It doesn’t just pop into our minds while we’re asleep. It may start off that way, when an idea or a plan comes to mind. But dreams are brought to life while we’re awake, and while we’re working toward making our vision a reality. Yes, other people lend a hand, just as my parents did, but to be successful, we have to be agents of our own destiny.

For many of us, that American dream is made manifest in a way that provides us with economic security. That’s not all that the American dream entails, but it is a significant element. It’s a precious gift that so many have fought for, have bled for, have sacrificed for. They did that so the rest of us can live free and continue to pursue the potential that God gifted to us. For some Americans, realizing that potential means bringing our talents and ambitions to bear in the marketplace, making products, providing services that people want and need. In return, those makers get another gift—not only money, but also self-fulfillment. When those store owners, service providers, and product makers are rewarded with wages and profits, they’re experiencing how they’ve tapped into their own potential.

That’s the gift. And it keeps on giving: We build, we produce, we consume, and by doing the latter, we build up those individuals and their enterprises and their self-worth.

America has always stood for opportunity. But I have to acknowledge that “happiness” gets defined in lots of ways by different people. We know that America is all about the pursuit of happiness, but I believe there is more to that pursuit than pleasure and leisure. It’s about hard work and earning those moments of pleasure and leisure. Every airline pilot I’ve ever met, every police officer, every doctor, paramedic, or other working person, has told me that they dreamed of doing that work from the time they were a child. And the amazing thing about that, lest we forget this, is they were born into a country with a system of governance that eases the way for people to take advantage of their God-given potential.

Early on in my professional life, I worked in the building industry as a contractor. We were doing some commercial work, and one night I was painting in an office. I was there late, after the office workers had gone home. We didn’t want the fumes to affect them. Around midnight, a man came in to clean. He had another, younger man with him. Turns out that they were father and son. They had come here from the Soviet Union. We got to talking, and he told me that he didn’t just work for this cleaning and maintenance company that had him on site; rather, he owned the company. He also had a day job and was thriving in that area as well.

I asked him how long he’d been in the US. Five years! I know that should be surprising, and in a way it was, but when I reflect on that encounter and think about what America is, it’s not that startling. The father told me that they had moved into a new house, he had purchased vehicles for his business, he had a fair number of people working for him, and all of that in less than sixty months. I am reminded that there are no guarantees that the rate of your rise in life will be as fast as his, but if you do work hard, and have a bit of luck, you can succeed as fast as he did or faster. It’s up to you, and it is by the grace of God that in this country, you can exert your will, your talent, and your desire and achieve great things.

I credit my parents for instilling a strong work ethic in me. My faith in God also helped me enormously. God helped keep me for the most part, on the straight and narrow. I’ve worked round the clock, and God has always been there.

I had my first paper route when I was eight. At twelve, I worked in a busy restaurant washing dishes every Friday, Saturday, and Sunday night until two in the morning. I’d have two St. Pauli Girl beers and then fly home riding my bicycle, and I mean fly! I rose through the ranks—busboy, cook, bartender. All of those experiences were invaluable. I learned how to deal with people of all kinds in all sorts of situations and circumstances.

It was after that when I became interested in working in the trades. I remember doing some painting around my parents’ house. I thought, I could do this for other people and get paid. I moved to Rhode Island shortly after my parents retired. I became a carpenter’s apprentice. I fell off a roof and landed three stories later and broke my arm. I had to get a job, and when I healed, I went to work in the shipyards, painting. Soon after that, I started my own painting contractor business. One job I bid on required hanging wallpaper. I had never done that before. A friend had gone to school to hang wallpaper, so I hired my friend to do the work. One thing led to another, learning to wallpaper, hanging wallboard, rough framing walls and roofs, laying tile, then doing full remodels.

It took a while to get there, so in my twenties, I was often living paycheck to paycheck. I was finding my way. I was guided by God, but He put some other people in my life who also helped me. In my teen years, I became obsessed with talk radio. I grew up listening to some of the pioneers. I can’t say that it was my dream to do that kind of work though. I never imagined that I’d find myself seated in front of a microphone.

But in 1987, I received an opportunity to do just that. As a result, the light went on, and I never wanted to do anything else again. I never thought I’d be successful—as defined by how much I earned or how much stuff those earnings could buy me. I loved communicating with people, and the topics people wanted to talk about were of great interest to me. Politics and culture, other elements of life, whatever came up that particular day. The variety was there, but it centered on consequential matters.

I understood, fortunately, at some fundamental level, thanks to my parents and my Catholic education and faith, that the outward signs of success weren’t everything in this life. If you feel personally fulfilled, if you’re tapping into your God-given potential, then you’re succeeding, no matter what it says on your pay stub or tax forms.

I know that sounds clichéd, but like all clichés, there’s some truth to it. Hard work is its own reward. I wrote a book called Live Free or Die about socialism and its history of failure. I was motivated to write it because I was afraid that too many of us might forget that God gave each of us a kind of individual fingerprint—beyond what’s impressed on our skin, He gave every individual talents. We are all unique and can make unique contributions, but we can only flourish and do that individualistically while living under the governance that promotes freedom and liberty above all else.

So that was what was behind my taking on socialism. A government that wants to do everything for you is doomed to fail. Things like the New Deal, “cradle to grave” welfare, “free” childcare or health insurance, guaranteed jobs—all of these destroy the human spirit. They contradict that initiative that human beings are born with and that Americans have long embraced. That’s what has made America so great. We reward initiative. We foster innovation. We admire risk-taking. We encourage personal success; we understand that failure is a part of the deal; and we admire the effort to come back from it. That’s America. We champion the idea of rugged individualism. The first responsibility you have in life is to be a good citizen—obey the law and all that being a good Christian entails. Second, take care of yourself and your family. That’s why I enjoy reality shows that depict everyday people doing hard, and dangerous, work, especially if they are forging a life off the grid.

At every critical juncture in my life, in my career, I just told myself, “You have to jump.” I tell my kids that I will never raise a trust-fund baby. That’s not happening. You have to make your way. And that can be scary, and there will be setbacks. I’ve been fired from jobs. I’ve moved to cities where I knew no one and in a sense started from scratch building a life, earning a whopping nineteen thousand dollars a year while doing it because I loved it and I had some ambition and some confidence. When I got one offer, I gulped and asked for two thousand more than I was earning, and I got a much larger bump by the grace of God. I thought I was in hog heaven, and all of that led, eventually, to where I am today. And where I am today is reaching more people than ever before in my career, while still wondering why it is that God put the desire in me to connect with people and talk about the issues of the day with them. And in the bigger picture, God put me in a place that honors freedom of speech.

If there’s one word that stands out in my mind about America, it’s this one: “up.” We move up the social and economic ladder. We keep our heads up when the going gets tough. We step up for others’ rights and generously give away our blessings to help those in need. We look up to God in thanks for all He has given us. I have two golden rules for my kids: Love God with all your heart, mind, body, and soul. Love your neighbor as yourself, treating them as you want to be treated. You can’t ever go wrong in life if you follow those basic fundamentals. Holding fast to these eternal principles is what makes this country great. That’s what makes me proud to be an American.









21

Charles Payne
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Rachel

Charles Payne’s life is an American dream story. He loves America because he knows his story is only possible in America. His trajectory from cleaning car windows in Harlem to help his single mom to Wall Street wiz and eventually host of the aptly named Making Money FOX Business show is proof that, in America, if you have a dream and work hard, you can make it! The best part about Charles is that decades after “making it,” he still carries himself with the excitement and optimism of somebody who recently made it and still can’t believe his good fortune. His gait and energy, his booming laughter, and, yes, his flair for fashion tell the world life is good in America! We are all so fortunate and blessed. Just being around Charles makes you want to appreciate and love our amazing country even more!
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My father was a veteran. He loved being in the army, and I spent most of my childhood growing up on army bases around the world. He fought in the Vietnam War, and seeing his pride in being in the army really shaped my sense of patriotism.

When I would watch my dad, I saw how he expressed his pride and patriotism: When he got ready for work each day, he’d polish his belt buckle with Brasso. I can still smell that Brasso right now. He’d polish his boots. His uniform was always crisp. He didn’t push any of my two brothers or me to serve in the military, but he did say that we should consider it. We did. I was in the air force, my middle brother was a marine, and my youngest brother was in the navy.

That service reinforced the value of commitment for me. Commitment to country, and commitment to others. When you take your oath, you declare that you will defend the Constitution, but that’s more abstract. Practically speaking, it also means defending people you love, as well as many people whom you don’t even know. You’re defending people who may have points of view that are very different from your own. The bottom line is: We are all Americans, and nothing gets in the way of those who pledge their allegiance to the United States and serve in the military, or as a police officer or firefighter or other first responder. You perform your duties for fellow Americans, regardless of who they are.

I only found this out a month before he died, but during his tour of duty in Vietnam, his unit was ambushed twice, and both times, he was the only one who survived the attacks. I noticed a difference in my father as time went on. I was still a kid, and I couldn’t put a name to what was afflicting him. I don’t think that he could have either. Today we know about post-traumatic stress and what it does to people. All I knew for the longest time was that my father became gradually more distant. My parents divorced, and that distance grew. But the lessons he taught us, the example he set of making a commitment and making the most out of your abilities, were never far from me. Anyone who sets out to do a job that involves saving lives and advancing the cause of freedom is worthy of respect, admiration, and thanks.



My father was one of many Americans who stepped up and answered the call to serve. If you watch some television show or movies, you can get the impression that what these people do is glamorous. It’s not. The real, honest-to-goodness sacrifice that many make haunts them for their entire life. It did that to my family for a long time. We know more about that reality now than maybe we ever have before, and that only makes it more remarkable that young men and women still make that commitment to the military or other organizations. That’s something for which we should all be grateful.

We should also be grateful for and proud of women like my mom. When my parents divorced, we moved to Harlem. We didn’t have much, but what we did have, my mother shared with others. I recently saw a map of the world that depicted how generous each country is. America stood head and shoulders above the rest of the world. Even people who struggle under difficult circumstances are always willing to pitch in and help. I saw my mom do that.

Sometimes that generosity didn’t sit so well with me. One day, I came home to our little apartment, and I had a buddy with me. We walked in and my mom was practically giddy with excitement. She had won seven hundred dollars! She handed me a twenty-dollar bill, and she handed my buddy another one. We thanked her and went to my room to hang out. Later, after he left, I asked my mom, “Why did you give me twenty and him twenty? I’m your son.” She looked at me and said, “I shared my blessings.” To this day, I’m so proud of my mother, and I’ve been able to do what she demonstrated and share my blessings as well. For a number of years, I would go to stores that had a layaway program—where shoppers, mostly women, could put down a small amount of money toward the purchase of an item. Then, whenever they could, they’d come back and pay what they could until they had covered the full amount. Thinking of my mom and all the blessings that I had enjoyed, I would go to one of those stores, speak to the people in the layaway line, and give them what they needed. So my going to those stores, knowing that a lot of what those people had put on layaway were gifts for other people, especially around Christmas, that gesture meant so much to them, to their families, and to their community.

Americans care. I know that I’m far from alone in doing things like that. I know that in this country, we take a great deal of pride in pulling ourselves up by our bootstraps. But we also are good at remembering that some people don’t have boots. I think that generosity and independence can, and do, work together. I did what I did because I felt fortunate that I’d done well, that I’d risen above some difficult circumstances, but they weren’t nearly as bad as others had it. I wanted to make sure that I never forgot where I came from, and that I never forgot the lessons my mother taught me about sharing our winnings.

When I look back on our history, I sometimes wonder how America’s success is even possible. We are an upstart country. How did we exceed countries like the United Kingdom and others that have been around far longer than we have? I remember reading about Arthur Burns. Many consider him to be the worst chairman the Federal Reserve ever had. A year after he left that job, he wrote a paper that I read. He talked about bootstraps and rugged individualism. He pointed to two periods in our history where the government intervened—in his opinion—to our detriment. Franklin Delano Roosevelt’s New Deal is sometimes credited with helping people get through the Great Depression. There’s no question those programs helped people in the short term, but what were the long-term consequences of those government programs? At first, history tells us, a lot of people were resistant to taking the New Deal handouts. Eventually, they did, and once they did it the first time, it got easier the next. Burns pointed out that accepting the assistance became too easy, and afterward, many people were no longer the rugged individuals they had once been.

But Burns also cited a number of instances, including during severe economic downturns, when, without government intervention, Americans stepped in to help one another. Americans coming to the aid of their neighbors and fellow citizens is very different from the government stepping in. We have a long and proud history of taking care of one another—family, friends, neighbors, and strangers. Most often, it doesn’t even take individuals asking for help. As soon as they’re aware of a need, Americans make the effort.

When I was an army brat, I was just a regular kid. We had fun. We played football all day, rode our bikes, came home, made a peanut-butter-and-jelly sandwich. When we arrived in Harlem, we initially lived in a single room. That was quite a change from the two-story house we’d been living in while at Fort Lee, Virginia. It was tough. We experienced culture shock. We had never known that level of poverty. We had never experienced that level of violence in the streets. As the oldest, I knew that I had to do something. There was no doubt in my mind. I was going to help my mom. Initially, I would go into the streets with a roll of paper towels and Windex and clean drivers’ windshields. I got a job at a bodega—a small convenience store. I’ve been hustling since I was twelve years old.

One day in 1979, I read in the Daily News that the NBA draft was going to be held at the Sheraton Hotel in downtown Manhattan. I was determined to go. I was in high school—at an arts high school. That meant I carried a large portfolio case for my artwork. Didn’t matter—I was going to the draft to see whom I could see. I got to the Sheraton, and I saw camera crews outside the entrance. I saw a few league officials going inside. The only thing keeping people away from the doors was a velvet rope. I went under it and made it inside. There I mingled with the players. Joe Barry Carroll was there, and he was to be the first pick of the whole draft. I just wanted to be there, discreet and looking like I belonged. I ordered a Michelob, and there I was, a seventeen-year-old kid, having maybe the second beer of my life, acting like I was one of them.

Fast-forward a few years. I get out of the air force. I was married and had a newborn daughter, and I was working two jobs and going to school. History was kind of repeating itself. My wife and my daughter and I all lived together in a single room in Harlem. A friend had rented us that space. It was so small, we had a fold-up bed. When it was unfurled, you couldn’t open the door to get out. So we had to keep it folded until we were committed to getting some sleep.

I saw a help wanted ad for a job at EF Hutton, one of the top-five Wall Street firms at the time. I got called in for the interview, which went well, but I knew that I didn’t have a degree. That same night, the phone rang, and I got the job! I would be earning thirteen thousand dollars a year, and I was beyond over the moon.

In both those instances, I showed moxie. I had no business hanging out at the NBA draft. I had no business thinking that I could get a job at EF Hutton. But I thought, Why not take a shot? What do I have to lose? At EF Hutton, I was so fortunate to work with people who shared their time and expertise with me. If I had a question, someone was like, “Hey, kid, come over, I’ll show you.” If I showed any kind of curiosity, someone was there to sense my eagerness and earnestness, and rewarded me.

A year or so later, a friend told me about the small boutique firm that he worked for. I decided that I wanted to be a broker. I met with the manager of that small operation and let him know what opportunity I was after. He told me that if I passed the qualifying exam, they’d train me and hire me to be a certified stockbroker. I was still working two jobs and going to college. Now I had to prepare for this exam and study a ton of material. To take the test, I needed a sponsor, and the manager agreed to do that for me. Another guy at Hutton was also taking the test. Hutton was sponsoring him, and they paid for the cost of the study program for the exam. He told me that I should come by the class, that the instructors wouldn’t mind. I was doubtful, but he was right. At the class they shared a number of different exams that had been used previously. This call came on a Wednesday. The test was on Saturday.

When I showed up, the instructor said that he doubted I’d be able to pass the exam. I had only a few days to study. I called in sick to work and studied for the next day and a half, basically nonstop. I walked into Murry Bergtraum High School that Saturday, knowing that I had six hours to complete the test. I finished in four, and I headed toward the offices of that boutique firm singing the Stevie Wonder song “Overjoyed.” A line from that song goes, “Though the odds say improbable, what do they know?” That could be the theme song for America. The founding fathers had moxie. Look at where that took them.

After that, I lived another facet of the American dream: I started my own company, selling stock market research that I created. I still worked my day job, and at night I did the research that I would then sell. One client. Another. Another. Before long, I had hired my first employee. More clients. More employees. I went from a brownstone office in Harlem to an office on Wall Street itself.

That’s how I started. I don’t know why I had that moxie. Maybe it’s in the air we breathe or the water we drink here in the United States. New York City is fertile ground for dreams. The other thing is, I needed someone to support my vision. When I was fourteen, I told my mom that I was going to work on Wall Street. She said, “I know you’re going to do it.” Her response still brings tears to my eyes. I called my father and told him, “Daddy, I’m gonna work on Wall Street.” He said, “Nah. That’s not going to happen. I’ve seen that place on TV. It’s a bunch of white guys throwing paper around. I don’t see any Black people down there.”

It’s only in America that a story like mine is both remarkable and unremarkable. I know that I’m not the only one with a story like this to tell. It’s my story, though, and I’m grateful that I had my mom’s support and the support of other people. But I wasn’t any part of a government outreach program. I was out there hustling and working.

If you look at where America was in the 1850s, we were at the bottom of the economic rankings. By 1950, we were at the top, the preeminent country in the world. What a transformation! We went from an agricultural nation to an urban, industrial nation. Obviously things weren’t perfect. Workers weren’t treated fairly. But during that time the country’s GDP per capita exploded. Life expectancy lengthened. We became taller, an indication of better health. Because of the great captains of industry during the second industrial revolution, we leapfrogged the rest of the world. Those men had moxie. They worked hard. They took huge risks.

In the 1800s, America experienced several economic panics, some of which were equivalent to the stock market crash of 1929 that started the Great Depression. The government didn’t step in to any great degree to solve the crisis. John Pierpont (J. P.) Morgan saved the country twice! Twice! He rounded up other Wall Street moguls, and they kept the banks afloat and kept the country afloat. John D. Rockefeller? A fascinating man who did great things for this country. Andrew Carnegie? Another great man. And what did great Americans like these men also do? They started libraries in so many towns and cities in this country. Go to Pittsburgh and visit the campus of what is now Carnegie Mellon University and see an institution that is at the forefront of innovation in so many areas. These things should be celebrated. They are helping us remain the preeminent nation in the world. As we celebrate this country’s 250th, we need to be mindful of that. We have a lot to celebrate. “Ain’t No Stopping Us Now.”
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Jimmy Failla
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Rachel

What could be more all-American than a hilarious, quick-witted, sharp-tongued, self-deprecating New York cab driver with a big personality? Before Jimmy Failla hit the big time, Jimmy’s cab, with its built-in captive audience, was his stage. A place to practice not just his jokes, but his uncanny ability to connect with everyone in his presence, make them fold over in laughter, and turn them into his best friends. Jimmy Failla is one of Sean’s and my best friends at FOX. But I have to believe a lot of people at FOX think he’s their best friend. That’s Jimmy. The awkward elevator ride to the twenty-first floor with strangers changes dramatically when Jimmy steps in and leaves everyone in stitches.

There’s no question that Jimmy Failla makes me laugh. But he also makes me think. He’s wicked smart. He lights up the screen with his larger-than-life persona, and that light shines back on everyone he encounters. His light and quintessential New York persona are reminders of that amazing regionality of the American experience. He was born on Long Island, New York, in a community where so many veterans settled after World War II, and the patriotic influence on him has never waned. It’s so Jimmy to have a real uncle named Sam who served in World War II!

Whether we hear him on his FOX News Radio program, FOX Across America, or as the host of his blockbuster FOX News Saturday Night, Jimmy’s humor always offers entertaining and enlightening takes on what makes America so great—and so funny!
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Everybody who lives in this country has something called American privilege. I learned that from talking to people who didn’t live here. Prior to getting my start at FOX News, I was a New York City taxi driver, and every time I picked up a passenger from another part of the world, they would tell me just how lucky I was to be an American. It sounded crazy to a guy who spent twelve hours a day getting cut off and cursed out in traffic, but the truth is no matter who you are or what your ethnic background happens to be, there is a level of opportunity in this country that doesn’t exist anywhere else in the world. I heard this speech so many times over the years that I truly came to believe I’d hit the lottery. It was a win-win situation. The passengers would get into the cab talking about how lucky I was, and after surviving my driving, they’d get out thinking about how lucky THEY were.

But it wasn’t just terrified taxi passengers who taught me to appreciate America. I grew up on Long Island, about twenty miles outside of New York City, in a suburb called Levittown. It was heavily populated with WWII veterans and many guys who fought in the Korean War. I always tell people I grew up with a lot of old men you should NEVER make a sudden move around because somebody might have a flashback and knock you out. It did happen from time to time, and that was okay because it kept us in line.

Levittown is an incredible example of American ingenuity. It was built by William “Bill” Levitt, who served in the navy as a member of the famed construction battalion known as the Seabees. The group played a critical role in producing bridges and landing strips and lived by the motto of “CAN DO!” It was that experience that taught Levitt the value of mass production and how homes could be built quickly using interchangeable parts. Prior to the war he and his family had been building custom homes, but when it ended they shifted their focus to building mass-produced houses to meet the needs of the postwar generation. The first of these communities was known as Levittown, New York, but the idea quickly spread to places like New Jersey, Pennsylvania, and Puerto Rico. Even still, there are dozens of communities in the Midwest in which portions were Levitt-built. History will show that long before Donald Trump said we’d do so much winning we’ll be sick of winning, William Levitt was doing so much building he got sick of building.

You look at your freedoms differently when you grow up around people who were willing to die for them. I never lived a day without knowing just how good I had it, because there were constant reminders walking around in navy blue baseball caps with gold writing that emblazoned the branch of the military they served in on the front. Army. Navy. Air force. Marines. I always wanted to be in the air force, until I saw how much skinnier the pilots were than me, at which point I decided to stick to playing with G.I. Joe toys instead.

On a personal level I also had family members in the service, like my great-uncle Sam Kokovski, who served in General Douglas MacArthur’s Honor Guard. He grew up in Ambridge, Pennsylvania, and was always the type of guy who’d come up to you at a BBQ and tell you just how lucky you were.

My dad, Joe Failla, is what I’d call a “Super Patriot.” He served forty years as a motorcycle cop for the Nassau County Police Department, and he, too, would give the same “proud to be an American” speech my uncle Sam was known for. The only real difference is that my dad would usually do it after he came from work, drank a twelve pack of beer, and ate a stick of pepperoni. Looking back now, it’s a wonder he never got that modeling gig he dreamed of.

My dad loved to tell us about the crazy scenarios he encountered. There would always be a teachable moment in these stories that showed how my actions would affect the greater good in society for better or for worse. It taught me that being American meant you were a part of something so much bigger than yourself. I don’t doubt this inspired both of my brothers, who went on to become cops in the NYPD. In fact, I would’ve been a cop myself, if it weren’t for this thing called a “background check.”

Yeah, I was a bit of a wild child in my twenties, but having so many cops in the family taught me not to take my good fortune for granted.

What really put my patriotism into overdrive was President Ronald Reagan. In a lot of ways, he was my first president, in that he entered office when I was five years old, which was just old enough to even know we have something called a president. Every time I saw Reagan on TV, he was reminding us that America is the greatest source of good the world has ever known. It instilled a civic pride in all of us that made it feel cool to be American. I worshipped Reagan. He was incredibly charismatic, he told funny jokes, and he was the face of our country at a time when I was just learning to fall in love with it.

In 1986, our third-grade class received word that President Reagan would be coming to New York to unveil the newly refurbished Statue of Liberty. The big event was planned for July 4, and our entire school year built up to it. We played all kinds of history games themed after American achievements. There were super fun quizzes about the Statue of Liberty itself. I had no idea it was first assembled in Paris. The only thing French I knew was the fry!

Speaking of food, there were also potluck lunches designed to illustrate just what a melting pot we lived in. Each kid was encouraged to bring in a dish from their ancestral country of origin. This was the first of probably two million times in my life that I’ve since eaten a Chinese egg roll. But what really blew my mind was Swedish meatballs. They were incredible. In fact, I’ve grown up to like Swedish meatballs so much it almost makes me forgive IKEA for all the frustrating hours I’ve spent building furniture.

But looking back now, I realize my entire childhood was a giant exercise in positive reinforcement of what it meant to be an American. It’s such a sharp contrast to the world we live in today, and that’s my biggest gripe with the moment we find ourselves in:

Far too many people are being raised with no perspective of just how good they have it here. It reminds me of those rich kids who grow up in your neighborhood and complain about things you can’t even fathom. My friend Dennis had SEVEN bathrooms in his house and told me he hated the tile in one of them. I couldn’t even wrap my head around his grievance because I grew up in a house where six people shared one bathroom. It was such a rush to get in and out that to this day I don’t even remember if our bathroom HAD tile. I’m not kidding. There were actually moments where, to save time, you would be taking a shower while someone else would be in there going to the bathroom. Which is to say, I had complaints about using the bathroom, but none of them had to do with the decor.



In today’s America, too many people are complaining about the tile in their seventh bathroom instead of realizing that parts of the world don’t even have one. Sure, we’re all struggling in different ways, but the reality is we live in the one place where anyone can keep fighting and get to where they want to go.

There’s no better example of it than my story.

I was driving a yellow taxi for eighty-four hours a week and doing stand-up comedy at night to chase my childhood dream of hosting my own TV show. The only reason I was crazy enough to even attempt it was because I was raised to believe that anything was possible here.

And yes, there was a constant drumbeat of reinforcement from those passengers I talked about earlier, who would get in and praise our country. I cannot emphasize this enough. People in the back seat of my taxi would literally be shaking with joy because they’d made it to America. It was such a powerful thing to witness because I could take them the long way and make like three hundred extra bucks.

But that really was the thing about America that has always kept me going. Everybody here is writing their own story in life. No matter how many times you get knocked down, if you’re willing to get back up, you can pen that Hollywood ending you’ve always dreamed about since you were five.

Sure, the odds are going to be against you at times, and there will certainly be moments where life takes the pen right out of your hand. But if you just keep going, you can pull off just about anything because this country is the ultimate underdog country.

When we took on the British in 1776, we were HUGE underdogs in the Las Vegas casinos. I know, there was no Las Vegas back then, but trust me, there was nobody placing a bet on us anywhere when the Declaration of Independence arrived on the king’s desk. Not even in those London casinos that did exist at the time. The point is, nobody in their right mind thought America would become the country that it did, but our founding fathers had the audacity to dream that it could, and it was that belief that inspired them to flip the British monarchy the bird and go our own way.



Everyone living here today has inherited that opportunity to dream big. America was not rich in the beginning, and it often felt like it was on the verge of collapse. Still, we kept going and fighting for what we believed, and as we stand here, 250 years later, we are the most dominant global superpower in the world. We made it thanks to the bravery and sacrifice of millions of underdogs who dared to chase their dreams because they lived in a country where they could.

That’s what it truly means to have American privilege.

I know that nobody wants investing advice from a guy who spends money on the types of jackets I wear on TV, but if America were a stock, you should be all in as it turns 250. There’s not a stronger buy in the world.
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Lawrence Jones
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Rachel

Lawrence Jones is hands down the best dressed, best heeled man at FOX. His style is impeccable. So is his determination to seek truth and justice.

Lawrence grew up in Texas loving Hollywood Western movies. In those films, it’s easy to spot heroes from villains. Real life is a little more complicated. What Lawrence recognized in those classic John Wayne movies was a fundamental sense of right and wrong. Lawrence understands that, because he grew up learning about morals, ethics, and sacrifice from his parents. They were teenagers when Lawrence’s mom learned she was pregnant. They stayed together, got married, had Lawrence, and started a family. It wasn’t easy, but they pressed forward for their kids. Lawrence’s dad was a truck driver and his mom was a nanny—and they worked hard so Lawrence and his siblings could have the opportunities they have today.

Not surprisingly, Lawrence studied criminal justice in college, and in 2013, at the age of twenty-one, Lawrence Jones earned the FreedomWorks Activist of the Year Award for his role in exposing corruption in the Affordable Care Act marketplace. Having studied criminal justice, as the cohost of FOX & Friends, Lawrence continues his journalistic work exposing corruption and calling out politicians who are ripping off Americans and abusing the trust of the public.

When it comes to seeking truth and justice, and the American way, I believe Lawrence Jones would make “The Duke” proud!
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Some of my ancestors were Native American, and I also have Black ancestors who were enslaved. Some of them even fought in the Civil War. To be enslaved and then still want to fight in a war is pretty incredible. Also, I had a lot of my family members who were innovators or pioneers in a sense. One of my uncles was the first Black police officer in Falls County, Texas. I have different family members who throughout history worked hard and achieved much. That’s what Americans do, and that’s what American freedom does for us.

I didn’t grow up in an environment where it was acceptable, or necessary, to be negative about America or to say negative things about how this country treated us. Some in Black America have said that we have to work twice as hard for half of the pay, but I never heard my parents say that. They insisted that doing my best was going to be enough. If you did your best, then you shouldn’t care who is ahead of you at the moment; you should just keep running hard and not look back.

My family has a long history of military service. I’m the first generation not to serve in the military. My dad served, my grandfather, my grandmother, and the list goes on; all were in the armed forces, the army more specifically. As a result, I was always exposed to two things: You maintain discipline, and you love your country. My family also taught me that success was always due to merit. You earned it. My mother also believed in the power of the mirror. You had to see yourself. You had to assess yourself. All the time, my mom would say, “I love all my children the same, but I treat them all differently because you guys all have different personalities, different skills, different strengths and weaknesses.” I feel fortunate that I discovered what my skills and weaknesses are early in life. My parents didn’t heap praise on me. They expected me to succeed, and they pointed out the areas I needed to improve upon. That was the way to get better. If I didn’t achieve, it wasn’t because the system worked against me. My parents made it clear that the system had very little control over my life, and whatever controls that were there were designed to keep order, not to keep me from fulfilling my promise. The only thing holding me back was my own inability to recognize and overcome my weakness.

I’m grateful that my father taught us, through storytelling, about American history. That’s how I found my hero, Frederick Douglass. I appreciated the fact that he had a strong relationship with Abraham Lincoln. Mr. Douglass was a journalist, he had his own newspaper, Douglass’ Monthly, and he would challenge President Lincoln. Their debates are legendary and instructive. Even though they faced off against each other, they were still friends.



Douglass, like me, was a conservative and, like me, was also a civil libertarian. He is often my guiding light. I frequently ask myself: What would Frederick Douglass say about this subject or this issue? How did he handle pushback? What would he say about America as it stands today?

My father also taught us about Booker T. Washington and the Tuskegee Institute (now Tuskegee University) that he helped expand in order to provide higher education for Blacks. Born a slave, he was freed when US troops came to Virginia. Emancipated, he attended and graduated from college. He wrote his autobiography, Up from Slavery, and my father insisted that I read it. I was fascinated to learn that he dined with President Theodore Roosevelt at the White House, becoming the first Black person ever invited to do so there.

Washington was also a major figure in economics. He and several others founded the National Negro Business League. That organization, and others, promoted self-help and education as a means to build economic strength and pride. I learned about other prominent Black men and women: Marcus Garvey, the Jamaican political activist who established the Universal Negro Improvement Association. Fannie Lou Hamer, a civil rights leader who set up Mississippi’s Freedom Summer along with the Student Nonviolent Coordinating Committee to encourage Blacks to register to vote. James Weldon Johnson, a writer and civil rights activist who was the executive secretary of the National Association for the Advancement of Colored People (NAACP), was appointed by Theodore Roosevelt to be the US consul to Venezuela and Nicaragua, and was the first Black person to be hired by New York University. James Weldon Johnson was also a poet. He and his younger brother, the composer J. Rosamond Johnson, collaborated to write “Lift Every Voice and Sing,” which later became known as the Negro National Anthem, though I don’t refer to it as that.

I love Francis Scott Key’s “The Star-Spangled Banner” and believe it is the only national anthem for this country (there can only be one). “Lift Every Voice and Sing” is still very meaningful to me as well. Johnson wrote it originally as a poem, and some people have hijacked it. The poem’s message is conservative, and one of liberty and freedom too. I think that the poem complements the national anthem. The Johnson brothers had moved to New York together at one point to work in musical theater and collaborated on a number of popular songs. James Weldon Johnson was a Renaissance man, a Harlem Renaissance man. Educator, diplomat, writer, songwriter, he even found time to earn a law degree, becoming the first Black man admitted to the Florida Bar since Reconstruction had ended.

Those were the kinds of people my father wanted me to know about and to learn from. Anything was possible in America. I admired anyone who understood that God granted us certain rights and that the Constitution of the US guaranteed us certain rights as well. The state should never violate our rights. Our liberty should never be infringed upon. So those men are great examples of how the individual can thrive even when constraints are placed on them, and how important it is to work to ensure that our rights, our freedoms, our liberties are preserved.

When I think of America, I think of unity. I think about how we all come from different ethnic backgrounds but are one blood. I think about our Judeo-Christian values and what we believe in—rights given to us by God and protected by the government. I had the opportunity to anchor the coverage for the celebration to commemorate the army’s 250th birthday. Seeing all the kids, the people from multiple generations, all different ethnic backgrounds, and our troops—it was such an uplifting moment for us. I felt the country enjoyed that performance as well, and it was a celebration of the country. Part of the strength of America is our military. The shedding of blood for something right, something greater than ourselves. That moment really made me proud to be an American, because it was a moment of unity.

I don’t know if many people outside of Texas know this, but in schools there, students say two pledges of allegiance—one to the United States, and one to Texas. So being a proud Texan, I love my home state and its traditions and history. I can’t think of the Alamo without getting stirred up emotionally. It’s a place that is very deep and dear to us. I love that we have a state cemetery, a place where legendary figures are buried, from war heroes to past governors, to lesser-known individuals who contributed to the country and the state as well. It’s probably why I enjoy shows like Lone Star and Yellowstone. They’re part of the tradition of Westerns that I loved from when I was a kid. I’ve also enjoyed Tombstone; Gunsmoke,; Walker, Texas Ranger; and, of course, any John Wayne film. I could go on for days listing and talking about those kinds of stories. But one theme that resonates with me is family. The foundation of America is family. You have to have a strong family, but family can be complicated. A lot of those shows and films illustrate that necessity and complexity. Hand in hand with family is a strong sense of community. Family and community contribute to our sense of unity. We come together for the common good. We work together to triumph over evil and over challenges.

I also love being on my property in Texas. There’s no light pollution out there, and at night I can see the stars. Peace washes over me, and I feel a deep gratitude for what my parents taught me, what figures from history taught me, and how my efforts to excel have paid off in the land of opportunity.

What’s great about America is that we come together as a united set of states. Each state has its own identity, and I love that, as Americans, we retain those state distinctions wherever we go. We encourage and foster individualism in this country. We can make our own way, but the bonds of family and community are still strong. We may leave home, but we are always drawn to come back. A single voice may be powerful, but a choir of voices singing together is far more powerful.





Lift Every Voice and Sing

James Weldon Johnson & J. Rosamond Johnson

Lift every voice and sing,

Till earth and heaven ring,

Ring with the harmonies of Liberty;

Let our rejoicing rise

High as the listening skies,

Let it resound loud as the rolling sea.

Sing a song full of the faith that the dark past has taught us,

Sing a song full of the hope that the present has brought us.

Facing the rising sun of our new day begun,

Let us march on till victory is won.

Stony the road we trod,

Bitter the chastening rod,

Felt in the days when hope unborn had died;

Yet with a steady beat,

Have not our weary feet

Come to the place for which our fathers sighed?

We have come over a way that with tears has been watered,

We have come, treading our path through the blood of the slaughtered,

Out from the gloomy past,

Till now we stand at last

Where the white gleam of our bright star is cast.

God of our weary years,

God of our silent tears,

Thou who has brought us thus far on the way;

Thou who hast by Thy might

Led us into the light,

Keep us forever in the path, we pray.

Lest our feet stray from the places, our God, where we met Thee,

Lest, our hearts drunk with the wine of the world, we forget Thee;

Shadowed beneath Thy hand,

May we forever stand,

True to our God,

True to our native land.
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Maria Bartiromo
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Rachel

My husband, Sean, and every host and producer on FOX & Friends know I’m obsessed with Maria Bartiromo. She’s the only member of the FOX family I fangirl over. Why? Because Maria is an icon in broadcasting. In 1995, when she walked onto the New York Stock Exchange and became the first person to report live daily from the floor, she made headlines and history. But it’s her continued commitment to delivering top-notch financial news for over thirty years that has sealed her place in broadcasting history and earned her two Emmy Awards and the honor of being one of the Financial Times 50 Faces That Shaped the Decade.

President Calvin Coolidge was once asked about the role of the press in free-market America. He famously said, “The chief business of the American people is business.” That’s a man after Maria Bartiromo’s heart. Raised by hard working Italian immigrant entrepreneurs who also put her to work in their Brooklyn family restaurant, The Rex Manor, Maria never lost her love and heart for America’s small business owners, who employ 50 percent of all American workers. Whether she’s hosting FOX Business Network’s Mornings with Maria, the number one pre-market news program on cable, or interviewing a Fortune 500 CEO or the president of the United States on Sunday Morning Futures, Maria never forgets the little guy who is working every day to keep the bills paid and the doors open.

My admiration for Maria’s illustrious career is only surpassed by my respect for her as a daughter. Maria cares for her elderly mother, Josephine, with a love and tenderness all mothers should pray they get from their adult children. These are the values her parents instilled in her—love of family, hard work, service to others, duty, and loyalty—and they’re also the values that built America!
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When I was a little girl, I watched my parents go to work every day. The lasting vision of my dad is of him with a bandanna around his head, sweating over a hot oven in the kitchen of the Rex Manor restaurant he owned. When I picture my mom, I see her walking down the sidewalk in our Brooklyn neighborhood carrying five bags of groceries. After a hard day of work, she was heading home to prepare dinner for the family. They were both doing what they loved, both working toward a goal of achieving the American dream.

These were the first patriotic acts I witnessed. They were both contributing to building the business. And business is the business of America. That’s capitalism at work. And my dad learned his work ethic and his values from his father, Carmine Bartiromo. My great-grandfather Pasquale arrived in New York as part of the great wave of Italians who came to the United States to escape economic hardship in the last decades of the nineteenth century and the first two decades of the twentieth. Carmine arrived on these shores with twelve dollars in his pocket, along with a dream and some very useful skills.

He initially came in 1906 and traveled back and forth between here and Europe for the next ten years or so. One of those “trips” was paid for by US tax dollars: He served this country during World War I. He settled in Brooklyn, and with his cousin he built Rex Manor, the restaurant that my father, Vincent, eventually took over. And by “built,” I mean he used his hands and his construction skills to erect that restaurant from the foundation up. So when people talk about building a new life in the New World—America—my ancestors literally did that. The reason they could do that wasn’t just because they had the right skills, but also because they came to the right place.

My family’s story isn’t unique by any means. America was the place that drew people from all around the world, escaping whatever circumstances they lived under to come here for a better life. So from the very start of my life, I knew that America was and is a very special place. My father was born here, but in a lot of other respects he followed the blueprint that his father had drawn up. He served in the military, rising to the rank of sergeant. He worked at the Rex. He contributed to a sense of community that typified Brooklyn at that time. The Rex wasn’t just a place to eat; it was a place where you felt like home, where you could enjoy a sense of belonging.

When I look back on all that now, I see that story of their immigrant experience, their service to the country, their creating a business, and their offering a kind of safe harbor to people, as very representative of the role that America plays in the world. We welcome people and provide them with an opportunity to make something of themselves. I saw that in action, and I was fortunate also that my parents didn’t keep the success “recipe” a secret. They spelled it out for me: Do the right thing, be honest, and work hard. If you do those things, then you can achieve what you want to achieve. You don’t look for shortcuts; you should be prepared for the long haul.

So from a very young age, that was what I believed and, most important, what I put into action. It’s why I’m a proud American. I’m proud of how my family achieved their success.

My father shared some of his memories of what he did overseas. Some were hard to talk about, but he loved being in the army. He made many friends, and every part of the experience was important for him. Some of those memories were the warmest of his life. He was proud of his service and was always such a loyal man. My father was an incredible patriot. He loved this country. We always had American flags on display everywhere.

Three years ago, when he was suffering from a heart ailment, it was clear that he didn’t have long to live. I asked him, “Dad, is there anything at all that you want me to do? Is there anything you want me to get at the house, to save and to cherish?”

“Yes,” he said. “Go in the top drawer of my bureau and get my dog tags. I want you to have them. I want you to cherish them.”

Of course, I did as he asked, and they do mean so much to me, because he meant so much to me, and his service meant so much to him. I wear those tags all the time. I feel especially glad to have them on his birthday, on Veterans Day, on Memorial Day. I’m very proud of my father’s service and of all who served—that includes police, firefighters, other first responders. Anyone who comes to the aid of others.

My father died a few years ago. As a veteran, he was entitled to a military funeral. He served in the Korean conflict, one of the so-called Forgotten Wars, but it should never be thought of that way. I never forgot about his military service. It was important to me and my siblings that we honor him. My dad’s funeral was a moving reminder of what makes America so great. I was overwhelmed with pride and a host of other emotions. Members of the armed forces served as attendants at the funeral. Seeing those men and women in uniform reminded me that the fight never ends. Freedom will always need to be defended. On a more personal note, watching them fold the flag that had been draped over my father’s coffin was so special. They then handed the flag to me, and it was like a torch was being passed on. It was a reminder of the past glory and a reminder of the present and future responsibilities we all have.

My mother also taught me the values that make this country so great. Growing up, we lived right near Fort Hamilton in Brooklyn, and we saw army personnel all the time. My mother would tell us to be respectful toward them. She felt that we were very fortunate to have that fort right around the block from us. My maternal grandfather died young, and my grandmother was left to raise their children, but she also worked in the garment industry as a dressmaker in a factory. So my mother stepped up to help, and that made her a hard worker, a value she passed down to me.

One time when I was a little girl, maybe five years old, I heard the ice-cream truck outside, Mister Softee. I went to my mother and asked her if I could have a cone. And what did she say? “Sure, but how are you going to pay for it?”

That idea stayed with me. I learned to be a saver. I’d put my nickels and pennies in a jar, and the next time I heard that ice-cream truck, I didn’t have to ask anyone for money. I spent my own money. So financial independence was the lesson I was taught from early on. And financial freedom leads to other kinds of freedoms, which is why it is so important to Americans and is a virtue that’s on display in families and communities.



I’m so impressed by how smart our founders were, how they created a Constitution, and how that document has been amended over time to ensure fairness. And it is amazing how the governance of America has enjoyed such longevity. I’ve always marveled that the founding fathers also had a vision for how America’s economic prosperity needed to be fostered. They set the tone for American industry—not just in terms of specific kinds of business sectors, as we think of “industry” today, but as another term for hard work. They understood that the role of government is to establish a set of rules—developing a banking system is just one aspect of that. And they also understood the role of government in helping Americans to create. America has incredibly fertile soil that enabled farmers to thrive, but it also has incredibly fertile soil for businesspeople and entrepreneurs to thrive. But in both cases, that soil needs to be tended and sometimes fertilized for it to produce the highest yields. To this day, America’s system of enterprise is the envy of the rest of the world.

I was the first person to broadcast from the floor of the New York Stock Exchange back in 1995. So the Financial District of New York City has a special place in my heart. I have vivid memories of walking out of the New York Stock Exchange and standing on its steps. Across the street is Federal Hall, where there is a beautiful statue of George Washington, commemorating his inauguration as our first president at that very spot in 1789. So for me, the founding of this country and the development of financial institutions kind of go hand in hand.

I love that part of Manhattan. It’s one of the oldest parts of the city. You walk down Wall Street and the buildings date back more than two hundred years. Fraunces Tavern, for example, is on the corner of Pearl Street and Broad Street. Many buildings there are considered historic, but Fraunces Tavern is Historic with a capital “H.” It was built in 1719. At various points during the founding and early development of the country, Washington had his headquarters there; it served as the site of some of the peace negotiations conducted between the revolutionaries and the British; and several federal offices of the new government were located there. One of the reasons that I loved doing shoots from the Financial District is that I could take time to go to Fraunces Tavern. It houses a museum as well. The streets of lower Manhattan were crowded with buildings and people because it was the center of commerce. Goods were loaded and off-loaded at the nearby docks. It was the nucleus of capitalism, and American enterprise is something to be celebrated.

While I’ve been able to witness a lot of history in New York City, there is so much more to see in our nation’s capital. In general, I feel that one of the great trips that anyone can take is to visit the White House. I’ve conducted a lot of interviews in the White House, specifically in the Diplomatic Reception Room. Along the wall in that room are a series of murals that Jackie Kennedy had commissioned. These murals depict different places in America. Two in particular I love—one of Niagara Falls, and the other of the Wall Street area in Manhattan. There are many, many others—all beautiful—and they make you appreciate all the ways in which America is a special place.

I’ve also had the privilege of seeing something else very beautiful and meaningful at the White House. I asked President Trump if I could see the original copy of the Declaration of Independence. It’s such a meaningful document, and to see it up close—the beautiful words, all the signatures of the founding fathers—inspires awe and admiration.

So along with my father’s dog tags, and a lot of his writings, having that moment with the Declaration of Independence reinforces my sense of patriotism and love of country. I love to sing, and I love all of the patriotic American songs—“The Star-Spangled Banner,” “God Bless America,” “America the Beautiful.” They warm my heart, and I hope, as people celebrate America this year and for years to come, we sing these songs all the more.









25

Stuart Varney
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Rachel

Stuart Varney may have been born in England, but he’s made in America! Everything about him—from his fun-loving, quick-to-laugh personality to his unapologetic love of capitalism, competition, and America’s great outdoors—radiates pure American spirit. (Fun fact: He even owns an all-American tree farm in upstate New York!)

It’s no surprise, then, that Stuart chose to become a proud American citizen. Yes, he still sports a proper English accent, enjoys his black tea, and isn’t a Meghan Markle fan (who is?), but his admiration for this country and his belief in the American dream always shine through.

Stuart has a special place in his heart for America’s small business owners—the risk-takers who chase their dreams, employ more than half of the nation’s workforce, and keep Main Street alive. In fact, his respect for them was on full display during the 2020 so-called summer of love, when his FOX Business program, Stuart & Company, made sure the world did not forget the innocent small business owners who suffered enormous losses during the George Floyd riots.

As a business journalist who has spent his career breaking down the economy for his loyal viewers, Stuart knows the truth: America’s entrepreneurs—big and small—are the engine that propels this nation forward!



[image: A headshot of Stuart Varney.]
I had lived in America for many, many years before 2015, but I wasn’t a member of the club. I had been a green card holder, but I felt very strongly that it was time I took responsibility and became a true American. So off I went to the local courthouse, and there I stood and raised my right hand and pledged allegiance to the United States of America. It was an extraordinary moment for me. As I looked around the room, I saw others, from thirty-eight different nationalities, represented in that room, and there was not one dry eye, mine included. Attaining citizenship was something special, and to be presented with an American flag was a fine thing. I’ll remember that day for the rest of my life.

I arrived in America in late 1972. I had been traveling around the world. I married an American, so I came to America. As soon as I arrived in the country, I went to my in-laws’ house in Westport, Connecticut, getting there when it was dark. I woke up the next morning, having not seen anything of America. I started to go around Westport, Connecticut. I thought, My goodness me, it’s true that streets are paved with gold in the United States of America! Westport was, and still is, a very wealthy town, and I couldn’t believe the extent of the wealth. Of course, being naive, I thought that was how the rest of America looked. Even though I know now that this is not the case, I still love that first sense of “This is possible. This is what you can do in America.” It was a feeling of freedom from the class-based society that I had experienced in Britain.

That freedom meant so much because I had not been born to the manor, so to speak. My mother was a homemaker, as you might say today. She never went to work, but looked after the house. My father worked in a vegetable and grocery warehouse. He managed the daily delivery of groceries to various houses in the town of Derby, where I was born and raised in the Midlands of England. We didn’t have much money. My father never owned a car, but he and my mother were wonderful parents who loved me, and that made an enormous difference. I felt secure in my background, even if we weren’t a family of great means.

But I was, I suppose you could say, ambitious. I went to a very good college, and I knew that I wanted to put my talents to work somewhere. I always felt that there was a ceiling that I would have to break through if I wanted to climb the food chain. In America, there was no ceiling. It was just, “Could you do the job?” So that’s what I proceeded to do, and it worked very well for me.

I had done the British Voluntary Service Overseas program, the equivalent of the Peace Corps in America. I was in East Africa during 1966 and ’67, and that’s where I started to meet Americans. I lived with them, worked with them, and they were an intriguing bunch. They were different from the English VSOs, as we called it. I enjoyed their company, and eventually, I met an American whom I wanted to marry. She became my wife. At the London School of Economics, my friends and roommates were always American, and for some reason, they were more open than the Brits I knew. The English tend to be reserved, and I enjoyed how free the Americans were in expressing themselves and enjoying what life had to offer.

I like America. I like the football games. I like hot dogs. I like steak. I like state fairs. I like people who are proud to show the flag, wave it, and enjoy their lives in a positive way. I find America, still to this day, a very positive country.

As a result, I felt a sense of release when I got to America, because Americans don’t really care about your background. As Americans, we sometimes think we’re very race conscious, but essentially, if you can do the job, you get the job. I thought that was very important, and that’s what makes me patriotic about the United States.

One thing that also struck me about America when I first arrived was its scale. This country is huge, absolutely huge, compared to any European country. It is vast. And it occurred to me right from the start that everything in America is accessible, whether it’s the freeway system, the airlines, or your ability to drive wherever you wanted to go. At a moment’s notice, you could start out on a journey.

That represented, to me, freedom to enjoy the scope and scale of the United States, not just the employment and financial opportunities, but the ability to enjoy this vast continent. You don’t have that same freedom to roam so widely and for so long elsewhere in the world. As a result, the American people seem happy. I attended the Iowa State Fair and found people there were not worried. I also just enjoyed the hog judging, the cow judging, the tractor pull, the fireworks, and the fried Oreos. All of it was great fun. It was a celebration of America’s agricultural productivity. Americans love to produce, and they do an awful lot of it as a result.

One its finest products, if you will, is the Constitution. It was a product of a number of great thinkers who also happened to be great doers as well. And the product of all that thinking and doing, and revolting, still functions quite well. Something that lasts 250 years must have quality built into it, and there’s no indication that the Constitution is going to fail anytime soon. We may see criticism from one political party or the other—accusations that they are being undemocratic—but the Republic is still remarkably strong. People still vote. Votes still count. Decisions are made. The courts adjudicate. We move forward.



My life serves as an example of how it’s possible for an individual to move forward in this country. In the very early 1970s, I was a waiter at a restaurant, saving all my money. And with that, I managed to travel around the world for a couple of years. After a couple of years of traveling, I arrived in Hong Kong, and I became a journalist with Radio Hong Kong. That opened my eyes to free market capitalism. I had been something of a collectivist until then, but you get to Hong Kong and everything is efficient, and everybody is moving up and down the food chain because it’s competitive. It’s what you can do. And that really opened my eyes.

So I left Hong Kong, came to San Francisco, and at first I could not get a job in the media. I tried CBS, NBC, and ABC. None of them would have me as a reporter because of my English accent. They kept saying, “How on earth can you report on a murder in Oakland with a voice like that?” I think they had a point. So of course, I had to go away again to figure out what, what else are you going to do?

One day, I noticed an ad in the San Francisco Chronicle, and it said, “Wanted. Entry level TV newscaster.” That was followed by a phone number. I thought, Well, that’s me. I’m absolutely entry level. So I called them up and they asked me to come on down. The men who interviewed me were a couple of guys who bought three hours of time from a local UHF station, and they put on a stock market show. Back in the 1970s, there was no such thing as a stock market show. I had my economics background, however, and they hired me. San Francisco had a large number of investors who became the audience. I was the anchor of a three-hour rip and read show—you rip the news off your Reuters teleprinter and you read it.

It was wonderful training: three hours of live television with nothing to back you up in any way. That’s when things started to move for me, because I was able to do the job. They didn’t care that I was a green-card-carrying immigrant. Could you sit there for three hours? Could you do the job? That is America. By the end of the 1970s, I had been spotted by Ted Turner, who was at that time preparing to organize CNN for its launch in 1980. I got a call as I was giving my baby daughter a bath in the kitchen sink. “Can you come to Atlanta? We want to talk to you.” I dropped everything and went to Atlanta. I met this man, Myron Kandel, an editor who cofounded CNN. We met at the Hartsfield airport at four o’clock in the morning. He took me to the new studios, which hadn’t been finished yet. They made me an offer. I took it, and within two weeks, I’d moved from California to New Jersey and then to New York to be a part of the new CNN.

I was the first person to broadcast for CNN from New York. The network had gone on the air from Atlanta on June 1, 1980. We came to New York at six o’clock the next morning, June 2, and I opened up the New York Bureau for CNN. That’s an example of what you can do, what you’re able to do in America. At the time, we couldn’t have predicted how the cable news business would blossom. Just getting on the air was a big deal for me, and for the network. We arrived as a major force in the news and TV business in 1987, when the market crashed. Everybody was tuning in to CNN then. It was a global story. We had come of age, and despite what damage had been done to investments, we were thriving. That seems typically American. Eventually, the markets rebounded. American capitalism rebounded.

Since becoming a citizen in 2015, I’ve been a voter. I’m a very strong political person, and I wanted to get my viewpoint out there, not just on television, but in my own personal life. The first time I cast a ballot was in 2016. That was a special day. I was a bit uncertain about the process. After all, if you’ve been here for forty-five years and never stepped into a polling place, you have to wonder, “What do I do?” Do I mark an X someplace? What do you do with this electronic board in front of you? I had to ask a poll worker for assistance. She was very helpful and did her job, and then I did my job. Quite an occasion for celebration. I remember it well. I was an American, and I was entrusted with doing an important job—again. America had confidence in me, and I had, and still have, confidence in America.

I occasionally travel overseas, and whenever I get on the plane to come back to America, I always feel like I’m coming home. This is now my home, without question, and you feel it in your heart. Recently, I went back to London, and it was the first time in thirty-five years that I had gone back there. The London School of Economics had been transformed. When I tried to find it, all the buildings had changed. I didn’t recognize it. When I got on the plane to come back, I thought, Thank goodness, I’m going home . . . to America.
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Part IV
 
One Nation Under God
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Ainsley Earhardt
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Rachel

No one at FOX has a bigger or more generous heart than Ainsley Earhardt. When someone in our FOX family finds themselves in a moment of need, Ainsley is the first to quietly show up. When a colleague recently lost her spouse, it was no surprise to learn that Ainsley spent hours sitting with her at home, simply listening to and loving on her. Years earlier, when I experienced a career setback, Ainsley was the first to call and remind me not to lose hope—and to trust God’s timing.

That’s the other defining feature of Ainsley’s life: her faith. Her love for Jesus infuses everything she does, and you can feel it in every interaction she has throughout the day. So does her Southern charm. Her gracious manners, her gentleness, and her thoughtfulness are pure South Carolina. It’s that blend of warmth, courtesy, hospitality, and easy grace that has defined the South for generations. It’s the way she makes you feel like family the moment you meet her. It’s the magnolia-and-manners side of our country that celebrates tradition, faith, family, and front porches—things that make America feel like home.

She’s also one of those rare birds whose extraordinary professional success has never changed who she is. Her family, friends, and countless fans continue to cheer her on because she remains the same kindhearted, elegant, God-fearing Southern beauty we’ve loved from the start—the homecoming queen we’re all still rooting for.
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Right after I graduated from college, Pop passed away. At our Christmas gathering that year, I brought a special gift for all of us. It was a cassette tape. Someone had recorded Pop talking about his service in World War II. I can still picture him sitting at one family gathering or another sharing stories. After his death, I gave recordings of him to family members as a gift. I put the cassette in the tape deck, and we all gathered around to listen. He told about the day when they came under attack from a squadron of Japanese Zeros. I could picture those fighter planes and hear the roar of their engines as the batteries of American guns fired at them. A Kamikaze fighter was flying directly at the ship. Pop was stationed on one of the upper decks and had a clear line of sight on the plane. He noticed the pilot bank into a turn away from his location. It was close enough that he could see the Japanese pilot. He raised his hand in salute, gesturing with two fingers the V for Victory sign, or what was later the peace sign. Instead of going around again to fire on the Americans, the Japanese pilot went into a nosedive and slammed into the water, killing himself.

Pop added that it was thanks to that man’s actions that he was alive and my mom and my aunt were born. I think it says something about the kind of man Pop was. I never heard him say a bad word about anyone, and he didn’t curse that Japanese pilot for undertaking that mission to take out American sailors and ships by any means necessary. Pop didn’t think of him as a traitor to the Japanese cause or as a coward for failing to carry out his mission. He was just thankful that God had seen fit to allow him and other sailors to survive that attack and live out the rest of their lives in the best country in the world.

I also know for sure that what Pop told us was true. I’ve told this story on air a couple of times, and some people have written to me questioning some of the details. I know that Pop was like George Washington—he wasn’t capable of telling a lie. He was among the many unsung heroes who defended our country, and I learned so much from him.

I also learned a lot as a girl raised in the South. I think that Southern values are so important. We grew up saying, “Yes, ma’am,” and “Yes, sir.” I’m trying to instill that in my daughter, even though I’m raising her in New York City, where a lot of people don’t use or are even offended by basic manners. I don’t get upset when that happens; I calmly explain that I’m offering them a sign of respect.

The thing is, if I didn’t insist on my daughter addressing people that way, and I took her home and she didn’t do it there, then I’d be in trouble with my family and my father. By “home,” I mean South Carolina.

I grew up in Spartanburg, a very conservative, very traditional city. We went to high school football games on Friday nights and University of South Carolina games on Saturdays. And then we were all in church on Sunday. Growing up, I had a good friend named Megan. If we spent a Saturday night together at her house, either I had to go to the Catholic church with her and her family, or my parents would pick Megan and me up and we would go to our church. And that was no different from anyone I grew up with. All the families I knew went to church, and that fostered a sense of community; it united us. That was true in Spartanburg and in Columbia when we moved there when I was in the fourth grade. That’s how it’s done in the Bible Belt, and I wouldn’t have it any other way.

I’m now carrying on those traditions in my own family. My daughter goes to church with me, and I want her to have God in her heart and know that this is what we do on Sunday mornings. Recently, we were asked if she could attend a sporting event on Sunday morning. I asked what times were options. I was told eleven or one thirty. I happily wrote back to the instructor saying that we would be in church at eleven o’clock and she would be there at one thirty. Going to church was the priority; that was how we were taught.

I was recently reminded of something Charlie Kirk talked about a lot: If a father goes to church with his family, the chances of a child leaving the faith are much lower than if he didn’t attend. And unfortunately, I see a lot of women in church without their husbands. It falls on them to take on that responsibility. That’s the way it is, but it shouldn’t have to be that way. I want to keep that tradition alive, and I see church attendance and families spending time together as patriotic acts. Our founding fathers and the framers of the Constitution made it clear that our rights are given to us by God. The freedoms we enjoy are a result of the role that God plays in our lives as Americans. I want to be sure that my daughter and succeeding generations continue that tradition and have a deep understanding of the role God plays in American life and our history.

In most parts of the South, it’s faith, family, and football. My parents took us to the University of South Carolina games. We didn’t have a lot of money—my dad was a basketball coach and then a salesman—but they bought a parking spot year after year, because that was the place you gathered with friends before kickoff. It’s an amazing place. We would tailgate, and a lot of my friends still do: You drop your tailgate, you set up your table and chairs, and you get out the food and drinks. Over time, you move on to someone else’s spot or you go to the big tent that’s set up in the tailgating lot. A live band is playing, people are dancing, and the whole atmosphere is festive and fun. For a lot of the women, that’s the best part of the day. So many times, as game time nears, the husbands are on a mission to find their wives and get them to move along to the stadium. “Gotta go.”

“Gotta go.” You’d think that was the school’s motto.

Going into the stadium is something special. The noise washes over you. The marching band is playing, and then Cocky, the mascot, comes running out onto the field, and the crowd gets even louder. We quiet down only when the announcer says that it’s time to honor America. We stand up, we take off our hats, and everyone places their hand over their heart. It’s such a patriotic—such an American—scene.

Of course, along with the national anthem, singing the school’s alma mater stirs similar feelings of allegiance. At the end of the song, you raise your hands in salute to the university. I was steeped in all those traditions from an early age, and I still love to be a part of them. I have such amazing memories of those games and going to the fairgrounds afterward with my family and friends.

My life really transformed during college. I started going out more and more in college. I started to drink. I wasn’t yet twenty-one and shouldn’t have, but I did. Eventually, though, I started to think more about what I was going to do with my life. I got sick of going out, and I didn’t want to be broke. I grew up in a middle-class family, but still money was tight. If the garage door broke, or some other unexpected expense came up, my dad was upset. I saw him sometimes working three different jobs to make ends meet and to set aside money so that he could put his three children through college. That was his American dream. He wasn’t looking for a handout or for someone else to step in. He believed in standing up for yourself and doing whatever it took.

So, at some point while at the University of South Carolina, I remember thinking that I have to get serious about my life. My parents had done so much for me, and now it was time for me to step up. And I thank God that I’m in a country where it’s possible to do that. We take a lot of pride in being self-made successes here in the US, but I know that it’s not entirely self-made. Yes, I started to work hard, but I also became a strong Christian. I stopped going out. I stopped drinking for the last two years of college. And God put me in the right place to be influenced by the right people.

On October 19, 1997, I committed my life to Christ. As an undergrad, I had sorority sisters who were such strong Christians, and they were urging me to go to church with them. Later, in journalism school, I met a dating couple who shared their stories with me when we studied together, and they’d talk about the role that God played in their lives. The guy had been pretty wild and crazy as a frat boy, but God had changed his life. I was fascinated. I wanted to learn more. I joined a Bible study group, and God changed my life on a trip to the mountains. He helped me to develop a focus.

When I graduated, I got a job right away as a journalist. I worked nights, weekends, and overnights, and I traveled around the country. I worked in South Carolina, and then Texas, and I worked my way up from reporter to weekend anchor to morning and noon anchor. Then the call came from FOX News, and it was back to working overnights. I would go to work at eight in the evening and leave at five in the morning. Sometimes I stayed longer if I filled in for someone on FOX & Friends.

I sacrificed a lot, but I was making my version of the American dream. I was living out what I’d always been told: If you really want to succeed in America and have a good life for yourself and your children, you can. It’s achievable here.

I remember meeting a waitress at an Italian restaurant in New York. She was clearly not from the US originally. She told me that she was here on a work visa and that she came here because in her home country, there were no real opportunities to improve your position in life. But that’s possible here. Sometimes, when you leave the US, you get an insight into what makes America special. At FOX, we covered the royal family and particularly the queen before she passed away. I saw all the pomp and circumstance, and as impressive as all that is, I’m still so glad that I’m an American. Here, we don’t have a king. We were founded by men who fought for the basic rights of individuals to be free and pursue success regardless of to whom they are born.

I remember when I was in first grade, we performed a skit about George Washington. We all sang this song about him chopping down the cherry tree and not being able to tell a lie. Even though that story might not be true, it does illustrate his moral character, which all Americans should aspire to. As I got older and learned more about our first president, I learned about his bold decisions during the Revolutionary War and how he led us to victory. In fifth grade, I was in Mrs. Lee’s class, and we had to do a report on the Revolutionary War. She was legendary for assigning that big report. Not everybody wanted to be assigned to her class because of the extra work, but I feel fortunate that I was, because I had to do the research. I still have my Revolutionary War report somewhere in my closet in South Carolina.

One thing that impressed me about General Washington was that after leading us to victory, some people spoke with him about taking leadership of the country—becoming something like a king. He refused to consider that. He was also reluctant to become president. In refusing to take absolute power, he set a lasting legacy for democratic leadership.

I also have great admiration for President Abraham Lincoln. His Gettysburg Address, all 272 words of it, remains one of the most powerful speeches ever given. What I most admire about it is how he connected the sacrifice those soldiers made to a higher purpose. He also reflected back on America’s great history, referring to the Declaration of Independence. That document’s principles of life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness are so central to the American point of view and spirit. The rights that we have come to us from God, not from a dictator or a monarch. They are God-given, and I believe we should give ourselves to God in return. So, whenever I think about what it means to be an American, or what patriotism means to me, anything I say is underpinned by those ideas.

I once found an old photo of my sister and me sitting in front of the White House. We were little, and it was a cold winter day, but we were having a great time. We also went to the Washington Monument and the Lincoln Memorial. We skated on the Mall because the waters were frozen. We didn’t have skates, but I was wearing shoes with a smooth bottom and glided along. I remember spotting a bird’s nest on top of Abraham Lincoln’s head and laughing with my sister.

It’s hard to believe that many years later, I was invited to the Oval Office to meet President Trump and interview him. I was struck by how my life had come full circle. This could only happen in America. There I was, that same little girl from South Carolina who was loved so well by my parents and by my dad’s parents, “Tinka” and Lewie. I was walking the same halls that Jackie Kennedy had walked, past rooms where so many consequential meetings and discussions had taken place. Being inside the White House was a powerful experience for me. I felt truly American.

The best things in life are worth the effort. In so many ways, our founding fathers, just like our own mothers and fathers, paved the way for us to have better lives than theirs. The patriots who founded this country couldn’t have imagined what our lives today would be like. And, I suppose, I can’t really imagine what life will be like for future generations. I do feel certain about this: Whatever form their life takes, they’ll enjoy a level of freedom that no other place on earth can match.





America (My Country, ’Tis of Thee)

Samuel F. Smith

My country, ’tis of thee,

Sweet land of liberty,

Of thee I sing;

Land where my fathers died,

Land of the Pilgrims’ Pride,

From every mountain side

Let freedom ring.

My native country, thee,

Land of the noble, free,

Thy name I love;

I love thy rocks and rills,

Thy woods and templed hills,

My heart with rapture thrills,

Like that above.

Let music swell the breeze,

And ring from all the trees

Sweet freedom’s song;

Let mortal tongues awake,

Let all that breathe partake,

Let rocks their silence break,

The sound prolong.

Our fathers’ God, to Thee,

Author of liberty,

To Thee we sing;

Long may our land be bright,

With freedom’s holy light,

Protect us by Thy might,

Great God, our King.
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Rachel

Shannon Bream may have only landed in the top ten in the 1991 Miss America Pageant, but in my book, she will always be Miss America. It’s not just her all-American cheerleader good looks (believe it or not, Shannon is even prettier without makeup), or her hilariously wicked sense of humor, or even her legal skills that have made her our network’s go-to Supreme Court scholar. Shannon’s greatest attribute is her heart. A Liberty University alum, Shannon loves God, and her joy for the Lord is obvious to anyone who knows her or even just sees her. Her desire to share that joy inspired her to write the New York Times bestselling book The Women of the Bible Speak.

Shannon is committed to justice. Instilled at a young age by her family, her love for America and American ideals has so much to do with her decision to pursue a law degree and eventually become everyone’s favorite Supreme Court analyst.

Her talent wouldn’t keep her siloed in all matters legal. In her role as the host of FOX News Sunday, her down-to-earth, approachable sensibility infuses every topic, making her a favorite of viewers and guests alike. Shannon may not be Miss America, but she will always be America’s sweetheart.
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To say I wake up every day thankful to be an American is putting it mildly. From my earliest days, my parents made sure I knew what a gift it is to live in a land where faith is respected, freedom is cherished, and anything is possible if you work hard enough. My family is full of military veterans and active-duty members who serve as a constant reminder that all of this glorious richness comes with a cost. My roots also come from the blessing of growing up in schools that celebrated these things as well. Our classroom walls were covered with American flags and information about patriots from George Washington to George Washington Carver. I grew up in the age of President Ronald Reagan, believing his words about America being a “shining city on a hill”—an imperfect but evolving country, capable of righting wrongs and protecting freedom.

One of my clearest childhood memories comes from a school play I took part in in kindergarten. Every spring our school put on a patriotic musical. The morning of our 1976 extravaganza (and what a year to celebrate!), our Betsy Ross called in sick. Now whether it was stage fright or a legitimate stomach bug, Betsy was out, and our teacher didn’t have to look too far to find a ham willing to step right in. Did I know the lines? Sort of. Was I thrilled to throw on the old-timey costume with the curly gray wig? You bet I was! As my mom fed me lines in a very loud whisper just offstage, I rocked back and forth on center stage, pretending to sew an enormous American flag. I think I got more chuckles for my flubs and judicious ad-libbing than I did for my overall performance, but I had a blast.

And what a year 1976 was! Our church and school hosted special concerts and speakers. Parades lined the streets and harbors. Fireworks filled the skies. It was exhilarating for Americans of all ages. You see, my childhood was filled with the message that America was the best place to be. Yes, we acknowledged her flaws, but we didn’t dwell on them. There’s something about growing up that way that convinced me that I was the luckiest girl in the world, and that there was plenty to celebrate.

And, boy, did we celebrate Independence Day. As a kid who grew up in a rather strict (shall we call it “discipline-friendly”?) environment at both home and school—where my mother was a teacher—it wasn’t often that I got to cut loose. But every summer we trekked to Mississippi to the childhood home of my step-father, Jasper, for a real American summer. Some of the usual rules seemed to fly out the window. I was allowed to set off all manner of fireworks and drive my cousins’ go-carts at top speed through the mud. There was always a table jam-packed with delicious foods. There was a never-ending card game around a fire that never went out. The players literally stayed at it twenty-four hours a day until folks started giving up or running out of coins. Only one was left standing with the winnings!

Every family showed up with a quilt square that represented their members, and the older women spent the long weekend stitching them together in a colorful collection. Their handiwork and attention to detail was breathtaking. Before we all left for home, one lucky family’s name would be drawn out of a hat and they’d get to take the quilt home with them. As a kid, I yearned for that treasure to wind up with us! I see it now as such a perfect representation of our country: all different kinds of people contributing something unique, showing up to stitch together a one-of-a-kind treasure.

By the time I hit my middle school years, my dad decided it was time for the family to see the sights and sounds of Washington, DC. I come from a blended family with lots of different branches—so it was quite a collection. My younger brother, Eddy, was about seven at the time. My two stepbrothers, Pete and KC, were also along for the adventure. Dad was a little worried about my having no female backup, so my hilarious cousin Laurel joined us too. The saint of this trip was my amazing stepmother, Linda. Dad decided to go full Clark W. Griswold and rent a large RV for the trip. The plan was to stay at a campground outside DC and then commute by Metro to visit the museums and monuments during the day. I have such fond memories of that trip, and plenty of crazy ones too.

Each day, we kids would be sent off in groups of two or three, each group with a specific agenda that Dad had mapped out. I distinctly remember my brother and I kept returning to the National Air and Space Museum, even on the days Dad hadn’t assigned us there. We were just so awestruck by NASA’s work, and the planetarium that put on such a cool show (literally and figuratively—we were desperate for a break from the DC summer heat). Every museum was full of spectacular treasures and testaments to Americans who had pioneered in a wide variety of different fields and industries. We saw military bands, marveled at the Capitol, and rode the elevator to the top of the Washington Monument. My ears even popped! There were fireworks and concerts and beautiful flags everywhere.

Each night when we got back to the campground, Dad required us to sit still and write about what we’d seen all day long. I suspect it was a way of quieting down the rambunctious circus of humans gathered inside the RV’s close quarters. When we protested—which you really couldn’t do for long with my dad—he told us we would each be turning them in to our teachers when we returned to school at the end of the summer. He was insistent that it would get us some kind of extra credit. I’m easily the biggest nerd in the family, so I bought it hook, line, and sinker. I love books, but I’m no artist—so my attempt at sketching the Lincoln Memorial was a total failure and just another thing for my brothers to tease me about.

As kids we probably just saw the trip as another one of Dad’s ambitious adventures, but I know his intentions were much deeper. He wanted us to be just as proud of America as he was. So many seeds were planted in our young minds and hearts on that trip. We talked about the different wars our men and women in uniform had fought, what they were about, and why they were so important to the cause of freedom—at home and around the globe.

During my high school years, Dad had another patriotic plan up his sleeve—sneaking us off to see Top Gun. It didn’t meet Mom’s ratings criteria, but off we went! I remember thinking after seeing it that I’d absolutely have to join the US Navy. We fist-pumped our way back to the car, with maybe even a cartwheel or two. “Danger Zone”—from the movie’s soundtrack—became a regular at our high school football games. I’m gonna take you / Right into the danger zone. Other than some tricky cheerleading stunts, I really didn’t enter any danger zones. I didn’t join the US Navy either.

But guess who did: my brother! He’s had the unique honor of serving in multiple branches of the military as a pilot, recently retiring after decades of distinguished service. I couldn’t be more proud of him and how he’s selflessly served our country, along with his wife. She’s an accomplished professional woman who also managed to raise three amazing children—often while my brother was a world away.

Our military families are the greatest unsung heroes in our communities. It takes a special person to be a military spouse. They’re excellent multitaskers who have to be everything all at once, while staying mentally and emotionally strong through some harrowing trials. Nothing gets me more teary-eyed than watching our servicemembers reunited with their families. I’ve warned my various producers over the years, “Please don’t run one of those on our show without letting me watch it privately at least ten times—so I can get my tears out before we’re live on air!”

Nothing makes me happier when I’m flying in or out of Reagan National Airport than when I hear an Honor Flight is coming in. If you ever get the chance to be a part of one of these ceremonies, please don’t miss it. Veterans from around the country are flown to our nation’s capital to be celebrated, appreciated, and taken to the memorials and monuments built in their honor. Folks at the airport reliably gather at the gate when the overhead announcement has been made, often with tears streaming down their faces as they cheer for those precious veterans walking off the plane—stunned to see long lines of people applauding and cheering for them at the top of their lungs. I am grateful for the deep reverence my parents instilled in me for the US military—every branch, every member. They follow orders that take them into deadly assignments all over the globe, and in this day and age, they are all volunteers.

In 1990, I had the unexpected good fortune of competing in the Miss America Pageant. It was yet another national tradition I had viewed as a patriotic pursuit as a kid. I saw women of all kinds of backgrounds, educational goals, talents, and races competing to go out and represent our country for a year of service. Corny as it may seem, it actually made me study harder, spend more hours practicing the piano, and—most importantly—think about ways I could be giving back. Though I bombed out spectacularly in my first local pageant, by the time I made it to the Miss Virginia Pageant later, God—in His divine timing—decided I was ready to head to the next level. Trust me, no one was more surprised when they called my name as the new Miss Virginia. I spent the summer getting ready for the national pageant, feeling both incredibly blessed and woefully inadequate. Thanks to a team of people who (inexplicably) saw potential in a frightened nineteen-year-old, I was prepared and encouraged in ways that made me believe just about anything was possible.



Each of the young women who make it to the Miss America Pageant goes through rounds of preliminary competition. In those days, that meant standing before a multiperson interview panel for a ten-minute grilling, then onstage for the talent, evening gown, and question-and-answer portions. I had horrible stage fright when it came to the complicated classical piece my longtime piano teacher had chosen for me. I prayed the Lord would give me strength and recall and then let me quickly get off the stage without tripping over anything! But the night I walked up to the concert grand piano in the Atlantic City Convention Hall and stared into the crowd of thousands, things didn’t go exactly according to plan.

You see, Operation Desert Shield was underway. Thousands of our men and women were being deployed into a dangerous situation in the Middle East, which would later culminate in the successful US-led Operation Desert Storm.

With my heart racing, I took my seat on the piano bench; then the emcee decided to break from the competition to recognize the active-duty military members who were in the audience that night. As the crowd roared with applause, I stood in honor to recognize the servicemembers. It would never have occurred to me to do anything less. Though I was rattled, things had been put into perspective for me when I sat back down and started through my Chopin piece. I found out years later that one of the judges said he was incredibly moved by my decision to stand and applaud. It was truly the very least I could do.

Though I became a top-ten finalist, I didn’t win. But the young woman who did was the picture of everything right with America, the land of opportunity. Marjorie Judith Vincent was a first-generation American whose parents had emigrated from Haiti. She spoke proudly about their hard work, making sure their children had the resources to pursue their dreams. Through Marjorie’s determination and intellect, she became a concert pianist, graduated from Duke Law School, and became Miss America. I seem to remember she had a great sense of humor too!

Months after the pageant, days after Operation Desert Storm was officially underway, our country was blessed with what I believe is the most dazzling rendition of our national anthem to ever be performed. Whitney Houston took to the field and unleashed the most spectacular “Star-Spangled Banner” in all of US history. This is a fact I am not willing to debate. The Gulf War had officially launched just days before, and by the time the F-16s flew over the stadium after Whitney’s final note, the place looked like an explosion of pride and patriotism. It still makes me weep every time I watch it. If you don’t believe me, go search it out online and tell me your goose bumps don’t get goose bumps! It was such a powerful moment, feeling like we were bound together as Americans—cheering on our military and celebrating the best of our country, together.

I had the same feeling when I finally got the chance to return the Washington, DC, favor to my dad. I took a job there in late 2004, and Dad was itching to come back for the Fourth of July festivities. It made my heart happy to be the host this time around. We did so many things he dreamed of doing—including the US Marine Corps Sunset Parade at the Iwo Jima Memorial. It was breathtaking, and something you must do if you visit our nation’s capital. Not only did we get to hear from “The Commandant’s Own” band, but we were also treated to the incredible precision of the US Marine Corps Silent Drill Platoon. It had poured and stormed all day long, and I was certain that the hurricane-like conditions would wipe out the show. Being a US Marine himself, Dad said there was absolutely no way the show would be canceled—even if they had to do it in the midst of a torrential downpour. He was right!

We also made it to the spectacular fireworks show overlooking the US Capitol. My dad’s favorite band, the Beach Boys, performed that night. It was a perfect blend of all the things that made him smile, and it felt like things had come full circle. By that time, I appreciated America in a way that my dad had always hoped I would. It was no longer just because my parents did; it was because I really got it—in my heart and soul. America is more than parades and celebrations. It’s about sacrifice and struggle and service and hope. It’s about watching a dream come to life and then working to make it even better. It’s about caring for our fellow men and women, fighting for their freedom, and respecting our differences. It doesn’t roll off the tongue easily, but Happy Semiquincentennial, America! I truly believe the best is yet to come.
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Jessica Tarlov
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Rachel

When you work at FOX News, people are always asking you what certain hosts are like behind the scenes. Jessica Tarlov is probably one of the people I get asked about the most, and I always have the same answer: “You may not like her politics, but Jessica is a very sweet human being. We have always got along. She loves her family and her babies. She’s a good lady!”

As a host of The Five, America’s number one rated cable news show, Jessica Tarlov is one of the most prominent and powerful progressive voices in America. With a bachelor’s degree in history, two master’s degrees in political science and public policy, and a PhD in government, she is one of the smartest people I know, even when we disagree. She brings the heat and sometimes the receipts—more often than I want to admit. That ability to discuss touchy subjects with others in a civil way is an integral part of the American spirit. Jessica embodies that spirit, and I love her for it!
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What makes America so remarkable is that there is a place in our society where people from both sides of the ideological divide can get together and communicate. I wish we called it a spectrum and not a divide. A divide means that there’s a break, a disconnect. I feel passionately that it’s important for me to model civic discourse and civic behavior. That’s part of being a member of a civil society and contributing to the greater good—and seeing yourself as a piece of a big American jigsaw puzzle.

There’s something very special about what goes on at FOX News that is deeply American. I know that there are a lot of arrows that get launched and rocks that get thrown when Americans engage in conversations about politics. That happens on cable news as well. I try to represent the part of American society that wants to have a constructive conversation with people who think differently from them. I’m grateful that I hear from viewers, from the most intense MAGA people on the right to those on the left, who consistently express gratitude that I present my views in a way that makes it seem like we are all part of the American fabric. We all want to be a part of the conversation. We don’t want to be dismissed. We certainly don’t want to be silenced or sanctioned or imprisoned. Those things can happen elsewhere, but here in America we have the privilege and right to express ourselves freely. That’s a crucial element of the American project.

I am fortunate to work at FOX News for so many reasons. One reason in particular is that we aren’t just on-screen newspeople avatars. We’re human beings with a wide range of life experiences that we share. Viewers knew when I got married. They know my daughters’ names. They know that my father died of a 9/11-related cancer. Having the opportunity to get to know the people who are delivering the news to you as human beings translates into understanding why I have certain opinions. They may not be opinions that they share, but it’s harder to just dismiss them as nonsense when they understand my backstory and what informs my views. In a civil society, having an informed opinion is essential in a representative democracy where every vote counts.

This is the beauty of the American experiment: We encourage meaningful conversations and an exchange of ideas and opinions in a way that no other country does. There are so many reasons to celebrate America and its 250th anniversary. I don’t want to diminish the importance of singular events or people at all. But it is America’s durability that I think is most amazing and influential. Our nation has endured so much. We can rely on guideposts from our past to help us through times when we are feeling especially weak or vulnerable.

I don’t want to leave anyone with the impression that I turn to the Declaration of Independence and read it when I’m feeling down. I doomscroll like everyone else. But it is exciting to me on an almost daily basis, if I choose to think this way, that we have this shared culture rooted in ideals that have made this country special. I work at a place where I hold opinions that are counter to my coworkers. I’m given a platform where I reach 3.5 million people a day. I have never once been told what to say or what to think. It’s all me all the time (for better or for worse!).

Keeping with the First Amendment theme, I’ve been thinking a lot about the Civil Rights Movement as we round the bend on 250 years. I’m Jewish, and the connection between the American Black community and the Jewish community in the ’60s is underdiscussed as far as I’m concerned. Take the historic March on Washington in August 1963. It’s estimated that 250,000 people gathered on the Mall. Of that 250,000, it’s estimated that 75 to 80 percent of those who were there were Black. It was one of the largest rallies for human rights in US history. Mahalia Jackson and Marian Anderson performed, as did many other singers. The Reverend Martin Luther King Jr. ended the gathering by delivering his “I Have a Dream” speech. John Lewis, who went on to be a US congressman from Georgia, was the youngest speaker.

The Jewish presence was notable. Many religious leaders were in attendance, several of whom also addressed those assembled. Many Americans may be surprised to learn that the speaker immediately before Dr. King that day was a Jewish rabbi.

Joachim Prinz had served as a rabbi in Berlin until he was expelled from Germany by the Nazis. He found refuge in America and dedicated his life to his faith, and eventually became a leader in the American Civil Rights Movement. As president of the American Jewish Congress, he was asked to represent the Jewish community in the March on Washington.

His speech that afternoon connected the history of the Jewish people to the experience of Black Americans, both as enslaved and persecuted people. His words continue to resonate to this day.

He proclaimed that Jewish people “share the profound concern of millions of people about the shame and disgrace of inequality and injustice which make a mockery of the great American idea.” Prinz continued to invoke history when stating that “ancient [Jewish] history began with slavery and the yearning for freedom” and that “modern history begins with a proclamation of emancipation.”

After explaining the historical parallels, the rabbi warned that the most urgent, disgraceful, and tragic problem is “silence.” He cautioned his listeners to avoid becoming “silent onlookers,” and urged Americans to not remain quiet. He added with emphasis, “Not merely black America, but all of America. It must speak up and act, from the President down to the humblest of us, and not for the sake of the Negro, not for the sake of the black community but for the sake of the image, the idea and the aspiration of America itself.”

I would encourage everyone to watch Prinz’s speech and witness the moments leading up to one of the most famous speeches in modern American history. Prinz’s final words are as relevant today as they were in 1963. He closed by proclaiming “the time has come to work together—for it is not enough to hope together, and it is not enough to pray together, to work together that this children’s oath, pronounced every morning from Maine to California, from North to South, may become a glorious, unshakeable reality in a morally renewed and united America.” His closing set the stage for one of the most consequential speeches in modern American history, and his speech a call to action to all Jewish people who call America home.



My grandfather was the national commander of the Jewish War Veterans. He served during World War II. He also was a strong advocate for the Civil Rights Movement and desegregation. He was a great believer that people who have suffered immensely should support others who are suffering. The idea of sticking together is so crucial to America’s mission. That’s not just the case for Blacks and Jews. We’re a nation of immigrants. Our predecessors all came here from different circumstances and for different reasons, but primarily for this one: the freedom to pursue a better life unburdened of a system or situation that to one degree or another was a burden.

As Rabbi Prinz said, “In the realm of the spirit, our fathers taught us thousands of years ago that when God created man, he created him as everybody’s neighbor. ‘Neighbor’ is not a geographic term. It is a moral concept. It means our collective responsibility for the preservation of man’s dignity and integrity.”

Being born a New Yorker, I’m keenly aware of the variety and number of immigrants who still come to this country seeking a better life. I appreciate Rabbi Prinz’s words about the collective responsibility we all have to one another, and I appreciate how much the collective has contributed to this country’s success. Our diversity is our strength. And one reason why I love living in New York is the Statue of Liberty. I get to see it in person only occasionally, but knowing that it is nearby always is meaningful to me. It’s an amazing monument to look at and represents the importance of our commitment to taking in those who are in need.

It signifies that another nation wanted to honor us for being a beacon for immigrants. Who isn’t moved and inspired by Emma Lazarus’s poem “The New Colossus,” which is inscribed at the base of the statue? We all came here “yearning to breathe free” at some point.

And America is the place that inspires and motivates people the world over to want to come here. Even at our low points, and amidst tragedy, we are filled with promise.

On September 11, 2001, I was in school on the Upper East Side of Manhattan. My sister was at a different school across town. We lived far downtown at Jay Street between Greenwich and Hudson Streets, so just a few blocks to the World Trade Centers. My mom was home, and she was out on the street to see the second tower falling. Our classes were suspended. Everyone was in shock. We were very concerned about parents, neighbors, and others who worked in the area, who worked in the two buildings and the ones nearby. My dad was away on business in California. He couldn’t reach any of us by phone. The systems were overwhelmed. All flights were suspended indefinitely. He rented a car and began the cross-country drive toward New York City.

School officials kept us in place until it was deemed safe for us to travel. The subways weren’t moving. There were no busses. It made you think any form of transportation could be lethal. It felt like we were in a war zone. This was a sensation that we had no frame of reference for; to have an enemy on our soil was surreal, especially at seventeen years old.

A friend’s mother who lived close to my school was able to sign me out. We went to their apartment, which was full of kids who still needed to be picked up. We were in a holding pattern, waiting for instructions as to what to do. Finally, I was reunited with my sister, and we, along with my best friend, began our trek downtown. We walked along Fifth Avenue, and I mean on Fifth Avenue. It was eerily quiet. No cars were moving. No horns were beeping. Above the high-rises that flanked the pavement, we saw smoke climbing into the sky and fanning out. We had no way of knowing then what those toxins would do to my family. My father would later die of a 9/11-related cancer, after being exposed to harmful chemicals for weeks and weeks.

My mother met us at Fourteenth Street. That was the line of demarcation between go and no-go. We stood at a barricade, looking south. The streets were littered with paper—office paper, not newsprint. It was like a lazy person’s version of a ticker tape parade. They couldn’t have bothered to tear it up to honor the heroes. And it was a sad, sad, somber parade as first responders, stunned but on duty, patrolled the area. Emergency vehicles came in, covered in dust and kicking up a wake of paper.

In our neighborhood, it was all hands on deck. My dad stopped in Las Vegas, hoping that flights would resume, and once they did, he joined us in the relief efforts. Eventually, more than a week later, we got to return to our home. We continued to offer food and water to first responders. We let them into our home so that they could rest or use the bathroom. We left the doors to our house open with a notice that people were free to enter.

I remember the license plates on the vehicles that parked on the street. Idaho and Iowa. South Dakota and South Carolina. Arizona and Alabama. From everywhere in this country, men and women came to New York City to lend a hand. It was amazing and inspiring to witness that and to be a part of that communal effort. America pulled together in a way that I had never seen before—or really since.

I don’t think it’s fair to say that we face a similar kind of crisis today. I would like to see a similar response, though. We saw a bit of that during the early days of the pandemic. New York City was hit particularly hard, and the daily salute to the first responders and essential workers was a stirring reminder of the need for unity and the need to recognize those who put themselves in harm’s way to serve others. They put the needs of the community ahead of the needs of themselves.

I really think that, looked at a certain way, that’s what the US Constitution is all about. How do you balance the needs of the individual with the needs of the community, the state, the nation? My dad always said that the Constitution was a living, breathing document. That meant that it was adaptable. It was a framework, but it wasn’t completely rigid or one that couldn’t be altered to suit the changing needs. That said, there are elements of it that are immutable, that shouldn’t change. We can engage in conversations about those changes and what should remain in place for all time.

That’s how I look at our political project. That’s what I try to do in my job and in my private life. If you’re not pushing back, if you’re not trying to move beyond boundaries and to work through holes so that you can understand something better, or understand someone’s opinions better, then you’re missing the point of what America is.

We’re only as free as we allow our thoughts and actions to be free. We live and breathe freely, independently, and interdependently. That’s what the great experiment that is America was designed to test—the tension between those two concepts.

We’ve passed every test so far. The country is still living and breathing, and I’m optimistic that it will be long after my heart stills and my breath quiets. Other hearts, ones filled with love for America and for Americans, will go on beating. We may not agree on everything, but with respect for all, we all carry on.
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Trey Gowdy

[image: A photo of Long White Bridge, a footbridge over a calm water in the Magnolia Plantation and Gardens in Charleston, South Carolina.]





Rachel

I met Trey Gowdy when he and my husband, Sean, won seats in Congress in what became known as the Tea Party wave of 2010. He embodies everything you would expect in a southern gentleman. He’s exceedingly polite, conscientious, and never short on compliments, especially for the ladies. He sees the best in people around him, and he’s not shy to tell them. He’s funny and self-deprecating, and did I forget to tell you he’s a brilliant attorney? His passion for the law and our Constitution is what made him stand out among his peers. Sean and Trey became fast friends on day one of their congressional orientation and eventually office neighbors in the Longworth House Office Building. When you hear Trey Gowdy with his slow southern drawl, sharp wit, and smile-inducing colloquialisms, you can’t help but think of our sagacious and courageous founding fathers who crafted our Constitution and preserved our God-given rights, even—maybe especially—the rights of the accused.
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We had a president who once represented British soldiers accused of firing upon his fellow colonists. That would probably be a political death knell today. Back then, this gentleman was willing to risk his political career, such as it was, because he believed so strongly in the right of the accused to have a vigorous defense. He said, “May justice be done though the heavens fall.”

John Adams understood that justice is the cornerstone of the Republic. I agree with him. Our justice system may have its flaws, but it is the greatest the world has ever seen. Much of its strength lies in the fact that it is adversarial. Other systems are not. They are inquisitorial. We grant significant rights to someone who is accused of a crime—the right to counsel, the right to a jury trial, the right to not testify, and the right to confront witnesses. And our system works. It worked back when John Adams made the gutsy decision to defend nine British soldiers and the officer in charge of them, Thomas Preston, in the murder of five colonists during what became known as the Boston Massacre.

The fact that the jury acquitted a British commanding officer speaks volumes about the colonial spirit that would be carried forward into the founding of a new nation. Passions were running high, but those men were able to set those aside and focus on the facts. That is the foundation upon which our legal system resides. It is fact-centric. It is not what I think. It is not what I feel. It is not even what I believe. It is what has been proven.

And the facts prevailed in that case in the state of Massachusetts under the most grievous of circumstances. That’s amazing. That’s beautiful. I’m certain many of his contemporaries questioned the wisdom of John Adams’s choice, including his own cousin Samuel Adams. But it was more important to John Adams to uphold the fundamental beliefs he held, and that we have built into our system, that we presume the innocence of the individual and require the government, in the form of prosecutors, to prove their guilt.

I’d like to say that I was drawn to the law from an early age, that I saw a movie or read a book like To Kill a Mockingbird and wanted to be Atticus Finch. I’d be perjuring myself if I did. My father was a doctor, but two things kept me from following in his footsteps—math and science. I was a history major and took the Law School Admissions Test on a lark along with a roommate. I scored well enough to get into law school. Still so “driven,” I waited until the week before classes to commit to going. I chose to become a prosecutor because I thought it would be the most incredible honor in the world to stand in front of your fellow citizens and say, “I represent the United States of America.” In my first job, as a federal prosecutor, that was exactly what I did.

Then the longer I did that, I realized, if you really have a passion for helping the victims of violent crime, you don’t need to be in the federal system. They see very little violent crime. You need to be in the state system. So, I ran for district attorney. For the next ten years, from 2000 to 2010, I led the 7th Circuit in Spartanburg, South Carolina.

After that, I ran for Congress and won the nomination in a hotly contested primary against the incumbent. For the next eight years, I flew into Ronald Reagan Washington National Airport, named after a man for whom I have tremendous respect. I was flying into Washington, DC, also named in honor of a man for whom I have tremendous respect. I’d look out the left side of the plane, and there would be monuments to Dr. Martin Luther King Jr., Thomas Jefferson, James Madison, and George Washington, and all the other names we were supposed to learn in history class. And then when you get on Capitol Hill, every building and every room is seemingly named for someone you were also supposed to learn about in school. But when I think about our country, I don’t think about that side of the airplane. On the other side, I look out and see these elegant white crosses punctuating beautiful, rolling green hills. And it’s anonymous. It’s tragically anonymous. It is tragically symmetrical. And that’s what I think of when I think of America. I think of the names that I do not know.

That said, I’m a huge fan of Abraham Lincoln. He kept this union together at a precarious time and probably lost his life because of it. Also, he overcame failure and obstacles. He wasn’t the most handsome candidate, he wasn’t the smartest candidate, but he was the person we needed at a time when we needed someone like that the most. He was a man of the people.

I admire many of our humble leaders. One of my favorite stories in all of history was of John Adams and Thomas Jefferson dying on the same day. Having once been allies, and then enemies for a time—because they had two very different visions for this country, but they reconciled—Adams, on his deathbed, remarked something to the effect of, “at least we still have Jefferson.” Unbeknownst to him, Jefferson had died hours earlier. Can you imagine that happening today in our current culture? Someone on their deathbed saying, “At least we still have my political opponent.”

When I think about the history of our country, it serves as a metaphor for a family. There are people connected genetically, and then there are people committed who don’t share a single gene in common. My wife and I are the only two people in our home who don’t share any genes in common. So that is not a connection. That is a commitment. Our children are by-products of both of us. We have the same blood. So that’s what I think of when I think of the beauty of this experiment called America: It is equal parts connection and commitment. I’m deeply optimistic that the results of the American experiment reveal something incredibly good about humankind. That’s because of how I was raised.

My parents both grew up dirt poor. One of them, my father, knew he was poor. My mom did not realize she was poor. Everybody around her was in the same socioeconomic stratum. My father delivered newspapers, earned a scholarship from the Charleston Post and Courier, went to college, but never graduated. He didn’t have the money to graduate; he took all the math and science classes he possibly could, then applied to medical school, which back then you could do. He also served in the air force for a time.

You can’t practice medicine now by following the path my father took, but you could back then. In medical school, he decided to pick the least lucrative way you can possibly make a living as a doctor. I tell people all the time, I’m the only poor doctor’s kid you will ever meet. He was a pediatrician, and back then, before the law said otherwise, there were people who paid him by cutting our grass; there were people who paid him by bringing him things from their garden; and there were people who didn’t pay him at all. Yet he never once refused to treat somebody or see somebody. It wasn’t about insurance. It wasn’t about procedures. It was about the children and family.

Pediatricians don’t do procedures. You spend most of your time debunking old wives’ tales and comforting new parents. You dispense reassurance and comfort. Back then, all five of us (my three sisters, my mom, and me) had to wait till my dad got home before we ate supper—seldom without interruption. I heard so many kids cough through the telephone so my dad could determine whether they had croup. It’s a wonder I got a bite down listening to my dad fielding all these calls from worried moms. I think about the number of times he had to tell people, “No, teething doesn’t cause brain damage, or else we would all have brain damage because we all went through teething.” He had such patience in dealing with people. Can you imagine? First-time parents, all the questions they have? My wife and I were included in that when we had children.

My parents’ influence on me is obvious and subtle. I take my hat off, I stand, I sing the “The Star-Spangled Banner,” but I always put my hand over my heart no matter where I am, because that’s just what my parents instilled in me. My father has a picture of Ronald Reagan on his desk to this day. I’m not sure any of his four kids made the desk, but Ronald Reagan did. I think Ronald Reagan was a father figure for him. He didn’t have much of a father himself.

I had a Sunday School teacher named Dick Littlejohn, who also served in the military. He helped me see that patriotism is not slavish love. Patriotism is beautifully encapsulated in the first couple sentences of our Constitution: “In order to form a more perfect union.” I love that phrase. That is the goal that we set for ourselves. It is an impossible goal, but patriotism can help us make continual strides toward it. I also had people who showed me that I should love the history of our country, love the present, be optimistic about the future, while also acknowledging the pain of the past and areas for improvement. That to me is patriotism. It is not slavish devotion or being blind to any opportunities for improvement. It is a considered and logical devotion and appreciation.

Dick Littlejohn saw where America could be better. He helped me see that racially and socioeconomically there was injustice in the country. He remained a friend of mine until the day he died. He took me to Africa when I was just a teenager. If you want to appreciate living in the United States of America, go to Tanzania, go to Kenya, go to Ethiopia. Those travels taught me to have a deeper appreciation for everything we have here in America. That said, I do have a dominant memory of my time in Africa: the smiles on the faces of nearly everyone. They lived in abject poverty compared to most people here. I don’t know where that happiness came from, how they found such joy in being a nomadic tribesman, in one instance when we met with the Maasai people. I don’t know what they did for fun—compared to here, where we had television, we had video games. I’d come back from those trips, and I’d hear grumbles and gripes from other people, critical of our country. I thought, Okay, you think you’d be happier elsewhere? Go try it.

Dick also took me to Israel, and while I was there, young Palestinian children would meet the bus of tourists. They’d have their hands out, begging for money. Mr. Littlejohn would always give them some. He turned to me once and said, “This is how they teach people to hate.” He wanted me to think about the consequences of having to bear the indignity of begging. I was sixteen or seventeen at the time, and those words, and what I was seeing, left an impression on me. I had never equated begging with learning to hate, but if you do have to beg others for subsistence, for existence, I see that it could. It can engender gratitude and a generous spirit, or it could produce hate. That was his opinion. I’m not saying he was right. But I certainly felt a great deal of gratitude for what I had and for where I’d been born. I also continue to feel gratitude for what my parents had done for my three sisters and me. For the opportunity to see parts of the world I might not ever have seen otherwise.

I went to a church where we had people in military uniform on Memorial Day. For a few other reasons, including that one, I think about other people who traveled from this country. I think a lot about the young men who got on boats to fight in World War II, who boarded aircraft in the Gulf War, in the Global War on Terror, and who never came back alive. I think about those who are buried on foreign soil.

Dick Littlejohn also instilled in me that when you’re in the courtroom and you’ve just won a case, you should have the humanity to hear the cries of the defendant’s mother. Know that you did the right thing, but have the humanity to hear the cries of the defendant’s mother, who did nothing wrong.

Our laws are malleable. We can change them. We can refine them. We can do away with them. That’s a good thing, obviously, and we the people have a large say in that. That’s a very good thing. I also think that we should be mindful of the ways in which we have improved. Tim Scott is one of my best friends in politics and in life. He will preach at my funeral. It is not lost on either of us that at the time we were born, we would not have been allowed to attend school together. We would not have been allowed to eat in the same section of restaurants. We would not have been able to drink from the same water fountain. All of that, mind you, was a lawful restriction.

So we balance the pain of yesterday with the progress we’ve made. Then we focus on the promise that tomorrow can be even better. How we balance those three P’s will determine the direction we take this country. Tim Scott is the first to say that we have made progress. His grandfather picked cotton and never achieved literacy. Tim is a US senator. Only in America can that kind of progress be made. We should spend time celebrating that progress. Being perfect is the loftiest of goals, but from the outset, that was one we set for ourselves as a people, as a nation. We have done great good, and we have the freedom and opportunity to do even better.
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Rachel

Martha is the executive editor of The Story with Martha MacCallum, and through her more than twenty years at FOX News, she has distinguished herself as our network’s go-to for election-related content. Whether it’s interviews with candidates or hosting town halls and debates, her commitment to the democratic process makes her a true patriot.

Martha’s love for America is rooted in her family’s history. As a child, she grew up hearing about her mother’s cousin, Harry Gray, who died at Iwo Jima at just eighteen years of age. Later, as a seasoned FOX News journalist, she decided she wanted to dig into his story and learn more about him, his friends, the war, and what would drive a young man to volunteer to fight for this cause. The book, Unknown Valor: A Story of Family, Courage, and Sacrifice from Pearl Harbor to Iwo Jima, was a huge success, but the most deeply meaningful part for Martha was meeting veterans who knew her mother’s cousin and being able to share those stories with Harry’s widow, who was still alive at the time. Martha’s passion for World War II history and its brave American veterans led to a three-part series on FOX Nation called The Final Journey of the Greatest Generation, where she followed World War II veterans as they traveled back to Normandy one last time to pay respects. The images she brought back to all of us from both the seventy-fifth and eightieth anniversaries filled us with pride.

Martha had the privilege of growing up understanding that freedom isn’t free. And she did a real service to all of us by sharing her family’s personal story so it can become part of the American story we all belong to. The story of freedom, bravery, and sacrifice for love of country. Thank you, Martha. We love you and what you do to keep these stories alive.
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Spending time on Cape Cod as a child triggered my interest in American history. From many locations along the shore, you can look across the ocean and see Chatham, Massachusetts. You can see exactly where the Mayflower neared the New World. As they made their way toward an anchorage, they encountered dangerous shoals. They wanted to turn south, and they did, but eventually, they turned again and came north, to the upper arm of the cape. Nothing was easy for them. But they persisted.

I enjoy visiting historic places. We’ve spent a lot of time over my life, and more recently with my kids, visiting presidential libraries, like the Bush Library in Texas and the John F. Kennedy Presidential Library and Museum in Massachusetts. We’ve followed Paul Revere’s path through Lexington and Concord. Those places and events really resonate with me. But I experience something a bit different when I’m along the cape, especially at a place called First Encounter Beach. That’s where the Pilgrims on the Mayflower first met the Native people on the North American continent. I’m intrigued by the intrepidness of the first settlers. I understand the impulse that they had to name where they came ashore Plymouth. That was the name of the place many of them came from. They’d left what was familiar, and naming their new locale was a reminder of their past, which they brought with them to the New World.

I’m also very inspired by the women of the Mayflower. Five of them weathered that first year, but we know the names of only four—Susanna White, Eleanor Billington, Elizabeth Hopkins, and Mary Brewster. It’s interesting that no women died during the perilous voyage. William Bradford and others expressed great concern that women were too weak to endure that trip and should be left behind. Elizabeth Hopkins gave birth to a son while at sea. How’s that for strength?

It is true that once arrived, women died at a higher rate than the men or children. Nearly three out of four women died that first winter. That’s likely because they spent more time still on board the Mayflower while the men were in the fresh air, felling trees and building the first shelters. Nevertheless, that small number of women really managed to hold the place together. Once they got through to springtime, some of them married other men from the Mayflower after losing their own spouses. Susanna White was widowed early on and later married Edward Winslow, for example. All the women played a crucial role in caring for the other settlers, and, in particular, the children who came across. The Pilgrims’ tenacity is such a reflection of the American spirit that would be carried forward in every successive generation.

On the journey across the Atlantic, they formed the Mayflower Compact. At first, it was intended to be an agreement that covered how their settlement would be run, but it was founded on principles of fairness and the establishment of order that later underpinned the US Constitution. Initially, all they wanted to build was a settlement, but they ended up building a foundation for settlements that followed, and, really, a basis for the United States of America.




IN THE NAME OF GOD, AMEN. We, whose names are underwritten, the Loyal Subjects of our dread Sovereign Lord King James, by the Grace of God, of Great Britain, France, and Ireland, King, Defender of the Faith, &c. Having undertaken for the Glory of God, and Advancement of the Christian Faith, and the Honour of our King and Country, a Voyage to plant the first Colony in the northern Parts of Virginia; Do by these Presents, solemnly and mutually, in the Presence of God and one another, covenant and combine ourselves together into a civil Body Politick, for our better Ordering and Preservation, and Furtherance of the Ends aforesaid: And by Virtue hereof do enact, constitute, and frame, such just and equal Laws, Ordinances, Acts, Constitutions, and Offices, from time to time, as shall be thought most meet and convenient for the general Good of the Colony; unto which we promise all due Submission and Obedience. IN WITNESS whereof we have hereunto subscribed our names at Cape-Cod the eleventh of November, in the Reign of our Sovereign Lord King James, of England, France, and Ireland, the eighteenth, and of Scotland the fifty-fourth, Anno Domini; 1620.





It’s important to note that they were concerned about doing things for the good of the colony, and that they promised all due submission and obedience to that, and not to King James. From the very outset of our history, that same sense of fealty to principles, and not a single person, has defined who we are and what we do.

Another founding principle that underpins the American ideal is valor. In 2020, my book, Unknown Valor: A Story of Family, Courage, and Sacrifice from Pearl Harbor to Iwo Jima, was published in honor of the seventy-fifth anniversary of that critical battle in the Pacific theater of World War II. I paid tribute to the men who sacrificed everything at Iwo Jima. My mom was an only child, and her first cousin, Harry Gray, was killed fighting that battle. He was only eighteen years old.

He had sent letters home from his boot camp training, then while on his way to the Pacific, and then from the island of Iwo Jima itself. Reading them as a young teen, and later as an adult, was profoundly moving. I could never read them without getting emotional. This young man wrote these beautiful letters from one of the most remote places in the world. He wrote to reassure his mother that he was safe. He and the others had dug a foxhole. They piled sand bags around it. They were safe and secure. She need not worry.

He wrote about the other men who were in the foxhole. He said that the food was pretty good. His buddies were keeping one another’s spirits up, but they were also all eager to come back home. While researching the book, I traveled from the East Coast of the US to Guam and then to Iwo Jima. I was tracing their footsteps, and I developed a deep appreciation and respect for what they endured. Like the Pilgrims, they faced long days on the high seas with few creature comforts. And they weren’t certain of what exactly they were going to face once they made landfall. Their enemy wasn’t truly known to them, other than that they were Japanese soldiers. Where were their guns emplaced? How large was the fighting force they’d encounter?

I was able to speak with veterans of the battle who recalled the day that Harry Gray was killed in action. I never thought I’d meet with anyone who had intimate, firsthand knowledge of what took place and what Harry had experienced. Writing that book, and seeing the reception that it received, was incredibly rewarding. Since then, I’ve spoken with Vietnam veterans and Korean veterans, and I often hear about the personal sacrifices that they made. I’m grateful, and in awe.

I purposely used the word “valor” in the title of my book. It’s a word that we don’t use much anymore. I’ve had the privilege of meeting a number of Medal of Honor recipients. In the recipients’ citations that specified why they were awarded that medal, the words “gallantry,” “intrepidity,” “heroism,” and “courage” often came up. Those are all meaningful words, but “valor” strikes a particular note for me. It takes courage to face your fears—to jump off a high dive despite being acrophobic, for example. For me, “valor” captures the idea of courage plus self-sacrifice in order to be of service to others—in the case of soldiers, your fellow fighters and your country.

We see valor on the battlefield, but we see it elsewhere too. I think the women on the Mayflower exhibited it. I think we see it in Mother Cabrini, a young nun who came from Italy with a strong desire to help immigrants. Thousands of Italian immigrants came to the US from towns and villages like the one she came from. They had little choice but to live in cramped tenement apartments. So Cabrini assisted in getting funds to build orphanages, schools, and medical facilities. She was a woman on a mission that was initially far beyond her capabilities, but she was so determined to make life easier for these people that she wouldn’t let any obstacles defeat her. She faced down the political machinery of New York City’s infamous Tammany Hall. She had to overcome opposition from affluent, or even middle-class New Yorkers who didn’t want orphanages in their neighborhoods. But she persevered. Despite her own health difficulties, she achieved great things and exhibited extraordinary valor above and beyond the call of duty.

I admit that my faith wasn’t something that I opened up about much. My beliefs were somewhat a private matter. Fortunately, since I’ve been working at FOX News, that has changed. Here, we’re encouraged by talking about faith, and we share our beliefs and our experiences with one another. Over time, my faith has deepened as a result. We were formed as one nation under God, and we shouldn’t feel as though we have to keep the light of our faith, as Scripture says, under a bushel.



In writing Unknown Valor, I learned that there were twenty Catholic priests on Iwo Jima as well as other chaplains from different faiths. The young men fighting turned to their faith over and over. One of the priests on the island wrote about giving last rites and hearing confessions over and over each day. Many of these young men were certain they were going to die and wanted their souls to be properly prepared. In letters home, these young men made frequent mention of their visits with the chaplains. They were a constant source of strength. That’s how it should be; after all, faith and freedom went hand in hand in this country’s founding and still do today.

We get to travel across America working for FOX News, especially during election years. The beauty and the vastness always captivate me. We’ve taken our kids to California, Texas, Montana, and Wyoming. We love to ski, and being on top of a mountain on a beautiful day looking at the blue sky and the mountain peaks is incredible. I especially like seeing the Tetons. Those views exhilarate me. My son spent time working on a ranch in Wyoming one summer.

That’s cowboy country, of course, and that means rodeos as well. In Jackson Hole, Wyoming, that summer, it was such fun to see all the families in attendance and participating at one. Little kids, young boys and young girls, start the competition off. They ride sheep and participate in what’s called mutton busting. It sounds funny, but the kids are very serious about it. Another rodeo we went to in Memphis began with a circle of fire. Flags were flying everywhere around the stadium. Then things got quiet just before we sang the national anthem and recited the Pledge of Allegiance. I don’t know how you can feel anything but pride and patriotism at that point.

As we mark 250 years, I hope that more of us will see and experience places like these, and visit the great sites of our history. We are remarkably blessed that God created such a beautiful place for us to express and enjoy our freedoms.



[image: A field full of small American flags.]


The Pledge of Allegiance

I pledge allegiance

to the Flag

of the United States of America,

and to the Republic

for which it stands,

one nation

under God,

indivisible,

with liberty and justice for all.
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[image: A boy and a girl in the words. They are both barefoot and wearing red headscarves.]


Jesse Watters (right) with his sister, Eliza, exploring the woods during the family’s annual summer get away in Damariscotta, Maine, circa 1988.




[image: A boy and a girl seated along a rocky ledge. They are wearing sweatshirts. The girl is looking at the boy.]


Jesse and Eliza resting after a day of hiking in Maine.




[image: A boy seated in the front of a canoe, holding a paddle and wearing a life vest. ]


Jesse canoeing on the Damariscotta River.




[image: Abby Hornacek riding a brown horse on a rocky plain. She is wearing a denim outfit with a white cowboy hat. She is carrying an American flag.]


Abby Hornacek in North Dakota filming for PARK’D on a ranch outside of Teddy Roosevelt National Park.

Kayla Haley




[image: A small girl holds a robe that guides a horse on a horse farm. Another horse is behind her, and snow-capped mountains rise above the farm in the distance. ]


Abby Hornacek in Utah at eight years old, developing a lifelong love of and appreciation for the horse’s contributions to American progress.

Stacy Hornacek




[image: A large family, wearing patriotic clothing and accessories. In the back row, two women are holding up an American flag. ]


Bill Hemmer and family celebrating the 4th of July during their annual trip to the same tiny island off the Carolina Shore they’ve visited since 1977.




[image: A man wearing hunter camouflage and holding a gun kneels next to a dead moose.]


Johnny Joey Jones posing with a bull moose he harvested in northern Maine on his series.

Fox Nation Outdoors




[image: Four men at a racetrack, with the stands in the background behind them. All four are wearing red Bass Pro Shops baseball caps.]


Joey interviewing his friends and fellow sportsmen: NASCAR team owner Richard Childress, Bass Pro Shops founder Johnny Morris, and NASCAR driver Austin Dillon.




[image: A mother and father sitting on porch steps with their two boys.]


Will Cain and family, New York’s South Shore, circa 2019.




[image: A man and his son, both wearing camouflage and rubber boots, sitting in a boat. The man is holding a large catfish. They are both looking at the camera and smiling.]


Everything, including the fish, is bigger in Texas. Will with his son in Toledo Bend, Texas, in 2022.




[image: A vintage, black and white photo of a man and a woman standing in front of a car. The woman is showing the man a book, and the back of the car has built-in bookshelves, full of books.]


Frances Hallam Hurt, Charlie Hurt’s “granny,” driving the bookmobile into the far corners of Pittsylvania County, Virginia, in 1940.
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George Mason portrait. (Dominic W. Boudet, after John Hesselius, 1811, oil on canvas, Gunston Hall)




[image: A vintage photo of a woman and a young boy looking out at New York City from across the Hudson river. The World Trade Center’s twin towers stand prominently above the other skyscrapers.]


Steve Doocy’s wife, Kathy, and their son, Peter, looking at the Twin Towers, circa 1990.




[image: A selfie of Steeve Doocy with an older man in a fireman’s helmet and dress uniform.]


Steve Doocy with Bob Beckwith (left), the 9/11 rescuer who stood next to President George W. Bush atop debris at Ground Zero.




[image: A blond woman in red skirt and a white sweater with an American flag on it, sitting on the side of a boat. A boy is standing next to her, with his arms partially around her neck and shoulder.]


Sandra Smith and her son watching the 4th of July fireworks on the Long Island Sound.




[image: A blond woman wearing black pants, a white top, and a purple jacket stands with her son on the edge of a football field in a large stadium. Her son is wearing a purple and yellow baseball cap, and a dark jacket with a purple and yellow striped tie.]


Sandra with her son on the field for an LSU football game.




[image: A vintage photo of two men next to a brown miniature horse. Riding the horse is a very young, blond girl.]


Tomi Lahren on horseback with her grandpa, Wayne Dietrich (left), and her dad, Kevin Lahren, at Wayne’s family ranch in McLaughlin, South Dakota.




[image: A vintage photo showing a man in a black t-shirt and jeans riding a horse, next to a blond girl riding a smaller horse.]


Tomi and her father at the family ranch in Mobridge, South Dakota.




[image: Rachel Campos-Duffy and her husband, Sean Duffy. They are at a tropical beach, and they are both wearing pink shirts with purple and white boas. They are both smiling at the camera.]


Sean and me on a recent family vacation in Maui, Hawaii, January 2026.




[image: Rachel Campos-Duffy with her daughters at a formal event. They are all wearing dresses.]


Inauguration-night Starlight Ball, January 2025.




[image: Rachel Campos-Duffy with two of her daughters at the White House.]


From left to right, Paloma, Valentina, and me at the White House Christmas Party in December 2025.




[image: The Duffy family, all wearing cold-weather clothing, in a snowy outdoor area.]


On our road trip to Montana we went snowmobiling in Yellowstone National Park, January 2026.




[image: Rachel Campos-Duffy and her husband, Sean Duffy, sitting on the back of a boat. Sean has his arm around Rachel. The boat is named, “La Mamacita.”]


Round Lake, Wisconsin. Lake Life! This is our family’s happy place.




[image: The Duffy girls in a boat.]


Enjoying the time on the lake at the family cabin in the Northwoods of Wisconsin.




[image: A boy and a girl, hugging each other. They are in a desert, and tall rock formations are in the background.]


In April 2007, we took a road trip from Wisconsin to Arizona to see the grandparents.




[image: The Duffy family, posing with Mickey and Minnie Mouse at Disney World.]


The family with Mickey and Minnie at Disney World, Florida, in 2019.




[image: The Duffy family in the Oval Office with President Trump, who is seated at the Resolute Desk and holding Rachel Campos Duffy’s children’s book, Paloma Wants to Be Lady Freedom.]


With President Trump in the Oval Office on Sean’s last day in Congress, September 2019.

Official White House photograph




[image: The Duffy family in a room in the U.S. Capitol building.]


At the Capitol Building for Sean’s confirmation hearing in January 2025.




[image: The Duffy family, standing outside a historic brick home. Betsy Ross American flags hang from above the entrance on the building’s front porch.]


On another road trip, this time outside the Betsy Ross House in Philadelphia in October 2025.




[image: Rachel Campos-Duffy with two of her children, a boy and a girl, walking down the street in Washington, D.C.]


Sean’s swearing in day on January 28, 2025.




[image: Trace Gallagher with his wife and two daughters, who were young girls at the time the photo was taken.]


Trace Gallagher and his family spending the 4th of July in Laguna Beach, California, in 2011.




[image: A family photo, taken in a yard in tropical setting. Behind the family is a large star, made up of red, white, and blue balloons.]


Trace (second row, center, in navy shirt and sunglasses) with his family in Kona, Hawaii, celebrating Independence Day in 2018.




[image: Two men in American military gear, with desert camouflage. Behind them is a green tent.]


USMC Lt. Colonel Oliver North (retired) and Griff Jenkins in 2003, reporting on the invasion of Iraq.




[image: A vintage photograph from the second world war era, showing several men in front of a fighter aircraft. A few men on are the aircraft itself. On the side of the aircraft is written, “King Boogie.”]


Colonel Joseph Griffin, Griff’s uncle Joe, (far left, first row) served as a pilot with the First American Volunteer Group, a.k.a. the Flying Tigers.




[image: A vintage photograph showing a girl and four boys, all smiling.]


Lara Trump (top right) as a young girl.




[image: Lara Trump standing next to Donald Trump, who is giving a thumbs-up.]


Lara with her father-in-law, President Donald J. Trump.




[image: Brian Kilmeade loading a Revolutionary War-era canon, which is positioned to look out from a fort on high ground. With Kilmeade are three men in revolution-era costumes.]


Brian with Revolutionary War reenactors priming a cannon at Fort Ticonderoga as part of What Made America Great season 10.




[image: A vintage photo of a boy blowing out candles of a birthday cake. An older woman is next to him, watching.]


Brian Kilmeade blowing out the candles at his third or fourth birthday with grandmother Louise D’Andrea watching at left.




[image: Harris Faulkner standing with Navy officers on the deck of a warship. She is wearing a black and white striped dress. An American flag is in the background.]


Harris Faulkner (center) on July 4, 2018, aboard the USS Monterey as it returned from firing missiles into Syria in response to use of chemical weapons on that country’s citizens.




[image: A vintage black and white photo of two men in military uniforms. One is Caucasian and the other is African American.]


US Army Lt. Colonel Bobby R. Harris (retired), Harris Faulkner’s father. As she says, “He literally touched the heavens as a fighter pilot.”




[image: George W. Bush giving Dana Perino a side-hug. Dana has short hair.]


Dana Perino on the day President George W. Bush announced that he was appointing her as the White House press secretary on August 31, 2007.

AP Photo/Ron Edmonds




[image: A vintage photo of a girl holding stuffed animals. She has brown hair and her shoes are pink.]


Emily Compagno at Far View Ranch Camp in Bangor, California, in 1989, with a gift horseshoe and her beloved bear, Pandy.




[image: A woman riding a horse. She has dark hair and is wearing a denim jacket and a black cowboy hat.]


Emily on horseback in Wenatchee, Washington, in 2020.

Beau Simmons




[image: A vintage black and white photograph of an American soldier standing in a field, next to a marker. On the marker it says, “The 38th Parallel: Courtesy 1 US Corps Survey by 1st FAOBSN BN”.]


Benjamin Hall’s father, Roderick Hall, serving in the US army in Korea at the end of the Korean War.




[image: Benjamin Hall, wearing a helmet and carrying a FOX News microphone. Behind him are Syrian fighters, firing their assault rifles.]


Ben on assignment in Syria in 2019 during the Battle of Baghuz.




[image: A vintage black and white photo of an African American woman and her three sons.]


Charles Payne (right) with his mother, Ruth (center, above), and his two younger brothers in a passport photograph, circa 1966.




[image: A vintage portrait photo of an African American man in a military uniform.]


Master Sgt. Leroy Payne Sr, U.S. Army (retired). He was the sole survivor when his unit in Vietnam was ambushed by the Viet Kong.




[image: A vintage black and white photograph of a young African American man.]


Charles as a seventeen-year-old man in Harlem. “My fro was the bomb!”




[image: A vintage photograph of Sean Hannity, seated at a counter in a restaurant.]


Sean Hannity shooting on location with Fox. “The greatest, best country God ever gave man. Rights are God-given, not granted by any government.”

FOX News Media




[image: Jimmy Failla in the driver’s seat of a vintage, yellow taxi with black and white checker designs wrapping around it.]


Jimmy Failla behind the wheel of a beautiful, fully restored legendary checker cab in 2024.




[image: Jimmy Failla seated behind a wooden desk in a FOX News studio. He is wearing a light blue jacket.]


Jimmy behind the desk on the set of Fox News Saturday Night.




[image: A vintage photo of an African American woman with her son.]


Lawrence Jones, age two, with his mother, Tameria.




[image: A vintage black and white photo of a young man and woman. The man is wearing a military uniform.]


Maria Bartiromo’s parents, Vincent and Josephine, while they were dating, in Brooklyn during a weekend in 1956 when Vincent came home from Virginia while serving in the Korean conflict. 




[image: Maria Bartiromo standing next to the Declaration of Independence, smiling and pointing to it.]


Maria in the Oval Office in September 2025 for a meeting with President Trump, standing in front of the Declaration of Independence. 




[image: A selfie photo of a man and a woman on a street in an European city. They are both smiling and wearing aviator sunglasses.]


Jessica Tarlov and her husband, Brian McKenna, while on a European vacation.




[image: A vintage photo of two girls standing on the wall in front of the fence surrounding the White House. The White House is visible through the fence, along with its lawn and fountain.]


Ainsley Earhardt (left) and her sister, Elise, in front the White House, circa 1980.




[image: Ainsley Earhardt in the Oval Office with President Trump, who is seated at the resolute desk. She is wearing a green dress, and he is wearing a red tie.]


Ainsley at the White House with President Trump during his first term as president.




[image: Stuart Varney, sitting in the grass on a rolling green hill, and petting a dog.]


Stuart Varney with his “first and best dog,” Jake.




[image: Stuart Varney standing on a tree trunk that has fallen over, and is partially suspended above the ground.]


Stuart at his tree farm, standing atop a beautiful American White Oak tree that eventually was used to make a picnic table.




[image: Stuart Varney in an office, wearing a suit with a blue and white striped tie, and waving a small American flag. Behind him is a banner that says, “Celebrate Citizenship. Celebrate America.” The banner also has an image of the Statue of Liberty and an American flag. ]


The Big Day: Stuart at his naturalization ceremony on November 12, 2015.




[image: A vintage photograph of a family in Washington D.C. The Washington Monument is behind them.]


Shannon Bream in 1983 with her brothers, Eddy DePuy and KC Mabry (front row). Back row from left to right: the late Linda DePuy, Pete Mabry, Shannon, and Laurel Riley.




[image: A family of four. The father, Trey Gowdy, is wearing a pink sweatshirt, blue sneakers, and salmon-colored shorts. He is also wearing sunglasses and holding a football. Trey’s wife and daughter are wearing darker outfits, with the daughter wearing a black leather jacket. Trey’s son is wearing a pinkish-red shirt. They are all standing on the front steps of a house.]


Trey Gowdy with his wife and children, preparing for their annual family Thanksgiving football game.




[image: A vintage photo of four children seated at a wooden kitchen table. A red and white birthday cake is on the table.]


Trey at a birthday celebration with his three sisters. From left to right: Elizabeth, Trey, Laura, and Caroline.




[image: A vintage photo of a young man in a military uniform and visor cap.]


Martha MacCallum’s first cousin once removed, Harry Gray, who was killed at the age of eighteen at the Battle of Iwo Jima.




[image: A sail boat full of people glides through the ocean at sunset. Some land is visible on the horizon.]


Martha as a little girl on Cape Cod.








Image Credits

All images are courtesy of the author and contributors unless otherwise noted.


Interior Images

Here: Courtesy of Rachel Campos-Duffy

Here: Courtesy of Rachel Campos-Duffy

Here: Courtesy of Rachel Campos-Duffy

Here: The U.S. Marine Corps War Memorial, Washington, DC (Credit: Michael Bartz)

Here: Joshua Tree National Park, California (Credit: Michael Bartz)

Here: Old Faithful, Yellowstone National Park, Wyoming (Credit: Michael Bartz)

Here: Badlands National Park, South Dakota (Credit: Michael Bartz)

Here: St. Louis Arch, Missouri (Courtesy of Lisa Sharkey)

Here: Horseshoe Bend, Arizona (Credit: Michael Bartz)

Here: Grand Canyon National Park, Arizona (Billy McDonald/Adobe)

Here: Acadia National Park, Maine (Cavan-Images/Shutterstock)

Here: The Portland Head Light in Cape Elizabeth, Maine (eqroy/Adobe)

Here: Yosemite National Park, California (FOX News Media)

Here: Zion National Park Utah, (Gary/Adobe)

Here: Oxbow Bend, Grand Teton National Park, Wyoming (Photograph by Anis A. Ansari, courtesy of Scenic America)

Here: Grand Teton National Park, Wyoming (oldmn/Adobe)

Here: Calhoun, Georgia (Courtesy of Johnny Joey Jones)

Here: Calhoun, Georgia (Courtesy of Johnny Joey Jones)

Here: Sherman, Texas (mansfieldphoto.com/Adobe)

Here: Lexington, Massachusetts (Jim Madigan/Shutterstock)

Here: Flint Hills, Kansas (Art/Adobe)

Here: The Survivor Tree, 9/11 Memorial & Museum, New York (Courtesy of Lisa Sharkey)

Here: Mount Rushmore National Memorial, South Dakota (Lost_in_the_Midwest/Shutterstock,)

Here: Courtesy of Sandra Smith

Here: South Dakota (wollertz/Adobe)

Here: Cody Stampede Rodeo Grounds, Wyoming (Credit: Michael Bartz)

Here: Alaska (Taras/Adobe)

Here: The Wave, Arizona (Photograph by Stephen Crane, courtesy of Scenic America)

Here: Grand Teton National Park, Wyoming (kmlPhoto/Adobe)

Here: Wyoming (Sherry/Adobe)

Here: Wichita Mountains, Oklahoma (Justin A. Morris/Getty Images)

Here: Wilmington, North Carolina (Refrina/Adobe)

Here: White House Photograph

Here: Niagara Falls, New York (Credit: Michael Bartz)

Here: Washington Monument, Washington, D.C. (Sean Pavone/Shutterstock)

Here: Veroniksha/Shutterstock

Here: Pacific Coast Highway, California (Alizada Studios/Adobe)

Here: The Palouse, Washington (Photograph by David Alfano, courtesy of Scenic America)

Here: Seattle, Washington (Agnieszka Gaul/Adobe)

Here: Sonoran Desert, Scottsdale, Arizona (Ray Redstone/Adobe)

Here: Statue of Freedom (Photograph by Architect of the Capitol)

Here: Courtesy of Rachel Campos-Duffy

Here: Statue of Liberty, New York (Credit: Michael Bartz)

Here: Harlem, New York (Brad Pict/Adobe)

Here: Federal Hall National Memorial, Wall Street, New York (Donald Swartz/Adobe)

Here: New York, New York (BGStock72/Shutterstock)

Here: Courtesy of Jimmy Failla

Here: The Alamo, Texas (Allison/Adobe)

Here: Faloon Gul/Shutterstock

Here: The Fearless Girl and the Charging Bull, Wall Street, New York (quietbits/Shutterstock)

Here: Deposit, New York (Courtesy of Stuart Varney)

Here: Courtesy of Stuart Varney

Here: Crater Lake National Park, Oregon (Photograph by Delton Young, courtesy of Scenic America)

Here: Kiawah Island, South Carolina (Photograph by Sarah Goldman)

Here: Liberty Bell, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania (foto-select/Adobe)

Here: Lincoln Memorial, Washington, D.C. (Orhan Cam/Shutterstock)

Here: U.S. Capitol Building, Washington, D.C. (ungvar/Adobe)

Here: Manhattan, New York (blvdone/Adobe)

Here: Mississippi River, Mississippi (Jill Clardy/Adobe)

Here: Magnolia Plantation & Gardens, Charleston, South Carolina (DoubletreeStudio/Adobe)

Here: Carver Street, Plymouth, Massachusetts (Felix Mizioznikov/Adobe)

Here: Kevin B Beggs/Shutterstock



Endpaper Credits

Background pattern: Peter/Adobe



Stock Photographs

Amateur007/Shutterstock

Boris15/Shutterstock

catwalker/Shutterstock

Dennis W Donohue/Shutterstock

EtiAmmos/Shutterstock

Jeffrey B. Banke/Shutterstock

Lefteris Papaulakis/Shutterstock

MarkauMark/Shutterstock

MattiaATH/Shutterstock

Michael Rega/Shutterstock

Militarist/Shutterstock

MM_photos/Shutterstock

neftali/Shutterstock

Neveshkin Nikolay/Shutterstock

Olga Popova/Shutterstock

rook76/Shutterstock

Sergey Kohl/Shutterstock

spatuletail/Shutterstock

Steve Mann/Shutterstock

tristan tan/Shutterstock

YANGCHAO/Shutterstock

zabanski/Shutterstock







About the Author

RACHEL CAMPOS-DUFFY is the host of America’s #1 rated cable news morning show, FOX & Friends Weekend. With her husband, Sean Duffy, she co-wrote the #1 New York Times bestseller All American Christmas. She is also the author of the patriotic children’s book Paloma Wants to be Lady Freedom.

Campos-Duffy has a bachelor’s degree in economics from Arizona State University’s Honors Program and a master’s degree in international affairs from the University of California, San Diego. She is married to the Secretary of Transportation and former Wisconsin Congressman, Sean Duffy. They are parents to nine children and grandparents to two grandchildren.

Discover great authors, exclusive offers, and more at hc.com.




Also by Rachel Campos-Duffy

All American Christmas





[image: Bookperk sign up advertisement]






Copyright

all american patriotism. Copyright © 2026 by FOX News Network LLC. Foreword copyright © 2026 by Erika Kirk. All rights reserved under International and Pan-American Copyright Conventions. By payment of the required fees, you have been granted the nonexclusive, nontransferable right to access and read the text of this e-book on-screen. No part of this text may be reproduced, transmitted, downloaded, decompiled, reverse-engineered, or stored in or introduced into any information storage and retrieval system, in any form or by any means, whether electronic or mechanical, now known or hereafter invented, without the express written permission of HarperCollins e-books.

Without limiting the exclusive rights of any author, contributor or the publisher of this publication, any unauthorized use of this publication to train generative artificial intelligence (AI) technologies is expressly prohibited. HarperCollins also exercise their rights under Article 4(3) of the Digital Single Market Directive 2019/790 and expressly reserve this publication from the text and data mining exception.

Image credits here serve as an extension of this copyright page.

hc.com

first edition

Cover painting by Jack Herzog

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data

Names: Campos-Duffy, Rachel author | Fox News issuing body

Title: All American patriotism : celebrating 250 years of America’s greatness / Rachel Campos-Duffy.

Description: New York, NY : HarperInfluence, [2026] | Identifiers: LCCN 2025049934 (print) | LCCN 2025049935 (ebook) | ISBN 9780063515277 hardcover | ISBN 9780063515284 ebook

Subjects: LCSH: National characteristics, American | American essays—21st century | United States—Civilization | LCGFT: Essays | Anecdotes

Classification: LCC E169.1 .C36 2026 (print) | LCC E169.1 (ebook)

LC record available at https://lccn.loc.gov/2025049934

LC ebook record available at https://lccn.loc.gov/2025049935

Digital Edition MAY 2026 ISBN: 978-0-06-351528-4

Version 04302026

Print ISBN: 978-0-06-351527-7




About the Publisher

Australia

HarperCollins Publishers Australia Pty. Ltd.

Level 13, 201 Elizabeth Street

Sydney, NSW 2000, Australia

www.harpercollins.com.au

Canada

HarperCollins Publishers Ltd.

Harlequin Enterprises ULC

www.harlequin.com

Bay Adelaide Centre, East Tower

22 Adelaide Street West, 41st Floor

Toronto, Ontario, M5H 4E3

www.harpercollins.ca

India

HarperCollins India

A 75, Sector 57

Noida

Uttar Pradesh 201 301

www.harpercollins.co.in

Ireland

HarperCollins Publishers

Macken House,

39/40 Mayor Street Upper,

Dublin 1, D01 C9W8, Ireland

www.harpercollins.co.uk

New Zealand

HarperCollins Publishers New Zealand

Unit D1, 63 Apollo Drive

Rosedale 0632

Auckland, New Zealand

www.harpercollins.co.nz

United Kingdom

HarperCollins Publishers Ltd.

1 London Bridge Street

London SE1 9GF, UK

www.harpercollins.co.uk

United States

HarperCollins Publishers Inc.

195 Broadway

New York, NY 10007

www.harpercollins.com


OEBPS/images/8_Doocy_Steve_OFFICIAL.jpg





OEBPS/images/30_MacCallum_Martha_OFFICIAL.jpg





OEBPS/images/29_Gowdy_Trey_OFFICIAL.jpg





OEBPS/images/27_Bream_Shannon_OFFICIAL.jpg





OEBPS/images/4_Hemmer_Bill_OFFICIAL.jpg





OEBPS/images/22_Failla_Jimmy_OFFICIAL.jpg





OEBPS/images/11_Hall_Benjamin_OFFICIAL.jpg





OEBPS/images/23_Jones_Lawrence_OFFICIAL_SMILING.jpg





OEBPS/images/28_Tarlov_Jessica_OFFICIAL.jpg





OEBPS/images/20_Hannity_Sean_OFFICIAL.jpg





OEBPS/images/17_Gallagher_Trace_OFFICIAL.jpg





OEBPS/images/24_Bartiromo_Maria_OFFICIAL.jpg





OEBPS/images/5_Jones_Johnny_Joey_OFFICIAL.jpg





OEBPS/images/25_Varney_Stuart_OFFICIAL.jpg





OEBPS/images/10_Lahren_Tomi_OFFICIAL.jpg





OEBPS/images/14_Trump_Lara_OFFICIAL.jpg





OEBPS/images/3_Hornacek_Abby_OFFICIAL.jpg





OEBPS/images/18_Compagno_Emily_OFFICIAL.jpg





OEBPS/images/15_Kilmeade_Brian_OFFICIAL.jpg





OEBPS/images/21_Payne_Charles_OFFICIAL.jpg





OEBPS/images/Insert1_009b_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/RachelandCharlie.jpg





OEBPS/images/Insert1_002e_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/Rachel_3.jpg





OEBPS/images/Insert1_004b_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/7_Hurt_Charlie_OFFICIAL.jpg





OEBPS/images/26_Earhardt_Ainsley_OFFICIAL.jpg





OEBPS/images/6_Cain_Will_OFFICIAL.jpg





OEBPS/images/12_Perino_Dana_OFFICIAL.jpg





OEBPS/images/13_Jenkins_Griff_OFFICIAL.jpg





OEBPS/images/2_Watters_Jesse_OFFICIAL.jpg





OEBPS/images/16_Faulkner_Harris_OFFICIAL.jpg





OEBPS/images/9_Smith_Sandra_OFFICIAL.jpg





OEBPS/images/Varney_2a.jpg





OEBPS/images/Insert1_003c_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/Varney_5.jpg
2ELEBRATE +

(CELERRATE-{





OEBPS/images/FOREWORD_004_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/Insert1_005g_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/Hannity_1.jpg





OEBPS/images/FOREWORD_005_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/Insert1_008b_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/Insert1_003a_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/Niagara_long_BW.jpg





OEBPS/images/AdobeStock_289437716.jpg





OEBPS/images/IMG_9041.jpg





OEBPS/images/Insert1_004a_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/Ch19_1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Insert1_007b_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/Insert1_010c_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/Insert1_014b_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/IMG_3666.jpg





OEBPS/images/Insert1_011a_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/Insert1_001d_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/Sean1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Insert1_007c_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/Insert1_006c_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/Insert1_009a_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/INSERT001_024_9780063572676.jpg





OEBPS/images/survivor_tree.jpg





OEBPS/images/1932_7452e989ed40006.jpg





OEBPS/images/Insert1_013d_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/Insert1_006d_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/Insert1_011b_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/Insert1_015a_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/Bush_Snow_Resigns_070831024610.jpg





OEBPS/images/Varney_4.jpg





OEBPS/images/Insert1_014a_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/IMG_5818.jpg





OEBPS/images/Insert1_011c_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/Insert1_003d_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/Insert1_005a_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/Insert1_007e_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/Insert1_012b_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/RCD_5.jpg





OEBPS/images/Tomi_1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Insert1_001b_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/Insert1_008a_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/Insert1_015d_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/CharlesPayne.jpg





OEBPS/images/GettyImages-93455031.jpg





OEBPS/images/Jimmy_1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Insert1_001e_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/Insert1_010d_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/Insert1_002c_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/Bendshoe_HDR_BW.jpg





OEBPS/images/RCD_2.jpg





OEBPS/images/Insert1_012a_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/AdobeStock_1056159832.jpg





OEBPS/images/Insert1_015c_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/Tomi_2.jpg





OEBPS/images/Insert1_001a_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/Ch19_2.jpg





OEBPS/images/Chapter4_Spread.jpg





OEBPS/images/Evita.jpg





OEBPS/images/1_Sean_Duffy_US_Transportation_Secretary_Official.jpg





OEBPS/images/Ch19_3.jpg





OEBPS/images/IMG_4865.jpg





OEBPS/images/RCD_6.jpg





OEBPS/images/tit.jpg
ALL AMERICAN
PATRIOTISM

**x W Kk %

Celebrating 250 Years of America’s Greatness

RACHEL CAMPOS-DUFFY
Foreword by Erika Kirk

I FOX
/NEWS
[boows]






OEBPS/images/FOREWORD_003_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/Insert1_013c_9780063515277.jpg
* S _ ;J

3 d.q..n! !l

Y AR IIIIIIEI"“iii
%.3: ' ||!

i il il






OEBPS/images/Insert1_008c_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/Insert1_002d_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/bookperk-boba-V1.jpg
Bookperk

and get e-book
bargains, sneak peeks, special offers, and

more—delivered straight to your inbox.





OEBPS/images/Insert1_015b_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/Sean2.jpg





OEBPS/images/Insert1_005b_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/Monument_Fireworks_3_BW.jpg





OEBPS/images/Rachel_4.jpg





OEBPS/images/FOREWORD_006_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/RCD_1.jpg





OEBPS/images/RCD_4.jpg





OEBPS/images/Insert1_007d_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/SeanHannity_StatueofLiberty.jpg





OEBPS/images/IMG_9955.jpg





OEBPS/images/Rachel_1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Rachel_2.jpg





OEBPS/images/AdobeStock_138762502.jpg





OEBPS/images/Lara_Trump_and_Family_in_the_White_House.jpg





OEBPS/images/Insert1_001c_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/Insert1_002a_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/Insert1_008d_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/shutterstock_editorial_1394284499.jpg





OEBPS/images/TomiLahren_Rodeo.jpg





OEBPS/images/IMG_7425.jpg





OEBPS/images/IMG_4722.jpg





OEBPS/images/AdobeStock_2792040.jpg





OEBPS/images/Part4_Spread.jpg





OEBPS/images/Insert1_002b_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/AdobeStock_880938830.jpg





OEBPS/images/AbbyHornacek_NationalPark.jpg





OEBPS/images/INSERT001_017_9780063572676.jpg
-






OEBPS/images/Intro_1.jpg





OEBPS/images/SandraSmith_1.jpg





OEBPS/images/shutterstock_editorial_617959385.jpg





OEBPS/images/shutterstock_112057424.jpg





OEBPS/images/Badlands_Sunset_2_2.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780063515284_Cover.jpg
i a mn

‘\‘mu_lw‘

a8 Gfeamess

— —
= =
—— = 7\





OEBPS/images/AdobeStock_112889816.jpg





OEBPS/images/AdobeStock_185795170.jpg
SRR
5 -





OEBPS/images/IMG_1602.jpg





OEBPS/images/AdobeStock_694573098.jpg
7
Al
a
1

=\

NN






OEBPS/images/shutterstock_1901961841.jpg





OEBPS/images/Kiawah_Beach_1.jpg





OEBPS/images/AdobeStock_67720876.jpg





OEBPS/images/AdobeStock_225586134.jpg
l
ﬁ-..\.t G
R T i

' " .“/‘ N'O' {_
A by AOARAR XYYV
— 7 ] 4\/ 7






OEBPS/images/AdobeStock_496183672.jpg





OEBPS/images/shutterstock_721991278.jpg





OEBPS/images/Insert1_013a_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/FOREWORD_002_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/AdobeStock_503360827.jpg





OEBPS/images/Part3_Spread.jpg





OEBPS/images/AdobeStock_112166324.jpg





OEBPS/images/AdobeStock_688182451.jpg





OEBPS/images/Image_lisa.jpg





OEBPS/images/shutterstock_2572911045.jpg





OEBPS/images/AdobeStock_925143869.jpg
ENPLOYEE
PARKING
NONOAY-FiBAY






OEBPS/images/shutterstock_editorial_149597456.jpg
i
il
1

-

I nﬁ
&Uln m






OEBPS/images/AdobeStock_557264892.jpg





OEBPS/text/nav.xhtml


Contents







		Cover



		Title Page



		Note to Readers



		Dedication



		Epigraph



		Contents



		Foreword



		Introduction



		Part I: Land That I Love



		1. Sean Duffy



		2. Jesse Watters



		3. Abby Hornacek



		4. Bill Hemmer



		5. Johnny Joey Jones



		6. Will Cain



		7. Charlie Hurt



		8. Steve Doocy



		9. Sandra Smith



		10. Tomi Lahren



		11. Benjamin Hall









		Part II: Home of the Brave



		12. Dana Perino



		13. Griff Jenkins



		14. Lara Trump



		15. Brian Kilmeade



		16. Harris Faulkner



		17. Trace Gallagher









		Part III: The American Dream



		18. Emily Compagno



		19. Rachel Campos-Duffy



		20. Sean Hannity



		21. Charles Payne



		22. Jimmy Failla



		23. Lawrence Jones



		24. Maria Bartiromo



		25. Stuart Varney









		Part IV: One Nation Under God



		26. Ainsley Earhardt



		27. Shannon Bream



		28. Jessica Tarlov



		29. Trey Gowdy



		30. Martha MacCallum









		Acknowledgments



		Photo Section



		Credits



		About the Author



		Also by Rachel Campos-Duffy



		Copyright



		About the Publisher













Guide





		Cover



		Contents



		Part I: Land That I Love


















		i



		ii



		iii



		v



		vi



		vii



		viii



		ix



		x



		xi



		xii



		xiii



		xiv



		xv



		xvi



		xvii



		xviii



		xix



		xx



		xxi



		xxii



		xxiii



		xxiv



		xxv



		xxvi



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		270



		271



		272



		273



		274



		275



		276



		277



		278



		iv














OEBPS/images/Varney_2.jpg





OEBPS/images/AdobeStock_354679314.jpg
ST TR T o





OEBPS/images/FOREWORD_001_9780063515277.jpg





OEBPS/images/AdobeStock_5316866.jpg





OEBPS/images/The_Wave_Arizona-DSD9161_sky.jpg





OEBPS/images/AdobeStock_824178848_Editorial_Use_Only.jpg





OEBPS/images/AdobeStock_747796978.jpg





OEBPS/images/AdobeStock_158237853.jpg





OEBPS/images/AdobeStock_121306340.jpg





